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Lordship for the sake of the gieat kindness and friendship which 
1 owe to you and yours. 

My volumes will reach you when the Author is on hri \o\agc to 
a country when* a our name is a.-> well kuowm as here. Wherever 
I am, T shall gratefully regard you ; and shall not be the less 
welcomed in Amend because T am 

• Your obliged friend and seivam. 
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

THE ESMONDS OF VIRGINIA 

The estate of Castle wood, in Virgin in, which was given to our 
ancestors by King Charles the First, as some return for the 
sacrifices made in His Majesty’s cause by the Esmond family, lies 
in Westmoreland county, between the rivers Potomac and 
Rappahannoc, and was once as great as an English Principality, 
though in the early times its revenues were but small. Indeed 
for near eighty years after our forefathers possessed them, our 
plantations were in the hands of factors, who enriched themselves 
one after another, though a few scores of hogsheads of tobacco 
were all the produce, that for long after the Restoration, our 
family received from their Virginian estates. 

My dear and honoured father, Colonel Henry Esmond, whose 
history, written by himself, is contained in the accompanying 
volumes, came to Virginia in the year 1718, built his house of 
Castlewood, and here permanently settled. After a long stormy 
life in England, he passed the remainder of his many years in 
peace and honour in this country; how beloved and respected by 
all his fellow-citizens, how inexpressibly dear to his family, I need 
not say. His whole life was a benefit to all who were connected 
with him. He gave the best example, the best advice, the most 
bounteous hospitality to his friends; the tendercst care to his 
dependants ; and bestowed on those of his immediate family such 
a blessing of fatherly love and protection, as can never be thought 
of, by us at least, without veneration and thankfulness; and my 
son’s children, whether established here in our Republick or at* 

home, in the always beloved mother country, from which our late 

xxxiii 
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quarrel hath separated us, may surely he proud to be descended 
from one, who in all ways Was so truly noble. 

My dear mother died in 1736, soon alter our return from 
England, whither my parent took me for my education; and 
, where I made the acquaintance of Mr. Warrington, whom my 
children never saw. When it pleased Heaven, in the bloom of his 
youth, and after but a few months of a most happy union, to 
remove him from me, I owed my recovery from the grief which 
that calamity caused me, mainly to my dearest father’s tenderness, 

* and then to the blessing vouchsafed to me in the birth of my two 
beloved boys. I know the fatal differences which separated them 
in politicks never disunited their hearts ; and, as I can love them 
both, whether wearing the King’s colours or the Republick’s, I am 
*sure that they lovo me, and one another, and him above all, in/** 
. father and theirs, the dearest friend of their childhood; the noble 
gentleman, who bred them from their infancy in the practice and 
knowledge of Truth, and Love, and Honour. 

My children will never forget the appearance and figure of 
their revered grandfather; and I wish 1 possessed the art of 
drawing (which my papa had in perfection), so that I could leave 
to our descendants a portrait of one who was so good and so 
respected. My father was of a dark complexion, with a very 
great forehead and dark hazel eyes, overhung by eye-brows which 
remained black long after lus hair was white. His nose was 
aquiline, h : s smile extraordinary sweet. How well I remember 
it, and how little any description I can wiite can recall liis imago 1 
He was of rather low stature, not being above five feet seven 
inches in height; he used to laugh at my sons, whom lie called 
his crutches, and say they were grown too tall for him to lean 
upon. But small as he was he had a perfect grace and majesty 
of deportment, such as I have never seen in this country, except 
perhaps in our friend, Mr. Washington; and commanded respect 
wherever he appeared. 

In all bodily exercises he excelled, and showed an extraordinary 
quickness and agility. Of fencing he was especially fond, and 
^ made my two boys proficient in that art; so much so, that when 
the French came to this country with Monsieur Rochambeau, not 
duo of his officers was superior to rnj Henry, and he was not the 



PREFACE 


XXXV 


equal of my poor George, who had taken the King’s aide in our 
lamentable but glorious war of independence. 

Neither my father, nor my mother ever wore powder in their 
hair; both their heads were as white as silver, as I can remember 
them. My dear mother possessed to the last an extraordinary 
brightness and freshness of complexion; nor would people believe 
f that she did uot wear rouge. At sixty years of age, she still 
looked young, ami was quite agile. It was not until after that 
dreadful siege of our house by the Indians, which left me a widow 
ere I was a mother, that my dear mother’s health broke. She 
never recovered her terror and anxiety of those days, which ended 
so fatally for me, then a bride Bcaree six months married, and died 
in my father’s arms ere my own year of widowhood waB over. 

From that day, until the last of his dear and honoured life, it 
Was my delight and consolation to remain with him as his comforter 
and companion; and from those little notes, which my mother hath 
made here and there in the volumes in which my father describes 
his adventures in Europe, I can well understand the extreme 
devotion with which she regarded him; a devotion so passionate 
and exclusive as to prevent her I think fiom loving any other 
person except with an infeiior regard, her whole thoughts being 
centred on this one object of affection and worship. I know that 
before her, my dear father did not show the love which he had for 
his daughter: and in her last and most sacred moments, this dear 
and tender parent owned to me her repentance that she had not 
loved me enough ; her jealousy even that my father should give 
his affection to any but herself - and in the most fond and beautiful 
words of affection and admonition, she bade me never to leave him; 
and to supply the place which she was quitting. With a clear 
conscience, and a heart inexpressibly thankful, I think I can say 
that I fulfilled those dying commands, and that until his last hour, 
my dearest father never had to complain that his daughter’s love 
and fidelity failed him. 

And it is since I knew him entirely, for during my mother’s 
life he never quite opened himself to me, since I knew the value 
and splendour of that affection, which he bestowed upon me, that 
tl have come to understand and pardon what, I own, used to anger 
me in my mother’s life-time, her jealousy respecting her husband’s 
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, lore. , ’Twas a gift so precious, that no wonder she who had it, 
was for keeping it all, and .oouiLd part with none of it, even to 
her daughter. 

Though I never heard my father use a rough word, ’twas 
extraordinary with how much awe his people regarded him; and 
the servants on our plantation, both those assigned from Englund 
and the purchased negroes, obeyed him with an eagerness such as 
the most severe task-masters round about us could never get from 
their people. He was never familiar though perfectly simple and 
/ natural; he was the same with the meanest man as with the 
greatest, and as courteous to a black slave-girl as to the Governor’s 
wife. No one ever thought of taking a liberty with him (except 
* once a tipsy gentleman from York, and I am bound to own thatr 
*my papa never forgave him): he set the humblest people at once 
1 on their ease with him, and brought down the most arrogaut by a 
grave satirick way, which made persons exceedingly afraid of him. 
His courtesy was not put on like a Sunday suit, and laid by when 
the company went away; it was always the same, as he was always 
dressed the same whether for a dinner by ourselves or for a great 
entertainment. They say he liked to be the first in his company; 
but what company was there in which he would not be first? 
When I went to Europe for my education, and we passed a winter 
at London, with my half-brother, my Lord Gas tie wood and his 
second Lady, I saw at Her Majesty’s Court some of the most famous 
gentlemen of those days; and I thought to myself, none of these 
are better than my papa: and the famous Lord Bolingbroke, who 
came to us from Dawley, said as much; and that the men of that 
time were not like those of his youth :—■* Were your father, madam,’ 
he said, ‘to go into the woods, the Indians would elect him 
Sachem ; ’ and his lordship was pleased to call me Pocahontas. 

, I did not sec our other relative, Bishop Tusher’s Lady, of whom 
io much is said in my papa’s memoirs—although my mamma went 
- to visit her in the country. I have no pride (as I showed by 
complying with my mother’s request, and marrying a gentleman 
‘ who was but the younger son of a Suffolk Baronet), yet I own to 

s 

a decent respect for my name, and wonder how one, who ever bore 
it, should change it for that of Mrs. TJtomas Tusker. I pass over 
as odious and unworthy of credit those reports (which I heard in 
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Europe, and was then too young to understand), how this person, 
having left her family , and fled to Paris, out of jealousy of the 
Pretender betrayed his secrets to my Lord Stair, King George’s 
Ambassador, and nearly caused the Prince’s death there ; how she 
came to England and married this Mr. Tusher; and became a great 
favourite of King George the Second, by whom Mr. Tusher was 
made a Dean, and then a Bishop. I did not see the lady, who 
chose to remain at her palace , all the time wc were in London; but 
after visiting her, my ppor mamma said, she had lost all her good 
looks, and warned me not to set too much store by any such gifts 
which nature had bestowed upon me. She grew exceedingly stout; 
and I remember my brother’s wife, Lady Castlewood, saying— 
‘No wonder she became a favourite, for the King likes them old 
and ugly, as his father did before him.’ On which papa Baid— 

1 All women were alike ; that there was never one so beautiful as 
that one; and that we could forgive her everything but her beauty.’ 
And hereupon my mamma looked vexed, and my Lord Castlewood 
began to laugh; and I, of course, being a young creature, could 
not understand what was the subject of their conversation. 

After the circumstances narrated in the third book of these 
Memoirs, my father and mother both went abroad, being advised 
by their friends to leave the country in consequence of the trans¬ 
actions which are recounted at the close of the third volume of the 
Memoirs. But my brother, hearing how the future, Bishop's lady 
had quitted Castlewood and joined the Pretender at Psyis, pursued 
him, and would have killed him, Prince as he was, had not the 
Prince managed to make his escape. On his expedition to Scotland 
directly after, Castlewood was so enraged against him that he asked 
leave to serve as a volunteer, and join the Duke of Argyle’s army 
in Scotland, which the Pretender never had the courage to face;— 
and thenceforth my Lord was quite reconciled to the present reigning 
family, from whom he hath even received promotion. 

Mrs. Tusher was by this time as angry against the Pretender • 
as any of her relations could be: and used to boast, as I have heard, 
that she not only brought back my Lord to the Church of England, 
but procured the English peerage for him, which the junior branch 
of our family at present enjoys. She was a great friend of Sir 
Robert Walpole, and would •not rest until her husband slept* at 
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Lambeth, my papa used laughing to say; however the Bishop 
died of apoplexy suddenly; and hi^wife erected a great monument 
over him; and the pair sleep under that stone with a canopy of 
marble clouds and angels above them, the first Mrs. Tusher lying 
sixty miles off at Oastlewood. 

But my papa’s genius and education are both greater than any 
a wdman can be expected to have, and his adventures in Europe 
far more exciting than hib life m tins country, which wab past in 
the tranquil offices of love and duty; and I shall say no more by 
way of introduction to his memoirs, nor keep my children from 
the perusal of a stoiy which is much more interesting than that of 
their affectionate old mother, 

Rachel Esmond Warrington. * i 


fCABllFWOOI), VlU INIA, 

November 3, 1778 



Introduction 

“ Never could I have believed that Thackeray, great 
is his abilities arc, could have written so noble a story 
as Esmond, 1 ' —Walter Savage Landor, August, 1856. 

A vfry “ noble story,” assuredly, Esmond 
is ; and, happily for this “ Introduction,” 
it has also passed from the domain of 
criticism into that securer region where 
the classics, if—in these degenerate days 
—they do not exactly “slumber out 
their immortality,” are at least protected 
fr6m profane intrusion. Esmond isono 
longer, in any sense, a book"“under 
review.” The painful student of the 
past may still, indeed, with tape and 
compass, question its details and pro¬ 
portions ; or the quick-fingered professor 
of paradox, jauntily turning it upside 
down, rejoice in the results of his 
perverse dexterity : but certain things 
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arc now established in regard to it, 
which cannot be gainsaid, even by those 
£ Who assume the superfluous office of 
^ibatomising the accepted. In the first 
place, if Esmond be not the author’s 
greatest work (and there are those 
who, like the late Anthony Trollope, 
would willingly give it that rank), it 
is unquestionably his greatest work in'* 
its particular kind, for its sequel, 
The Virginians , however admirable in 
detached passages, is desultory and in¬ 
vertebrate, while Denis Duval, of which 
the promise was great, remains un¬ 
finished. With Vanity Fair, the author’s 
masterpiece in another manner, Esmond 
cannot seriously be compared, because 
an imitation of the past can never 
compete in verisimilitude or on any 
satisfactory terms with a contemporary 
picture. Nevertheless, in its successful 
reproduction of a bygone time, lies 
Esmond’s second and incontestable claim 
to length of days. Although fifty years 
and more have passed since it was 
published, it is still unrivalled as the 
typical example of that class of historical 
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fiction, which, dealing indiscriminately 
with characters real and feigned, develops 
them both with equal familiarity, treat-* 
ing them each from within, and investing 
them impartially with a common atmo¬ 
sphere of illusion. No modern novel 
has done this in the same way, nor with 
the same good fortune, as Esmond ; and 
there is little to add concerning it to-day 
but chance adversaria, and neglected 
notes on its first appearance. 

In Thackeray’s work, the place of 
The History of Henry Esmond, Esq., a 
Colonel in the Service of Her Majesty 
Q. Anne. IVritten by Himself —lies mid¬ 
way between his four other principal 
books, Vanity Fair , Pendennis , The New- 
comes, and The Virginians ; and 1 its 
position serves, in a measure, to explain 
its origin. In 1848, after much tentative 
and miscellaneous production, of which 
the value had been but imperfectly 
appreciated, the author found his fame 
with the yellow numbers of Vanity Fair. 
Two years later, adopting the same 
serial form, came Pendennis. Vanity 
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Fair had been the condensation of a 
life’s experience; and excellent as Pen- 
dennis, would have seemed from any 
inferior hand, its readers could not 
disguise from themselves that, though 
showing no falling off in other respects, 
it dreW’.to some pxtent upon the old 
material. No one was readier “than 
Thackeray to listen to a whisper of this 
kind, or more willing to believe that— 
as he afterwards told his friend Elwin 
concerning The Newcomes —“he had 
exhausted all the types of character 
with which he was familiar.” Accord¬ 
ingly he began, for the time, to turn 
his thoughts in fresh directions ; and 
in the year that followed the publica¬ 
tion of Pendennis , prepared and delivered 
in England and Scotland a series of 
.Lectures upon the English Humourists of 
the Eighteenth Century . With the success 
of these came the prompting for a 
new work of fiction,—not to be con¬ 
temporary, and not to be issued in 
parts. His studies for the Humourists 
had saturated him with the spirit of an 
epoch to which—witness his novelette 
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of Barry Lyndon —he had always been 
attracted ; and when Mr. George Smith 
called upon him with a proposal .that,* 
he should write a new story for £1000 
he was already welt in hand with 
Esmonds an effort in which, if it were 
not possible to invent new puppets, 
it was at least possible to provide 
fresh costumes and a change of back¬ 
ground. Begun in 1851, Esmond pro¬ 
gressed rapidly, and by the end of May 
1852 it was completed. Owing to the 
limited stock of old-cut type in which 
it was set up, its three volumes passed 
but slowly through the press ; and it 
was eventually issued at the end of the 
following October, upon the eve of 
the author’s departure to lecture in 
America. In fact, he was waiting on 
the pier for the tender which was to 
convey him to the steamer, when he 
received his bound copies from the 
publisher. 

Mr. Eyre Crowe, A.R.A., who ac¬ 
companied Thackeray to the United 
States, and had for some time pre¬ 
viously been acting as his “ factotum 
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and amanuensis,” has recorded several 
interesting details with regard to the 
writing o ( Esmond. To most readers it 
will be matter of surprise, and it is 
certainly a noteworthy testimony to the 
author’s powers, that this attempt to 
revive the language of the second 
George—for (as Trollope pointed out) 
the narrative really belongs to that 
reign—was in great part dictated. It 
has even been said that, like Pendennis , 
it was all dictated ; but this it seems is 
a mistake, for, as we shall see presently, 
part of the manuscript was prepared by 
the author himself. As he warmed to 
his work, however, he often reverted to 
the method of oral composition which 
had always been most congenial to him, 
and? which may perhaps help to explain 
the easy colloquialism of his style. 
Much of the “copy” was taken down 
by Mr. Crowe in a first-floor bedroom 
of No. 16 Young Street, Kensington, 
the still-existent house where Vanity 
Fair had beeft written ; at the Bedford 
Hotel in Covent Garden ; at the round 
table in the Athenaeum library, and 
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elsewhere. “I write better anywhere 
than at home,’*—Thackeray told Elwin, 
—“ and I write less at home than any¬ 
where.” Sometimes author and scribe 
would betake themselves to the British 
Museum, to look, up points in con¬ 
nection with Marlborough’s battles, or 
to rummage Jacob Tonson’s Gazettes 
for the official accounts of Wynendael 
and Oudenarde. The British Museum, 
indeed, was another of Esmond's birth¬ 
places. By favour of Sir Antonio 
Panizzi, Thackeray and his assistant, 
surrounded by their authorities, were 
accommodated in one of the secluded 
galleries. “ I sat down,”—says Mr. 
Crowe—“ and wrote to dictation the 
scathing sentences about the great Marl¬ 
borough, the denouncing of Cadogan, 
etc., etc. As a curious instance of 
literary contagion, it may be here stated 
that I got quite bitten with the ex¬ 
pressed anger at their misdeeds against 
General Webb, Thackeray’s kinsman 
and ancestor ; and that I then looked 
upon Secretary Cardonnel’s conduct with 
perfect loathing. 1 was quite delighted 
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t cf find his meannesses justly pilloried in 
Esmond's pages.” What rendered the 
situation more piquant,—Mr. Crowe 
adds,—all this took place on the site of 
old Montague House, where, as Steele’s 
“Prue” says to St*#John in the novel, 
u you wretches go and fight duels.” 1 

Those who are willing to make a 
pilgrimage to Cambridge, may, if tljey^ 
please, inspect the very passages which 
aroused the enthusiasm of Thackeray’s 
secretary. In a special case in the 
library of Trinity College, not far from 
those which enclose the manuscripts of 
Tennyson and Milton, is the original 
and only manuscript of Esmond , being 
in fact the identical e< copy ” which 
was dispatphed to the press of Messrs. 
Bradbury and Evans at Whitefriars. It 
makes two large quarto volumes, and 
was presented to the College (Esmond’s 
College !) in 1888 by the author’s son- 
in-law, the late Sir Leslie Stephen. It 
still bears in pencil the names of the 
different compositors who set up the 
type. Mucfi of it is in Thackeray’s 

1 With Thackeray in America , i8q^, p. 4. 



WiT * slightly-slanted, but v oft^lr 
upright hand, add many pages haj;e 
'^hardly any corrections. His custom 
was to write od half-sheets of a rltther 


large notepaper, and some idea may 
be gathered of the neat, minute and 
regular script, when it*is added that the 
lines usually contain twelve to fifteen 
words, and that there are frequently as 
many as thirty-three of these lines to a 
page. Some of the rest of the ** copy ” 
is in the handwriting of the author’s 
daughter, now Mrs. Richmond Ritchie; 
but a considerable portion was penned 
by Mr. Eyre Crowe. The oft-quoted 
passage in Book xi. chap. vi. about 
4t bringing your sheaves with you,” was 
written by Thackeray himself almost as 
it stands ; so was the sham Spectator , 
hereafter mentioned, and most of the 


chapter headed ** General Webb wins 
the Battle of Wynendael.” But the 
splendid closing scene,—- M August 1st, 
1714,”—is almost wholly in the hand of 
Mr. Crowe. It is certainly a remarkable 
feet that work at this level should have 


been thus improvised, and that nothing 1 

|f W# J#J - Ad * 
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aV we are credibly informed, should 
have been before committed to paper. 1 
" When Esmond first made its appear¬ 
ance in October, 1852, it was not 
without distinguished and even formid- 
able competitors. * Bleak House had 
reached its eighth number ; and Bulwer 
was running My Novel in Blackwood . 
In Fraser , Kingsley was bringing out 
Hypatia ; and Whyte Melville was pre¬ 
luding, with Digby Grand . Charlotte 
Bronte must have been getting ready 
Villette for the press ; and Tennyson— 
undeterred by the fact that his hero 
had already been “ dirged ” by the 
indefatigable Tupper—was busy with 


1 “The sentences ”—Mr. Crowe told a member of 
the Athcnasum, when speaking of his task—“came out 
glibly as he [Thackeray] paced the room.” This is the 
more singular when contrasted with the slow elabora¬ 
tion of the Balzac and Flaubert school. No doubt 
Thackeray must often have arranged in his mind pre¬ 
cisely much that he meant to say. Such seems indeed 
to have been his habit. The late Mr. Lockcr-Lampson 
informed the writer of this “Introduction” that once, 
when he met the author of Esmond in the Green Park, 
Thackeray gently begged to be allowed to walk alone, 
as he had some verses in his head which he was finish¬ 
ing. They were these which afterwards appeared in 
the Cornhill for January, 1867, under the title of Mrs . 
Katherine's Lantern . 
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his Ode on the Death of the Duke of 
Wellington} The critics of the time 
were possibly embarrassed with this 
wealth of talent, for they were not, 
at the outset, excessively enthusiastic 
over the new arrival. The Athenaeum 
was by no means wholly laudatory. 
Esmond “ harped upon the same string ” ; 
“wanted vital heat ” ; “touched no 
fresh fount of thought” ; “introduced 
no novel forms of life ” ; and so forth. 
But the Spectator , in a charming greeting 
from George Brimley (since included in 
his Essays) , placed the book, as a work 
of art, even above Vanity Fair and 
Pendennis ; the “ serious and orthodox ” 
Fjxaminer , then under John Forster, 
was politely judicial ; the Daily News 
friendly ; and the Morning Advertiser 
enraptured. The book, this last de¬ 
clared, was the “ beau-ideal of historical 
romance.” On December 4th a second 
edition was announced. Then, on the 
22nd, came the Times . Whether the 
Times remembered and resented a certain 
delightfully contemptuous “ Essay on 

1 The Duke died 14th Sept. 1852. 

h 
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Thunder and Small Beer,” with which 
Thackeray retorted to its notice of The 
Kickleburys on the Rhine (a thing hard to 
believe !) or whether it did not,—its 
report of Esmond was distinctly hostile. 
In three columns, it commended little 
but the character of Marlborough, and 
the writer’s “ incomparably easy and 
unforced style.” Thackeray thought* 
that it had “ absolutely stopped ” the 
sale. But this seems inconsistent with 
the fact that the publisher sent him a 
supplementary cheque for /'250 on 
account of Esmond's success. 

Another reason which may have 
tended to slacken—not to stop—the 
sale, is also suggested by the author. 
Thi s was the growing popularity of 
My, Novel and Villette. And Miss 
Bronte’s book calls to mind the fact 
that she was among the earliest readers 
of Esmond , the first two volumes of 
which were sent to her in manuscript 
by Mr. George Smith. She read it, 
she tells him, with “ as much ire and 
sorrow as gratitude and admiration,” 
marvelling at its mastery of reconstruc- 
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tion,—hating its satire,—its injustice to 
women. How could Lady Castlewood 
peep through a keyhole, listen at a 
door, and be jealous of a boy and 
a milkmaid! There was too much 
political and religious intrigue—she 
thought. Nevertheless she said (this 
was in February 1852, speaking of 
vol. i.) the author might “ yet make 
it the best he had ever written.” In 
March she had seen the second volume. 
The character of Marlborough (here she 
anticipated the Times) was a “ masterly 
piece of writing.” But there was u too 
little story.” The final volume, by her 
own request, she received in print. It 
possessed, in her opinion, the “most 
sparkle, impetus, and interest.” “ 1 
hold,” she wrote to Mr. Smith, “ that 
a work of fiction ought to be a work 
of creation : that the real should be 
sparingly introduced in pages dedicated 
to the ideal." In a later letter she gives 
high praise to the complex conception 
of Beatrix, traversing incidentally the 
absurd accusation of one of the papers 
that she resembled Blanche Amory 
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the Athene ion and Examine ?', it may 
3e noted, regarded her as “another 
Becky”]. “To me,” Miss Bronte 
exclaims, “ they are about as identical 
as a weasel and a royal tigress of 
Bengal ; both the latter are quadrupeds, 
both the former women.” These frank 
comments of a fervent but thoroughly 
honest admirer, are of genuine in¬ 
terest. When the book was published, 
Thackeray himself sent her a copy with 
his “ grateful regards,” and it must have 
been of this that she wrote to Mr. 
Smith on November 3, — “Colonel 
Henry Esmond is just arrived. He 
looks very antique and distinguished 
in his Queen Anne’s garb ; the periwig, 
sword, lace, and ruffles are very well 
represented by the old ‘ Spectator ’ 
type. J 

One of the points on which Miss 
Bronte does not touch,—at all events 
does not touch in those portions of 
her correspondence which have been 

* 

1 Clement Shorter’s Charlotte Bronte and her Circle, 
1896, p. 403 ; Shorter’s GaskelPs Life of Charlotte 
Bronti f , 1900, pp. 561 et sqq. 
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printed,—is the marriage with which 
Esmond closes. Upon this event it 
would have been highly instructive to 
have had her views, especially as it 
appears to have greatly exercised her 
contemporaries, the first reviewers. It 
was the gravamen of the Times indict¬ 
ment ; to the critic of Fraser it was 
highly objectionable ; and the Examiner 
regarded it as “ incredible.” Why it 
was “'incredible” that a man should 
marry a woman seven years older than 
himself, to whom he had already 
proposed once in vol. ii., and of whose 
youthful appearance we are continually 
reminded (“she looks the sister of her 
daughter ” says the old Dowager at 
Chelsea), is certainly not superficially 
obvious. Nor was it obvious to Lady 
Castlewood’s children. “Mother’s in 
love with you,—-yes, I think mother’s in 
love with you,” says downright Frank 
Esmond ; the only impediment in his 
eyes being the bar sinister, as yet un¬ 
removed. And Miss Beatrix herself, in 
vol. iii., is even more roundly explicit. 
“ As for you,” she tells Esmond, 
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“ you want a woman to bring your 
slippers and cap, and to sit at your 
feet, and crv 4 O caro ! O bravo! 1 

* mt 

whilst you read your Shakspeares, and 
Miltons, and stuff” [which shows that 
she herself had read Swift’s Grand 
Question Debated]. “ Mamma would 
have been the wife for you, had you 
been a little older, though you looG* 
ten years older than she does.” “ You 
do, you glum-faced, blue-bearded, little 
old man ! ” adds this very imperious and 
free-spoken young lady. The situation 
is, no doubt, at times extremely difficult, 
and naturally requires consummate skill 
in the treatment. But if these things 
and others signify anything to an in¬ 
telligent reader, they signify that the 
author, if he had not his end steadily 
in view, knew perfectly well that his 
story was tending in one direction. 
There will probably always be some 
diversity of opinion in the matter ; 
but the majority of us have accepted 
Thackeray’s solution, and have dropped 
out of sight that hint of undesirable 
rivalry, which so troubled the precisians 
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of the early Victorian age. To those 
who read Esmond now, noting carefully 
the almost imperceptible transforma¬ 
tion of the motives on either side, as 
developed by the evolution of the 
story, the union of the hero and heroine 
at the end must appear not only credible 
but preordained. And that the gradual 
progress towards this foregone conclusion 
is handled with unfailing tact and skill, 
there can surely be no question. 

Of the historical portraits in the book, 
the interest has, perhaps, at this date, 
a little paled. Not that they are one 
whit less vigorously alive than when 
the author first put them in motion ; but 
they have suffered from the very atten¬ 
tion which Esmond and The Humourists 
have directed to the study of tthe 
originals. The picture of Marlborough 
is still as effective as when it was first 
proclaimed to be good enough for the 
brush of Saint-Simon. But Thackeray 
himself confessed to a family prejudice 
against the hero of Blenheim, and later 
artists have considerably readjusted the 
likeness. Nor in all probability would 
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the latest biographer of Bolingbroke 
endorse that presentment. In the purely 
literary figures, Thackeray naturally 
followed the Lectures , and is con¬ 
sequently open to the same criticisms 
as have been offered on those per¬ 
formances. The Swift of the Humourists , 
modelled on Macaulay, was never ac¬ 
cepted from the first ; and it has not 
been accepted in the novel, or by 
subsequent writers from Forster on¬ 
wards. 1 Addison has been less studied ; 
and his likeness has consequently been 
less questioned. Concerning Steele there 
has been rather more discussion. That 
Thackeray’s sketch is very vivid, very 
human, and in most essentials, hard 
to disprove, must be granted. But 


1 Thackeray heartily disliked Swift, and said so. 
“ As for Swift, you haven’t made me alter my opinion ” 
—he replied to Hannay’s remonstrances. This feeling 
was intensified by the belief that Swift, as a clergyman, 
was insincere. “ Of course,”—he wrote in September, 
1851, in a letter now in the British Museum,—“any 
man is welcome to believe as he likes for me except a 
parson : and I can’t help looking upon Swift and Sterne 
as a couple of traitors and renegades . . . with a scorn¬ 
ful pity for them in spite of all their genius and great¬ 
ness.” 
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it is obviously conceived under the 
domination of the c< poor Dick ” of 
Addison, and dwells far too persistently 
upon Steele’s frailer and more fallible 
aspect. No one would believe that 
the flushed personage in the full- 
bottomed periwig, who hiccoughs 
Addison’s Campaign in the Haymarket 
garret, or the fuddled victim of “ Prlie’s ” 
curtain lecture at Hampton, ranked, at 
the date of the story, far higher than 
Addison as a writer, and that he was, 
in spite of his faults, not only a kindly 
gentleman and scholar, but a philan¬ 
thropist, a staunch patriot, and a con¬ 
sistent politician. Probably the author 
of Esmond considered that, in a mixed 
character, to be introduced incidentally, 
and exhibited naturally <c in the quotidian 
undress and relaxation of his mind ” (as 
Lamb says), anything like biographical 
big drum should be deprecated. This 
is, at least, the impression left on us by 
an anecdote told by Klwin. He says 
that Thackeray, talking to him once 
about The Virginians , which was then 
appearing, announced that he meant, 
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among other people, to bring in 
Goldsmith, “ representing him as he 
really was, a little, shabby, mean, 
shuffling Irishman.” These are given as 
Thackeray’s actual words. If so, they 
scarcely show the side of Goldsmith 
which is shown in the last lecture of 
The Humourists} 

But although, with our rectified in¬ 
formation, we may except against the 
picture of Steele as a man, v'e can 
scarcely cavil at the reproduction of 
his manner as a writer. Even when 
Thackeray was a boy at Charterhouse, 
his imitative faculty had been excep¬ 
tional, and he displayed it triumphantly 
in his maturity by those Novels by 
Eminent Hands in which the authors 
chosen are at once caricatured and 
criticised. The thing is more than 
the gift of parody ; it amounts (as Mr. 
Frederic Harrison has rightly said) to 
positive forgery. It is present in all 
his works, in stray letters and detached 
passages. In its simplest form it is to 

1 Some XVIII. Century Men of Letters, 1902,1. 187, 
The intention was never carried out. 
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be found in the stiff, circumstantial 
report of the seconds in the duel at 
Boulogne in Denis Duval ; and in the 
barbarous missive in French of the 
Dowager Viscountess Castlewood 1 —a 
letter which only requires the sprawl¬ 
ing, childish script to make it an exact 
facsimile of one of the epistolary efforts 
of that “ baby-faced ” Caroline beauty 
who was accustomed to sign herself 
14 L duchesse de Portsmouth’ It is 
better still in the letter from Walpole 
to General Conway in Chap. xl. of The 
Virginians , which is perfect, even to the 
indifferent pun of sleepy (and overrated) 
George Selwyn. But the crown and 
top of these pastiches is certainly the 
delightful paper, which pretends to be 
No. 341 of the Spectator for All Fools’ 
Day, 1712, in which Colonel Esmond 
treats “Mistress Jocasta-Beatrix,” to 
what, in the parlance of the time, was 
decidedly a 44 bite.” 2 Here Thackeray 
has borrowed not only Steele’s voice, 
but his very trick of speech. It is, 
however, a fresh instance of the “ tangled 

1 Book li. chap. li. - Book iii. chap. iii. 
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web we weave, When first we practise 
to deceive,” that although this pseudo- 
Spectator is stated to have been printed 
“ exactly as those famous journals were 
printed ” for eighteenth-century break- 
fast-tables, it could hardly, owing to one 
microscopic detail, have deceived the 
contemporary elect. For Mr. Esmond,^ 
to his very apposite Latin epigraph, un¬ 
luckily appended an English translation, 
—a concession to the country gentlemen 
from which both Addison and Steele 
deliberately abstained, holding that their 
distinctive mottoes were (in Addison’s 
own phrase) “ words to the wise,” of 
iio concern to unlearned persons. 

This very minute trifle emphasises 
the pitfalls of would-be perfect imitation. 
But at also serves to bring us finally to 
the vocabulary of Esmond. As to this, 
extravagant pretensions have sometimes 
been advanced. It has been asserted, for 
instance, by a high journalistic authority, 
that “no man, woman, or child in 
Esmond , ever says anything that he or 
she might not have said in the reign 
of Queen Anne.” This is one of those 



INTRODUCTION 


XXIX 


extreme utterances in which enthusi¬ 
asm, losing its head, invites contradic¬ 
tion. Thackeray professedly “copied 
the language of Queen Anne,”—he says 
so in his dedication to Lord Ashburton ; 
but he himself would certainly never 
have put forward so comprehensive a 
claim as the above. There is no 
doubt a story that he challenged Mr. 
Lowell (who was his fellow-passenger 
to America on the Canada ) to point 
out in Esmond a word which had not 
been used in the early eighteenth 
century ; and that the author of The 
Rig/ow Papers promptly discovered such 
a word. But even if the anecdote be 
not well-invented, the invitation must 
have been more jest than earnest. For 
none knew better than Thackeray that 
these barren triumphs of wording belong 
to ingenuity rather than genius, being 
exercises altogether in the taste of the 
Persian poet who left out all the A’s 
(as well as the poetry) in his verses, or 
of that other French funambulist whose 
sonnet in honour of Anne de Montaut. 
was an acrostic, a mesostic, a St. 
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Andrew’s Cross, a lozenge,—everything, 
in short, but a sonnet. What Thackeray 
endeavoured after when “ copying the 
language of Queen Anne,” and suc¬ 
ceeded in attaining, was the spirit and 
tone of the time. It was not pedantic 
philology at which he aimed, though 
he did not disdain occasional pictur¬ 
esque archaisms, such as “ yatches ” for 
“yachts,” or despise the artful aid of 
terminal k’s, long s’s, and old-cut type. 
Consequently, as was years ago pointed 
out by Fitzedward Hall (whose mani¬ 
fest prejudice against Thackeray as a 
writer should not blind us in a matter 
qf fact), it is not difficult to detect 
many expressions in the memoirs of 
Queen Anne’s Colonel which could 
nevei; have been employed until Her 
Majesty had long been decently in¬ 
terred. What is more,—if we mistake 
not,—the author of Esmond sometimes 
refrained from using an actual eighteenth- 
century word, even in a quotation, when 
his instinct told him it was not ex¬ 
pedient to do so. In the original of 
that well-known anecdote of Steele 
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beside his father’s coffin, in Tatler No. 
181, reproduced in Book i. chap. vi. of 
this volume, Steele says, “ My mother 
catched me in her arms.” “ Cate he d” 
is good enough eighteenth-century for 
Johnson and Walpole. But Thackeray 
made it “caught,” and “caught” it 
remains to this day both in Esmond and 
The Humourists . 

AUSTIN DOBSON. 

Ealinc;, September 1905. 
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I’.OOK THE FIRST 

The actors in the old tragedies, as we read, piped their iambics 
to a time, speaking from under a mask, and wearing stilts and a 
great head-dress. ’Tivas thought the dignity of the Tragiek Muse 
required these appurtenances, and that she was not to move except 
to a measure and cadence. So Queen Medea slew her children to a 
slow musick : and King Agamemnon perished in a dying fall (to use 
Mr. JJvyden’s words): the Chorus standing by in a set attitude, 
and rhythmically and decorously bewailing the fates of those great 
crowned persons. The Muse of 11 istory hath encumbered herself 
with ceremony as ivell ns her Sister of the Theatre. She too wears 
the mask and the cothurnus and speaks to measure. She too, in 
our age, busies herself with the affaiis only of kings ; waiting on 
them, obsequiously and stately, as if she were but a distress of 
Court ceremonies, and had nothing to do with the registering of the 
affairs of the common people. J have seen in his very old age 
and decrepitude the old French King Lewis the Fourteenth, the 
type anil model of kinghood—■-who never moved but to measure, 
who lived and died according to the laws of his Court-Marshal, per¬ 
sisting in enacting through life the part of Hero ; and divested of 
poetry, this was but a little wrinkled old man, pock-marked, and 
with a great periwig and red heels to make him look tall,-—a hero 
for a book if you like, or for a brass statue or a painted-ceiling, a 
god in a Roman shape, but what more than a man for Madame 
Maintenon, or the barber who sha.ved him, or Monsieur Fagon his 
surgeon? I wonder shall History ever pull off her periwig and 
cease to be court-ridden ? Shall we see something of France and 
England besides Versailles and Windsor ? I saw Queen Anne at 
the latter place tearing dowti the Park slopes after her stt%- 
<& B 
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‘hioundai and driving h$r one-horse chaise-^a hot, red-faced woman, 
hot in the least resembling that statue of her which turns its stone 
back Upon Saint Paul’s, and faces the coaches struggling up Ludgate , 

1 Hill. She was neither better bred nor wiser than you and me, 
-though we knelt to hand her a letter or a washhand-basin. Why 
shall History go on kneeling to the end of time ? I am for having 
her rise up off her knees, and take a natural posture: not to be 
for ever performing cringes and congees like a Court-chamberlain, 
and ‘shuffling backwards out of doors in the presence of the 
sovereign. In a word, I would have History familiar rather than 
heroick : and think that Mr. Hogarth and Mr. Fielding will give 
our children a much better idea of the manners of the present age ^ 
in England, than the Court Gazette and the newspapers which we 
get thence. 

There was a German officer of Webb’s, with whom we used to 
joke, and of wiiom a story (whereof I myself was the Author) was'"* 
got to be believed in the array, that lie was eldest son of the 
. hereditary Grand Bootjack of the Empire, and heir to that 
honour of which his ancestors had been very proud, having been 
kicked for twenty generations by one imperial foot, as they drew 
the boot from the other. 1 have heard that the old Lord Castle- 
wood, of part of whose family these present volumes are a chronicle, 
though he came of quite as good blood as the Stuarts whom lie 
served (and who as regards mere lineage are no better than a dozen 
English and Scottish houses 1 could name), was piouder of his 
post about the Court than of his ancestral honours, and valued 
his dignity (as Lord of the Butteries and Groom of the King’s 
Posset) so highly, that ho cheerfully ruined himself for the thank¬ 
less and thriftless race who bestowed it. He pawned his plate for 
Kii% Charles the First, mortgaged his property for the same cause, 
and lost the greater part of it by fines and sequestration : stood a 
siege of his castle by Ireton, where his brother Thomas capitulated 
(afterward making terms with the Commonwealth, for which the 
elder brother never forgave him), and where his second brother 
Edward, who had embraced the ecclesiastical profession, was slain 
on Castlcwood tower, being engaged there both as preacher and 
artilleryman. This resolute old loyalist who was with the King 
whilst his house was ihuc being battered down, escaped abroad 
with his only son then a boy, to return and take a part in, ■: 
Worcester fight. On that fatal field Eustace Esmond was killed, ■■ 
and Castlewood fled from it once more into exile, and henceforward, 
and after the Restoration, never was away from the Court of the 
monarch (for whose return we offer thanks in the Prayer Book) who 
said his country and who took bribes* of the French king. 
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What spectacle is more august than that* of a great kiug in 
exile 1 .Who is more worthy of respect than a brav^man in mis¬ 
fortune t Mr. Addison haB painted such a figure in his noble piece 
of Cato. But suppose fugitive Cato fuddling himself at a tavern 
Tfith a wetich on each knee, a dozen faithful and tipsy companions 
of defeat, and a landlord calling out for his bill; and the dignity 
of misfortune is straightway lost. The Historical Muse turns 
away shamefaced from the vulgar scene, and closes the door—on 
which the exile’s unpaid drink is scored up—upon him and his 
pots and his pipes, and the tavern-chorus which he and bis friends 
, are singing. Such a man as Charles should have had an Ostade 
or Mieris to paint him. Your Knellers and Lc Bruns only deal in 
clumsy and impossible allegories : and it hath always ‘Seemed to 
me blasphemy to claim Olympus for such a wine-drabbled divinity 
as that. 

About the King’s follower the Viscount Castlcwood—orphan of 
his son, ruined by his fidelity, bearing many wounds and marks of 
bravery, old and in exile, his kiusmen I suppose should be silent; 
nor if this patriarch fell down in his cups, call fie upon him, and 
fetch passers-by to laugh at his red face and white hairs. What! 
does a stream rush out of a mountain free and pure, to roll through 
fair pastures, to feed and throw out bright tributaries, and to end 
in a village gutter? Lives that have noble commencements have 
often no better endings ; it is not without a kind of awe and 
reverence that an observer should speculate upon such careers as 
he traces the course of them. I have seen too much of success in 
life to take off my hat and huzza to it, as it passes in its gilt 
coach : and would do my little part with my neighbours on toot 
that they should not gape with too much wonder, nor gpplaud too 
loudly. Is it the Lord Mayor going in state to mince-pies and the 
Mansion House ? Is it poor Jack of Newgate’s procession, with 
the sheriff and javelin-men, conducting him on hie last journey to 
Tyburn ? T look into my heart and think I am as good as my 
Lord Mayor, and know I am as bad as Tyburn Jack. Give 
me a chain and rod gown and a pudding before me, and I could 
play the part of Alderman very well, and sentence Jack after 
dinner. Starve mo, keep me from books and honest people, 
educate me to love dice, gin, and pleasure, and put me on Houns¬ 
low Heath, with a purse before me, and I will take it. ‘ And I 
shall be deservedly hanged,’ say you, wishing to put an end to this 
prosing. I don’t say no. I can’t but accept the world as 1 find 
J it, including a rope’s end, as long as it is in fashion. 
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CHAPTER I 

AW ACCOUNT OF THE FAMILY OF ESMOND OF 
CASTLE WOOD IIALL 

When Francis, fourth Viscount Castlewood, came to his title, 
and presently after to take possession of his house of Castlewood, 
county Hants, in the year 1691, almost the only tenant of the 
place besides the domestics was a lad of twelve years of age, of 
whom no one seemed to take any note until my Lady Viscountess 
lighted upon him, going over the house, with the housekeeper on 
the day of her arrival. The boy was in the room known as the 
book-room, or yellow gallery, where the portraits of the family^ 
used to hang, that fine piece among others of Sir Antonio Van 
Dyck of (Jeorge, second Viscount, and that by Mr. Dobson of my 
lord the third Viscount, just deceased, which it seems his lady 
and widow did not think fit to carry away, when she sent for and 
carried off to her house at Chelsea, near to London, the picture of 
herself by Sir Peter Lely, in which her ladyship was represented 
as a huntress of Diana’s court. 

The. new and fair lady of Castlewood found the sad lonely little 
occupant of this gallery busy over his great book, which he laid 
down when he was aware that a stranger was at hand. And, 
knowing who that person must be, the lad stood up and bowed 
before her, performing a shy obeisance to the mistress of his 
house. 

She stretched out her hand—indeed when was it that that 
hand would not stretch out to do an act of kindness, or to protect 
grief and ill-fortune? ‘And this is our kinsman,’ she said; ‘and 
what is your name, kinsman 1 ’ 

‘ My name is Henry Esmond,’ said the lad, looking up at her 
in a sort of delight and wonder, for she had come upon him as a 
Dea certe , and appeared the most charming object he had ever 
looked on. Her golden hair was shining in the gold of the sun ; 
her complexion was of a dazzling bloom ; her lips smiling, and her 
eyes beaming with a kindness which made Harry Esmond’s heart 
to beat with surprise. 

‘ His name is Henry Esmond, sure enough, my lady,’ says Mrs. 
Worksop the housekeeper (an old tyrant whom Henry Esmond 
plagued more than lie hated), and the old gentlewoman looked 
significantly towards the late lord’s picture, as it now is in the 
family, noble and severedookiug, with 1 his hand on his sword, and 
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his order on his cloak, which he had from the Emperor during the 
war on the Danube against the Turk. 

Seeing the great and undeniable likeness between this portrait 
and the lad, the new Viscountess, who had still hold of the boy’s 
hand as she looked at the picture, blushed and dropped the hand 
quickly, and walked down the gallery, followed by Mrs. Worksop. 

When the lady came back, Harry Esmond stood exactly in the 
same spot, and with his hand as it had fallen when he dropped it 
on his black coat. 

Her heart molted I suppose (indeed she hath since owned as 
much) at the notion that she should do anything unkind to any 
mortal, great or small; for when she returned, she had sent away 
the housekeeper upon an errand by the door at the farther end of 
the gallery and, coming back to the lad, with a look of infinite 
pity and tenderness in her eyes, she took his hand ■ again, placing 
her other fair hand on liis head, and saying some words to him, 
which were so kind and said in a voice so sweet, that the boy, 
who had never looked upon so much beauty before, felt as if the 
touch of a superior being or angel smote him down to the ground, 
and kissed the fair protecting hand as he knelt on one knee. To 
the. very last hour of his life, Esmond remembered tlic lady as slic 
then spoke and looked, the rings on her fair hands, the very fecent 
of her robe, the beam of her eyes lighting up with surprise and 
kindness, her lips blooming in a smile, the sun making a golden 
halo round her hair. 

As the boy was yet in this attitude of humility, enters behind 
him a portly gentleman, with a little girl of four years old in his 
hand. The gentleman burst into a great laugh at the lady and 
her adorer, with his little queer figure, his sallow far**?, and long, 
black hair. The lady blushed, and seemed to deprecate his ridicule 
by a look of appeal to her husband, for it was iny Lord Viscount 
who now arrived, and whom the lad knew, having once before seen 
him in the late lord’s lifetime. 

‘So this is the little priest!’ says my lord, looking dowoi at the 
lad ; ‘ welcome, kinsman.’ 

‘He is saying his prayers to mamma,’ says the little girl, who 
came up to her papa’s knee ; and my lord burst out into another 
great laugh at this, ami kinsman Henry looked very silly. He 
invented a half-dozen of speeches in reply, but ’twas months 
afterwards, when he thought of this adventure : as it was, lie hurl 
never a word in answer. 

‘ ‘ Le pauvre enfant, il u’a que nous,’ says the lady, looking to 

her lord ; and the boy, who understood her, though doubtless she 
thought otherwise, thanked hef with all his heart for her kind speech. 
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'And he shan’t want for friends here,’ says my lord, in a kind 
Voice, ‘shall he, little Trix? ’ 1 

The little girl, whose name was Beatrix, and whom her papa 
called by this diminutive, looked at Henry Esmond solemnly, with 
a pair of large eyes, and then a smile Bhone over her face, which, 
was as beautiful as that of a cherub, and she came up and put out 
a little hand to him. A keen and delightful pang of gratitude, / 
happiness, affection, filled the orphan child’s heart, as he received 
from the protectors, whom Heaven had sent to him, these touching 
words, and tokens of friendliness and kindness. But an hour since . 


he had felt quite alone iu the world : when lie heard the great peal 
of bells from Oastlewood church ringing that morning to welcome 
the arrival of the new lord and lady, it had rung only terror and 
anxiety to him, for he know not how the new owner would deal 
with him ; and those to whom he formerly looked for protection*, 
were forgotten or dead. Pride and doubt too had kept him 
within doors, when the Vicar and the people of the village, and 
the servants of the house, had gone out to welcome my Lord 
Oastlewood—for Henry Esmond was no servant, though a 
dependent; no relative, though he bore the name and inherited the 


blood of the house ; and in the midst of the noise and acclamations 
attending the arrival of the new lord (for whom you may bo sure 
a feast was got ready, and guns were fired, and tenants and 


domesticks huzzaed when his carriage approached and rolled into 
the courtyard of the hall), no one ever took any notice of young 
■Harry Esmond, who sate unobserved and alone in the hook-room, 
until the afternoon of that day, when his new friends found him. 

When my lord and lady were going away thence, the little girl, 
still holding her kinsman by the hand, bade him to come too. 


‘ Thou wilt always forsake an old friend for a new one, Trix,’ says 
her father to her good-naturedly; and went into the gallery, 
giving an arm to his lady. They passed thence through the 
musick-gallery, long since dismantled, and Queeu Elizabeth’s 
rooms in the clock-tower, and out into the terrace, where was a 

- fine prospect of sunset, and the great darkling woods with a cloud 
of rooks returning ; and the plain and river with Oastlewood 
village beyond, and purple hills beautiful to look at —and the little 
heir of Oastlewood, a child of two years old, was already here on 
the terrace in his nurse’s arms, from whom he ran across the grass 

- instantly he perceived his mother, and came to her. 

/ If thou carist not be happy here,’ says my lord, looking round 
.lit the scene, ‘thou art hard to please, Rachel.’ 

*1 am happy where you are,’ she said, ‘but we were happiest 
■ of *all at Walcote Forest.’ Then my*lord began to describe what 
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was before them to his wife, and what indeed little Harry knew 
better than he—viz. the history of. the house: how by yonder f 
gate the page rau away with the heiress of Oastlewood, by which 
the estate came into the present family, how the Roundheads 
attacked the clock-tower, which my lord’s father was slain in 
defending. ‘ I was but two years old then,’ says he, * but take 
forty-six from ninety, and how old shall I be, kinsman Hairy ? ’ 

‘ Thirty,’ says his wife, with a laugh. 

‘A great deal too old for you, Rachel,’ answers my lord, looking 
fondly down at her. Indeed she seemed to be a girl; and was at 
that time scarce twenty years old. 

‘You know, Frank, I will do anything to please you,’ says she, 
‘and I promise you I will grow older every day.’ 

‘ You mustn’t call papa Frank; you must call papa my lord, 
now,’ says Miss Beatrix, with a toss of her little head ; at which 
the mother smiled, and the good-natured father laughed, and the 
little, trotting boy laughed, not knowing why—but because he 
was happy no doubt—as every one seemed to be there. How 
those trivial incidents and words, the landscape and sunshine, and 
the group of people smiling and talking, remain fixed on the 
memory! 

As the sun was setting, the little heir was sent in the arms of 
his nurse to bed, whither he went howling ; but little Trix was 
promised to sit to supper that night—‘and you will come too, 
kinsman, won’t you?’ she said. 

Harry Esmond blushed ; ‘ I—I have supper with Mrs. Work¬ 
sop,’ says he. 

‘ I)-n it,’ says my lord, ‘ thou slialt sup with 11 s, Harry, to¬ 

night. ►Sliuu’t refuse a lady, shall he, Trix?’—and they all ■won¬ 
dered at Harry’s performance as a trencher-man ; in which character 
the pour buy acquitted himself very remarkably, fur the truth is 
he had no dinner, nobody thinking of him in the bustle which 
the house was in, during the preparations antecedent to the new 
lord’s arrival. 

‘ No dinner! poor dear child ! ’ says my lady, heap’ng up his 
plate with meat, and my lord filling a bumper for him, bade him 
call a health; on which Master Harry, crying ‘ The King,’ tossed 
off the wine. My lord was ready to drink that, and most other 
toasts, indeed only too readily. He would not hear of Doctor 
Tusher (the Vicar of Oastlewood, who came to supper) going away 
when the sweetmeats were brought: lie had not laid a chaplain 
long enough, he said, to be tired of him ; so his reverence kept my 
lord company for some hours over a pipe and a punchbowl; and 
went away home with rather it i^eling gait, and declaring a dozefti 
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of times, that his lordship’s affability surpassed every kindness he'/ ; 
jhad ever had from his lordship’s gracious family. 

As for young Esmond, when lie got to his little chamber, it was 
with a heart full of surprise and gratitude towards the new friends 
whom this happy day had brought him. He was up and watch-' 
mg long before the house was astir, longing to see that fair lady \ 
and her children—that kind protector aud patron ; and only fear¬ 
ful* lest their welcome of the past night, should in any way be , 
withdrawn or altered. But presently little Beatrix came out into 
the garden ; and her mother followed, who greeted Harry as kindly 
as before. He told her at greater length the histories of the house 
(which he had been taught in the old lord’s time), and to which ■ 
she listened with great interest; and then he told her, with 
respect to the night before, that he understood French; and 
thanked her for her protection. Vf 

‘Do you?’ says she, with a blush; ‘then, sir, you shall teach 
me and Beatrix.’ And she asked him many more questions ; 
regarding himself, which had best be told moie fully and explicitly 
than in those brief replies which the lad made to his mistress’s 
questions. 


CHAPTER II 

RELATES HOW FRANC IK, FOURTH VISCOUNT, ARRIVES AT 

CAHTLEWOOI) 

’Tis known that the name of Esmond and the estate of Castle- 
wood, com. Hants, came into possession of the present family 
through Dorothea, daughter ami heiress of Edward, Earl and Mar¬ 
quis of Esmond, and Lord of Castlewood, which lady married, 23 
Eliz., Henry Poyns, gent.; the said Henry being then a page in 
the household of her father. Francis, son and heir of the above '* 
Henry and Dorothea, who took the maternal name which the 
family hath borne subsequently, was made Knight and Baronet by 
King James the First ; and being of a military disposition, 
Temained long in Germany with the Elector Palatine, in whose 
Service Sir Francis incurred both expense and danger, lending 
large Hums of money to that unfortunate Prince; and receiving 
many wounds in the battles against the Imperialists, in which Sir 
Francis engaged. 

On his return home Sir Francis was rewarded for his services 
and many sacrifices, by bis late .Majesty James the First, who, 
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graciously conferred upon this tried servant the post of Warden 
of the Butteries, and Groom of the King’s Posset, which high 
and confidential office he filled in that king’s, and his unhappy 
successor’s, reign. 

His age and many wounds and infirmities, obliged Sir Francis 
to perform much of his duty by deputy ; ami his sou, Sir George 
, Esmond, knight, and banneret, first as his father’s lieutenant, and 
afterwards as inheritor of his father’s title and dignity, performed 
this office during almost the whole of the reign of King Charles 
' the First, and his two sons who succeeded him. 

Sir George Esmond married rather beneath the rank that a 
person of his name and honour might aspire to, the daughter of 
Thomas Topham of the city of London, Alderman and Goldsmith, 
who, taking the Parliamentary side in the troubles then commenc¬ 
ing, disappointed Sir George of the pruperty which he expected at 
the demise of his father-in-law, who devised his money to his 
second daughter, Barbara, a spinster. 

Sir George Esmond, on Ids part, was conspicuous for his attach¬ 
ment and loyalty to the Royal cause and person, and the King 
being at Oxford, in 1642, Sir George, with the consent of Lis 
father, then very aged and infirm, and residing at his house of 
Castlewood, melted the whole of the family plate for his Majesty’s 
service. 

For this and other sacrifices aiul merits, his Majesty, by patent 
under the Privy Seal, dated Oxford, Jan., 1G43, was pleased to 
advance Sir Francis Esmond to the dignity of Viscount Castlewood, 
of Shan don, in Ireland: and the Viscount’s estate being much 
impoverished by loans to the King, which in those troublesome 
times his Majesty could not repay, a grant of land in the plantations 
of Virginia was given to the Lord Viscount; part of which land is 
in possession of descendants of his family to the present day. 

The, first Viscount Castlewood died full of years, and within a 
few months after lie had been advanced to his honours. He was 
succeeded by liis eldest son, the before-named George; aud left 
issue besides, Thomas, a colonel in the King's army, that afterward 
joined the Usurper’s government; and Francis, in holy orders, 
who was slain whilst defending the house of Castlewood against 
the Parliament, anno 1G47. 

George Lord Castlewood (the second Viscount) of King Charles 
the First’s time, had no male issue save, his one son Eustace 
1 Esmond, who was killed, with half of the Castlewood men beside 
him, at Worcester fight. The lands about Castlewood were sold 
and apportioned to the Commonwealth meu; Castlewood being 
concerned in almost all of thfc pilots against the Protector, aft$r 
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the death of the King, and up to King Charles the Second’s 
restoration. My lord followed that king’s court about in its 
exile, having ruined himself in its service. He had but one 
daughter, who was of no great comfort to her father; for misfortune 
had not taught those exiles sobriety of life; and it is said that 
the Duke of York and bis brother the King both quarrelled about 
Isabel Esmond. She was maid of honour to the Queen Henrietta 
Maria; she early joined the Roman Cl lurch; her father, a weak 
man, following her not long after at Breda. 

On the death of Eustace Esmond at Worcester, Thomas Esmond, 
nephew to my Lord Castle wood, and then a stripling, became heir 
to the title. His father had taken the Parliament side in the 
quarrels, and so had been estranged from the chief of his house; 
and my Lord Castlcwood was at first so much enraged to think 
that his title (albeit little more, than an empty one now) shott-4 
pass to a rascally Roundhead, that lie would have married again, 
and indeed proposed to do so to a vintner’s daughter at Bruges, to 
v whom his lordship owed a score for lodging when the King was 
there, but for fear of the laughter of the Court, and the arige 71 of 
his daughter, of whom lie stood in awe ; for she was in temper as 
imperious and violent as my lord, who was much enfeebled by 
wounds and drinking, was weak. 

Lord Castlcwood would have had a match between this daughter 
Isabel and her cousin, the son of that Francis Esmond who was 
killed at Castlcwood siege. And the lady, it was said, took a 
fancy to the young man, who was her junior by several years 
(which circumstance she did not consider to be a fault in him); 
but having paid his court, and being admitted to the intimacy of 
the house* he suddenly Hung up his suit, when it seemed to be 
pretty prosperous, without giving a pretext for his behaviour. 
His friends rallied him at what they laughingly chose to call his 
infidelity. Jack Churchill, Frank Esmond’s lieutenant in the 
Royal regiment of foot - guards, getting the company which 
Esmond vacated, when lie left the Court And went to Tangier 
in a rage at discovering that his promotion depended on the 
complaisance of his elderly affianced bride. He and Churchill, 
who bad been contfisripuli at St. Paul’s School, had words about 
this matter; and Frank Esmond said to him, with an oath, ‘Jack, 
- your sister may be so-and-sr, but by Jove my wife shan’t! ’ and 
. swords were drawn, and blood drawn too, until friends separated 
them on this quarrel. Few men were so jealous about the point 
of honour in those days; and gentlemen of good birth and lineage 
thought a Royal blot was an ornament to their family coat. Frank 
ftunond retired in the sulks, first ,t<3 Tangier, whence he returned 
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after two years’ service, settling on a small property he had of his 
mother, near to Winchester, and became a country gentleman, and 
kept a pack of beagles, and never came to Court again in King 
Charles’s time. But his uncle Castle wood was never reconciled to 
him ; nor, for some time afterward, his cousin whom ho had refused. 

By places, pensions, bounties from France, anil gifts from the 
King, whilst liis daughter was in favour, Lord Castlcwood, who 
had spent in the Royal service his youth and fortune, did not 
retrieve the latter quite, ami never cared to visit Custlewood, or 
repair it, since the death of his sou, but managed to keep a good 
house, and figure at Court, and to save a considerable sum of 
ready monpy. 

yknd now, his heir and nephew, Thomas Esmond, began to bid 
for his uncle’s favour. Thomas had served with the Emperor, and 
with the Dutch, when King Charles was compelled to,lend troops 
to the States ; and against them, when his Majesty made an alliance 
with the French King. In these campaigns Thomas Esmond was 
*more remarked for duelling, brawling, vice and play, than for any 
conspicuous gallantry in the field, and came back to England, like 
many another English gentleman who has travelled, with a character 
by no means improved by his foreign experience. He had dissipated 
his small paternal inheritance of a younger brother’s portion, and, 
as truth must be told, was no better than a hanger-on of ordinaries, 
and a brawler about Alsatia and the Friars, when he bethought 
him of a means of mending his fortune. 

His cousin was now of more than middle age, and had nobody's 
word but her own for the beauty which she said she once possessed. 
She was lean, and yellow’, and Jong in the tooth ; all the red and 
white in all the toy-shops of London could not make a beauty of 
her—Mr. Killigrew called her the Sybil, the death’s-head put up 
at the King’s feast as a memento mori, etc.—in fine, a woman who 
might 1)0 easy of conquest, but whom only a very bold man would 
think of conquering. This bold man wms Thomas Esmond. He 
had a fancy to my Lord Castle wood’s savings, the amount of which 
rumour had very much exaggerated. Madame Isabel was said to 
have Royal jewels of great value ; whereas poor Tom Esmond’s last 
coat but one w T as in paw n. 

My lord had at this time a fine house in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields, 
nigh to the Duke’s Theatre and the Portugal ambassador’s chapel. 
Tom Esmond, who had frequented the one as long as lie had money 
to spend among the actresses, now came to the church as assiduously. 
Tie looked so lean and shabby, that he passed without difficulty 
for a repentant sinner; and so, becoming converted, you may be 
sure took his uncle’s priest for % director. 0 
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This charitable father reconciled him with the old lord his 
'uncle, who a short time before would not speak to him, as Tom 
passed under my lord’s coach window, his lordship going in state 
to his place at Court, while his nephew slunk by with his battered .. 
hat and feather, and the point of his rapier sticking ont of the-,, 
scabbard—to his twopenny ordinary in Bell Yard. 

Thomas Esmond, after his reconciliation with his uncle, very . 
soon began to grow sleek, and to show signs of the benefits of good 
living and clean linen. He fasted rigorously twice a week to be. 
sure; but he made amends on the other days: and, to show how 
great his appetite was, Mr. Wycherley said, he ended by swallowing ■ 
that fly-blown rank old morsel his cousin. There were endless , 
jokes and lampoons about this marriage at Court: but Tom rode" 
thither in his uncle’s coach now, called him father, and having ' 
won could afford to laugh. This marriage took place very shortly 
before King Charles died: whom the Viscount of Castlewodfl 
speedily followed. 

The issue of this marriage was one son; whom the parents'll 
watched with an intense eagerness and care; but who, in spite of • 
nurses and physicians, had only a brief existence. His tainted 
blood did not run very long in his poor feeble little body. Symptoms 
of evil broke out early on him ; and, part from flattery, part 
superstition, nothing would satisfy my lord and lady, especially 
the latter, but having the poor little cripple touched by his 
Majesty at his church. They were ready to cry out miracle at 
first (the doctors and quack-salvers being constantly in attendance 
on the child, and experimenting on his poor little body with every 
conceivable nostrum)-—but though there seemed from some reason 
a notablf amelioration in the infant’s health after his Majesty 
touched him, in a few weeks afterward the poor thing died--- • 


causing the lampooners of the Court to say that the King in 
expelling evil out of the infant of Tom Esmond and Isabella his" 
wife, expelled the life out of it, which was nothing but corruption. 

The mother’s natural pang at losing this poor little child innst 
have been increased when she thought of her rival Frank Esmond’s 
wife, who was a favourite of the whole Court, where my poor Lady 
Castlewood was neglected, and who had one child, a daughter, 
flourishing and beautiful, and was about to become a mother once. 


more. 

The Court, as I have heard, only laughed the more because the 
poor lady, who had pretty well passed the age when ladies are 
accustomed to have children, nevertheless determined not to give 
hope up, and even when she came to live at Castlewood, was , 
' constantly sending over to Hextomfor the doctor, and announcing 
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to her fHehds the arriftl of an heir. This absurdity of hers ! 4as 
one amongst many otiiers which the wags ueod to play upon. 
Indeed, to the last days of her life, my Lady Viscountess had the 
comfort of fancying herself beautiful, and persisted in blooming up 
;to the very midst of winter, painting roses on her cheeks long after 
their natural season, and attiring herself like summer though her 
head was covered with snow. 

Gentlemen who were about the Court of King Charles, and 
King James, have told the present writer a number of stories 
about this queer old lady, with which it’s not necessary that pos¬ 
terity should be entertained. She is said to have had great powers 
of invective; and if she fought with all her rivals in King James’s 
favour, ’tis certain she must have had a vast number of quarrels 
on y her hands. She was a woman of an intrepid spirit, and it 
appears pursued and rather fatigued his Majesty with her rights 
and her wrongs. Some say that the cause of her leaving Court 
was jealousy of Frank Esmond’s wife : others that she was forced 
1 to retreat after a great battle which took place at Whitehall, 
between her ladyship and Lady Dorchester, Tom Killigrew’s 
daughter, whom the King delighted to honour, and in which that 
ill-favoured Esther got the better of our elderly Vashti. But her 
ladyship for her part always averred that it was her husband’s 
quarrel, and not her own, which occasioned the banishment of the 
two into the country; and the cruel ingratitude of the Sovereign 
in giving away, out of the family, that place of Warden of the 
Butteries, and Groom of the King’s Posset, which the two last 
Lords Custlewood had held so honourably, and which was now 
conferred upon a fellow of yesterday, and a hanger -011 of that 
odious Dorchester creature, my Lord Bergamot; 1 ‘I never,’ said 
my lady, ‘could have come to see his Majesty’s posset carried by 
any other baud than an Esmond. I should have dashed the salver 
- out of Lord Bergamot’s hand, had I met him.’ And those who 
knew her ladyship are aware that she was a person quite capable 
of performing this feat, had she not wisely kept out of the way. 

Holding the purse-strings in her own control, to which, indeed, 
she liked to bring most persons wlio came near her, Lady Castle- 
wood could command her husband’s obedience, and so broke up 
, her establishment at Loudon ; she had removed from Liucoln’s- 

1 Lionel Tipton, malml Baron Bergamot nun. 1686, Gentleman Usher 
of the Back Stairs, and afterwards appointed Warden of the Butteries 
, and Groom of the King’s Posset (on the decease of George, second Vis¬ 
count Castlewood), accompanied his Majesty to St. Germain’s, where lie 
died without issue. No Groom of the Posset was appointed liy the 
Prince of Orange, nor hath there been such an officer in any succeeding 
reign. * 
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IiiifelPielcls to Chelsea, to a pretty new hofse she bought there; 
and brought her establishment, her maids, lap-dogs and gentle¬ 
women, her priest, and his lordship her husband to Castlewood 
Hall, that she had never seen since she quitted it as a child with 
her father during the troubles of King Charles the First’s reign. 
The walls were still open in the old house as they had been left 
by the shot of the Commonwealth men. A part of the mansion 
was .restored and furbished up with the plate, hangings, and 
furniture, brought from the house in London. My lady meant to 
have a triumphal entry into Castlewood village, and expected the 
people to cheer as she drove over the Green in her great coach, my 
lord beside her, her gentlewomen, lap-dogs, and cockatoos, on the 
opposite seat, six horses to her carriage, and servants armed and 
mounted, following it and preceding it. But ’twas in the height of 
the No Popery cry ; the folks in the village and the neighbouring 
town wore scared by the sight of her ladyship’s painted face and ' 
eyelids, as she bobbed her head out of the coach-window, meaning 
no doubt to be very gracious; and one old woman said, ‘ Lady 
Isabel! lord-a,-mercy, it’s Lady Jezebel!’ a name by which the 
enemies of the right honourable Viscountess were afterwards in the 
habit of designating her. The country was then in a groat no¬ 
popery fervour; her ladyship’s known conversion, and her husband's, 
the priest in her train, and the service performed at the chapel of 
Castlewood (though the chapel had been built for that worship 
before any other was heard of in the country, and though the 
service was performed in the most quiet manner), got her no favour 
at first in the county or village. By far the greater part of the 
estate of Castlewood had been confiscated, and been parcelled out 
to Commonwealth men. One or two of these old Cromwellian 
soldiers were still alive in the village, and looked grimly at first 
upon my Lady Viscountess, when she came to dwell there. 

She appeared at the Hexton Assembly, bringing her lord after 
her, scaring the country folks with the splendour of her diamonds, 
which she always wore in public. They said she wore them in 
private, too, and slept with them round her neck ; though the 
writer can pledge his word that this was a calumny. ‘ If she were 
to take them off,' my Lady Sark said, ‘ Tom Esmond, her husband, 
would run away with them and pawn them.’ ’Twas another, 
calumny. My Lady Sark was also an exile from Court, and there 
had been war between the two ladies before. 

The village people began to he reconciled presently to their lady, 
who was generous and kind, though fantastic and haughty, in her 
ways; and whose praises Dr. Tusher, the Vicar, sounded loudly 
amongst his flock. As for my Jord, he gave no great trouble, 
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being considered scarce more than an appendage to my lady, who, 
aR daughter of the old lords of Castle wood, and possessor of vast 
wealth, as the country folks said (though indeed nine-tenths of it 
existed but in rumour), was looked upon as the real queen of the 
■ Castle, and mistress of all it contained, ^ 


CHAPTER III 

i i * 

WHITHER IN THE TIME OF THOM AH, THIRD VISCOUNT, I HAD , 
PRECEDED HIM, AH PAGE TO ISABELLA 

Coming up to Loudon again some short time after this retreat, - 
the Lord Castlewood dispatched a retainer of his to a little cottage 
in the village of Ealing, near to London, where for some time had 
dwelt an old French refugee, by name Mr. Pastoumiu, one of 
those whom the persecution of the Huguenots by the French king 
had brought over to this country. With this old man lived a 
little lad, who went by the name of Henry Thomas. He 
remembered to have lived in another place a short time before, 

, near to London too, amongst looms and spinning-wheels, and a 
great deal of psalm-singing and church-going, ami a vdiole colony 
of Frenchmen. 

There he had a dear, dear friend, who died, and whom lie 
called Aunt. She used to visit him in his dreams sometimes ; 
ami her face, though it was homely, was a thousand times dearer 
to him than that of Mrs. Pastoureau, Bon Papa Pastoureau’s 
new r wife, who came to live with him after aunt went nwaj r . And 
there, at Spittlefiehls, as it used to be called, lived Uncle George, 
who was a weaver too, but used to tell llariy that he was a little 
gentleman, and that his father was a captain, and his mother an 
angel. 

When lie said so, Bon Papa used to look up from the loom, 
where he was embroidering beautiful silk flowers, and say, ‘Angel! 
she belongs to the Babylonish scarlet woman.’ Bon Papa was 
always talking of the scarlet woman. He had a little room w here 
he always used to preach and sing hymns out of his great old 
nose. Little Harry did not like the preaching; he liked better the 
fine stories which aunt used to tell him. Bon Papa’s wife never 
^ told him pretty stories; she quarrelled wdth Uncle George, and 
bo went away. 

After this Harry’s Bon Papa, and liis wife and two children of 
her own that she brought with her, came to live at Ealing. The 
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fcew^ife gave her children the 
yt whipping, he knew not why 
sfrom her, winch need not be set down here, for the sake of old 
- Mr. Pastoureau, who was still kind sometimes. The unhappiness 
those days is long forgiven, though they oast ^ shade of,, 
melancholy over the child's youth, which will accompany him, no\ 
doubt, to the end of his days : os those tender twigs are bent the^' 
trees grow afterward; and he, at least, who has suffered as a f 
child, &nd is not quite perverted in that early school of unhappi-* 
ness, learns to be gentle and long-suffering with little children, 
Harry was very glad when a gentleman dressed in black, od 
horseback, with a mounted servant behind him, came to fetch him 
jaway from Ealing. The noverea, or unjust stepmother, who had 
• neglected him for her own two children, gave him supper enough 
the night before he went away, and plenty in the morning. SJie 
did not beat him once, and told the children to keep their han$s 
Off him. One was a gnl, and Harry never could bear to strike a 
girl, and the other was a bo^, whom lie could easily have beat, 
but lie always cried out, when Mrs. Pastoureau came sailing to 
the rescue with arms like a flail. She only washed Harry’s face 
the day he went away; nor ever so much as once boxed his ears. 
She whimpered rather when the gentleman in black came for the 
boy; and old Mr. Pastoureau, as he gave the child his blessing, 
scowled over his shoulder at the strange gentleman, and grumbled 
out something about Babylon and the seal let lady. He was 
grown quite old, like a child almost. Mrs. Pastoureau used to 
Wipe his nose as she did to Hie children. She was a great, big, 
handsome young woman ; but though she pretended to cry, Harry 
thought ’twfts only a sham, and sprung quite delighted upon the 
horse upon which the lacquey helped him. 

He w’as a Ficnchmau, his name was Blaise. The child could 
talk to him in his oven language perfectly well: he knew it better 
than English indeed, having lived hitherto chiefly among French 
people: and being called the little Frenchman by other boys on 
Ealing Green. He soon learnt to speak English perfectly, and to* 
forgot some of his French : children forget easily. Some earlier 
and fainter recollections the child had, of a different country; and 
a town with tall white houses ; and a ship. But these were quite 
indistinct in the boy’s mind, as indeed, the memory of Ealing soon 
became, at least of much that he suffered there. 

The lacquey before whom he rode was very lively and voluble, 
and informed the boy that the gentleman riding before him was my 
lords Chaplain, Father Holt, that he was now to be called Master * 
Harry Esmond, that my Lord Viscount Castlewood was his parrain } 
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beet of everything, and Harry many 
Besides blowa he got ill-names 
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that he wasTlo live iat the great house of Oastlewood, in the^ 

, province of ——shire, where he would see Madame the Viscountess, 

; who. was a ;grand lady, and so, seated on a cloth before BlaiseV, 
saddle, Harry Esmond was brought to London, and to a fine : 
. square called Oovent Garden, near to which his patron lodged. 

Mr. Holt the priest took the child by the hand, and brought/' 
- him to this nobleman, a grand languid nobleman in a great cap 
and flowered morning-gown, sucking oranges. He patted Harry 
On the head and gave him an orange. 

* O’est bien qa,’ he said to the priest after eyeing the child,, 
and the gentleman in black shrugged his shoulders. 

Let Blaise take him out for a liolyday, and out for a holyday.; 
■ the hoy and the valet went. Harry went jumping along, he was 
glad enough to go. , 

He will remember to his life’s end the delights of those days. 
He was taken to see a play by Monsieur Blaise, in a house a/, 
thousand times greater and finer than the booth at Ealing Fair— 
and on the next happy day they took water on the river, and,’ 
Harry saw London Bridge, with the houses and booksellers’ shops ^ 
thereon, looking like a street, and the Tower of London, with the 
armour, and the great lions and bears in the moats—all under 
company of Monsieur Blaise. 

Presently, of an early morning, all the party set forth for the 
country, namely, my Lord Viscount and the other gentleman^; 
Monsieur Blaise, and Harry on a pillion behind him, and two 
or three men with pistols and leading the baggage-horses. And all 
along the road the Frenchman told little Harry stories of brigands, 
which made the child’s hair stand on end, and terrified him, 80 
that at the great gloomy inn on the road where tltey lay, he , 
besought to be allowed to sleep in a room with one of the servants, 
and was compassionated by Mr. Holt, the gentleman who travelled . 
with my lord, and who gave the child a little bed in his chamber. 

His artless talk and answers very likely inclined this gentleman 
in the boy’s favour, for next day Mr. Holt said Harry should ride , 
behind him, and not with the French lacquey; and all along the ‘ 
journey put a thousand questions to the child—as to his foster- 
brother and relations at Ealing; what his old grandfather had ’ 
taught him; what languages he knew; whether he could read 
and write, and sing, and so forth. And Mr. Holt found that 
Harry could read and write, and possessed the two languages of 
.French and English very well, and when lie asked Harry about 
.singing, the lad broke out with a hymn to the tune of Dr. Martin 
Luther, which set Mr. Holt a-laughing; and even caused his 1 
grand p$frain in the laced *hat and perriwig to laugh too wlien 
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Holt told him what the child was Binging. Foi it appeared that 
Dr. Martin Luther’s hymns were not sung in the churches Mr. 
Holt preached at. 

‘You must never sing that song any more, do you hear, little , 
mannikin ,f> says my Lord Viscount, holding up a huger. 

‘ Hut we will try and teacli you a better, Harry,’ Mr. Holt 
said, and the child answered, for he was a docile child, and of 
an affectionate nature, ‘ that he loved pretty songs, and would 
try and learn anything the gentleman would tell him.’ That day ■ 
he so pleased the gentlemen by his talk, that they had him to dine 
with them at the mn, and encouraged him in his prattle ; and 
Monsieur Blaise, w itli whom he rode and dined the day before, 
waited upon him now. 

‘ Tis well, ’tis well,’ said Blaise, that night (in his own lan¬ 
guage) when they lay again at an inn. ‘Wo are a little lord here; 
we are a little lord now : we shall see what we are when we come 
to Castlewood wlieie my lady is.’ 

‘When shall we come to Castlewood, Monsieur Blaise?’ says 
Harry. 

‘ I’arbleu ! my lord does not press himself,’ Blaine says, with a 
giiji ; and, indeed, it seemed as if his lordship was not in a great 
hurry, for he spent three dajs on that, journey which Hairy 
Esmond hath often since ridden in a dozen hours. Lor the last 
two of the days, Harry rode with the priest, who was so kind to 
him, that, the child had grown to be quite fond and familiar with 
him by the journey's end, and laid seave.e a thought in his little 
heart which by that time lie had not confided It* hL new friend. 

At length, on the third day, at evening, they came to a village 
standing 6n a. green with elms lound it, very pi city to look at; 
and the people there all took off their hats, and made curtsies to 
my Lord Viscount, who bowed to them all languidly : and there 
was one portly person that wore a cassock and a. broad-leafed hat, 
who bowed lower than any one and with this one both my lord 
and Mr. Holt had a few woids. ‘This, Harry, is Castlowuod 
church, says Mr. Holt, ‘and this is the pillar thereof, learned 
Doctor l 1 usher. Take olf your hat, sirrah, and salute Doctor 
Tushe.r.’ 

‘Lome up to supper. Doctor,’ says my lord; at which the ■ 
Doctor made another low bow, and the party moved on towards a 
grand house that was be foie them, with many grey towers and 
vanes on them, and windows flaming in the sunshine ; and a great 
army of rooks, wheeling over their heads, made for the woods 
behind the house, as Harry saw ; and Mr. Holt told him that they 
lived at Castlewood too. 
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They came to the house, and passed under an arch into a 
courtyard, with a fountain in the centre, where many men came 
and held my lord’s stirrup as he descended ; and paid great respect 
to Mr. Holt likewise. And the child thought that the servants 
looked at him curiously and smiled to one another—and he 
recalled what Blaise had said to him when they were in London, 
and Hairy had spoken about his god papa, when the Frenchman 
said, ‘ Parbleu, one sees well that my loid is your godfather;’ 
words whereof the poor lad did not know the meaning then : though 
he apprehended the truth in a very short time afteiwards, and 
learned it and thought of it with no small feeling of shame. 

Taking Harry by the hand as soon as they wei.* both descended 
from their homes, Mr. Holt led him across the court, and under a 
low door to rooms on a level with The ground ; one of which Father 
Holt said was to he the bn)'s chambei, the other on the other 
side of the passage being the Father's own ; and as soon as the 
little miin’h face was washed, and the Fathei’s own ill ess arranged, 
Harry’s guide took him once more to the door bv which my lord had 
entered the hall, and up a stair, and tlnough an anteioom to my 
lady’s drawing-room- an apartment than which Harry thought lie 
had never seen anything moie grand—no, not in the Tow'cr of 
London which lie had just visited. Indeed the chamber was 
richly ornamented in the manner of Queen Elizabeth's time, with 
great stained windows at cube 1- end, and hangings of tapestry, 
which the sun shining tlnough ihe eolouied glass painted of 
a, thousand lines ; and lieie in state, b\ the tire, sate a lady to 
w'liom the priest took up Harry, who wa* indeed amazed by her 
appearance. 

JVIy Lady Yiseomiloss’s faee was daubed w ith white tuul ml up 
to the eye*, to which the paint, gave an unearthly glare : she had a 
tower of lace on her head, under which was a bush of black curls 
-borrowed curls —mo that no wonder little llany Esmond was 
seared when he wms first presented to her- the kind priest acting 
as master of the ceremonies at that solemn introduction - and be 
stared at her with eyes almost as I'rcat as her own, as he had 
stared at the playerwoman who acted the wicked tragedy-queen, 
when the players came down to Ealing Fair. She sate in a great 
chair by the fire-corner ; in her lap was a spaniel dog that barked 
furiously ; on a little table by her was her ladyship's snuff-box and 
her sugar-plum box. She wore a dress of black velvet, and a 
petticoat of Jlame-coloured brocade. She had as many lings on her 
lingers as the old woman of Banbury (Voss ; and pretty small fret 
which she w T as fond of showing, with great gold clocks to her 
stockings, and white pantoflee with red heels: and an odour of 
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musk was shook out of her garments whenever she moved or 
ijuitted the room, leaning on her tortoiseshell stick, little Fury 
harking at her heels. 

Mrs. Tush or, the parson's wife, was with my lady. Shfe had 
been waiting-woman to her ladyship in the late lord’s time, and 
having her soul in that business, took naturally to it when the 
Viscountess of Castlewood returned to inhabit, her father’s house. 

‘ 1 present to your ladyship your kinsman and little page of 
honour, Master Henry Esmond,’ Mr. llolt said, bowing lowly, with 
si sort of comical humility. ‘Make a pretty how to my lady, 
monsieur; and then another little how, not so low, to Madame 
T usher the fair priestess of Hustle wood.’ 

‘ Where T have lived and hope to die, sir,’ says Madame 
Tusher, giving a hard glance at the. brat, and then at my lady. 

Upon her the hoy’s whole attention was for a time directed. 
He could not keep his great eyes off from her. Since the Empress 
of Ealing he had seen nothing so awful. 

‘ Does my appearance please you, little, page?’ asked the lady. 

‘lie would he very hard to please if it didn’t/ cried Madame 
Tusher. 

1 Have done, you silly Maria/ said Lady (Castlewood. 

‘Where I’m attached, I’m attached, madam-—and I’d die 
rather than not say so.' 

‘Je, incurs oil je matt-ache,’ Air. llolt said with a polite grin. 
‘The ivy says so in the picture, and clings to the oak like a fond 
parasite as it is.’ 


‘Panicide ! sir !' cries Airs. Tusher. 

‘ Hush, Tusher you are always lackering with Father Holt/ 
cried my lady. c Home and kiss my hand, child : J and the oak 
held out. a brumh to little Harry Esmond, who took and dutifully 
kissed the lean old hand, upon the gnarled knuckles of which there 
glittered a hundred rings 

‘To kiss that hand would make many a pretty fellow happy ! ’ 
cried Airs. 'Pusher: on which my lady crying out, ‘Co, you foolish 
Tusher/ aml tapping her with her great fan, Tusher ran forward 
to seize her hand and kiss it. Fury arose and harked furiously at 
Tusher ; and Father Ho. 1 * - looked on at this queer scene, with arch 


grave glances. 

The awe exhibited by the little hoy perhaps pleased the lady to 
whom this artless flattery was bestowed, for having gone down 
on his knee (as Father Holt had directed him, and the mode 
then was) and performed his obeisance, she said, ‘ l’age Esmond, 
my groom of the chamber will inform you what your duties are, 
when you wait upon my lord and me ; and good Father Holt will 
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instruct you as becomes a gentleman of our name. You will pay 
him obedience in everything, and 1 pray you may grow to be as 
learned, and as good as your tutor.’ 

The lady seemed to have the greatest reverence for Mr. Holt, 
and to be more afraid of him than of anything else in the woild. If 
she was ever so angry, a woid, or look liom Father Ilolt, made her 
calm : indeed he had a vast power of subjecting those who came 
near him ; and, among the rest, his new pupil gave himself up with 
au entire confidence and attachment to the good Father, and be¬ 
came his willing slave almost from the first moment he saw him. 

He put his small hand into the Father’s as he walked away 
from his lirst presentation to his mistress, and asked many ques¬ 
tions in his artless childish wav. 4 AViio is that other woman?’ 
he asked. ‘She is fat and round, she is more pietty than my 
Lady Castlewood.’ 

‘She is Madame Tiisher, the parson’s wife of (iastlewood. She 
has a son of jour age, but bigger than you.’ 

‘ Why does die like so to kiss my lady’s hand r; It is not. good 
to kiss.' 


‘Tastes are different, little man. Madame Tushei is attached 
to my lady, having been her waiting - woman, before she was 
nuuried, in the old lord's tinny She married Doctor Tusher the 


Chaplain. 


The English household divines often marry the waitin 
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women.’ 


‘You will not mam the French woman, will you? J saw her 

laughing with Blai-i in the buttery.’ 

‘1 belong to a elmieh that is oldei and better than the English 

church,’ Mi. Ilolt said (making a sign whereof Esmond^ did not 

then uudeisfaiid the moaning, across his breast and fuiehoad) : 1 in 

our church the dergv do not marry. You will understand these 

^» * 

tilings bet I cr soon.’ 

‘War. not. Sami I’cter the head of your church ?—Dr. babbits 
of Ealing told us so.' 

The Father said, ‘ Yes, lie was.’ 

‘ But Saint Peter was mairied, lor we heard only last Sunday 
that his wife's mother lay sick of a fever.’ On which Llie Father 
again laughed, and said he would understand this loo better soon, 
and talked of other things, and took awuiy Harry Esmond, and 
showed him the great old house which lie hud conic to inhabit. 

It stood on a rising green hill, with woods behind it, in w'hich 
were rooks’ nests whore the birds at. morning and returning home 


at evening nia.de a groat cawing. At the foot of the hill wms a 
"iver with a steep ancient bridge crossing it; and beyond that a 
large pleasant green flat, where‘the village of Castle wood stood 



22 


THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND 


and stands, with the church in the midst, the parsonage hard by 
it, the inn with the blacksmith’s forge beside it, and the sign of 
the Three Castles on the elm. The London road stretched away 
towards the rising sun, and to the west were swelling hills and 
peaks behind which many a time Hany Esmond saw the same 
sun setting, that ho now looks on thousands of miles away across 
the great ocean,—in a new Castle wood by anolher stream, that 
bears, like the new countiy of wandering JEiieas, the fond mimes 
of the land of his vouth. 

kJ 

The Flail of Castlewood was built with two courts, whereof one 
only, the fountain court, was now inhabited, the other having been 
battered down in the Cromwellian wars. In the fountain court, 
still in good repair, was the great hall, near to the kitchen and 
butteries. A dozen of living-rooms looking to the north, and com- f 
nmnicating with the little chapel that faced eastwards and Ae 
buildings stretching from that to the mam gate, and with the hall 
(which looked to the west) into 1 he court now dismantled. This 
court had been the must magnificent of tin' two, until I lie Protector’s 
cannon tore down one side of it before the place was taken and 
stormed. The besiegers entered at the terra.ee under the clock? 
tower, slaying every man of the garrison, and at their head my 
lord's brother, .Francis Esmond. 

The Restoration did not bring enough money to the Lord 
Castlewood to restore this ruined part of his house ; where were 
the morning parlours, above them the long musiek'gallery, and 
before which stretched the gulden terrace, wheic, however, the 
dowers grew again, which the boots of the Roundheads had trodden 
in their assault, and which was restored without, much cost, and 
only a little care, by both ladies who succeeded the second viscount 
in the government of this mansion. Round the terrace-garden was 
a low wall, -with a wicket leading to the wooded height beyond, 
that is called Cromwells battery to this day. 

Young Harry Esmond learned the domestic part of his duty, 
which was easy enough, from the groom of her ladyship’s chamber: 
serving the Countess, as the custom commonly was in his boyhood; 
as page, waiting at her chair, bringing her scented water and the 
silver basin after dinner—sitting on her carriage stop on state 
occasions, or on public days introducing her company to her. This 
was chiefly of the Oatholie gentry, of whom there were a pretty 
many in the country and neighbouring oily; and who rode not 
seldom to Castlewood to partake of the hospitalities there. In the 
second year of their residence the company sinned especially to 
t increase. My lord and my lady were seldom without visitors, in 
whose society it was curious to contrast the difference of behaviour 
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between Father Holt, the director of the family, and Doctor 
Tusher, the rector of the parish—Mr. Holt moving amongst the 
very highest as quite their equal, and as commanding them all; 
while poor Doctor Tusher, whose position was indeed a difficult 
one, having been Chaplain once to the Hall, and still to the i’ro¬ 
tes tan t servants there, seemed more like an nslicr than an equal, 
and always rose to go away after the first course. 

* Also there came in these times to Father Holt many private 
visitors, whom after a little, Harry Esmond had little difficulty 
in recognising as ecclesiastics of the Father's persuasion : whatever 
their dresses (and they adopted all) might he. These were closeted 
with the Father constantly, and often came and rode aw ay without 
paying their devoirs to my lord and lady --to the Imiy and lord 
rather—his lordship being little more than a cypher in the house, 
and entirely under his domineering paitner. A little fowling, a 
little limiting, a gieat deni of sleep, and a long time at cards and 
table, eariied through mu: day after auothei with his lordship. 
When meetings took place in this second yeai, which often would 
happen with closed doors, the page found my lord’s rdieet of paper 
scribbled over with dogs and houses, and 1 was said lie had much 
ado to keep himself awake at these councils: the Countess ruling 
over them, and he acting as little more than her secretary. 

Father Holt began speedily to be so much occupied with these 
meetings as rather to neglect the education of the little lad who so 
gladly put himself under the kind pucst's orders. At iirst they 
read much and regularly, both iu Latin and Fiencli ; the. Father 
not neglecting in anything to impress his faith upon his pupil, but 
not forcing him violently, and treating him with a delicacy and 
kindness winch surprised and alinched the child, always more 
easily won by these methods than by any se\eve exercise, of 
authority. And his delight in our walks was to tell llarry of 
the glories of his order, of its martyrs and heroes, of its brethren 
converting the heathen by myiiuds, ti a versing the desert, facing 
the stake, ruling the courts and councils, or leaving the tollmen 
of kings ; so that Ilam Esmond thought that to belong to the 
desuits was the greatest pii/.e of life and bravest end of ambition ; 
the greatest career hen 1 , and in heaven the surest rewnml ; and 
began to long for the day, not only when he should enter into the 
one church and receive his fust communion, but when he might 
join that wonderful brotherhood, which was present throughout 
all the world, and which numbered the wisest, the bravest, the 
Highest born, the most eloquent of men, among its members. 
Father Holt, bade him keep his views secret, and to hide them as 
a great treasure which would escape him if it was revealed; aud 
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proud of this (confidence and secret vested in him, the lad became 
loudly attached to the muster who initiated him into a mystery so 
wouderlhl and awful. And when little Tom Tnslier, his neigh¬ 
bour, came from school for his holiday, and said how he, too, was 
to be bred up for an English priest, and would get what he called 
mi exhibition from his school, and then a college scholarship and 
fellowship, and then a good living—it tasked young Hairy Esmond's 
powers of reticence not to say to his young companion, ‘ Church I 
priesthood’ fat living! My dear Tommy, do you cal) yours a 
church and a priesthood? What is a fat living compared to con¬ 
verting a hundred thousand heathens bv a single sermon 1 "What 
is a scholarship at Trinity by the side of a crown of martyrdom, 
with angels awaiting you as your head is taken oil’? Could your 
master at school sail over the Thames on his gown? Have you 
statues in your thurch that can bleed, speak, walk, and cry? My 
good Tommy, in dear Father Holt’s church these things take place 
every day. You know Saint Philip of the Willows appeared to 
Lord Ca^tlewood and caused him to turn to the one true church. 
No saints ever come to you.’ Ami Hurry Esmond, because of his 
promise to Father Holt, hiding away these tiensures of faith horn 


T. Tuslier, deliveicd himself of them nevertheless simply to Father 


Jlolt, who studied his head, smiled at him with his inscrutable 
look, and told him that he did well to meditate on these great 


tilings, and not to talk of them except under dnectioii. 


. CHAPTER JV 

t v.m pii\<’Ki> rxitKi; \ popish Piui'Xr, \\n p.i;i:d to tji \t 

KKUKMON —VISC’OUNTKSS ( ASTI.P.WOOH 

Had time enough been given and his childish inclinations been 
properly nurtured, Harry Esmond had been a .Jesuit priest ere he 
was a dozen years older, and might have tinished his days a martyr 
in Hhiua or a victim on Tower Hill: for in the few months they 
spent together at Castlcwond, Mr. Holt obtained an entire mastery 
over the boy’s intellect and affections; and had brought him to 
think, as indeed Father Holt thought with all his heart too, that 
no life was so noble, no death so desirable, as that which many 
brethren of his famous order were ready to undergo. J>y love, by 
a brightness of wit and good humour that charmed all, by an 
Authority which he knew how to,assume, by a mystery and silence 
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about him which increased the child’s reverence for him, he won 
Harry’s absolute fealty, and would have kept it, doubtless, if 
schemes greater and more important than a poor little boy’s 
admission into orders had not called him away. 

After being at home for a few' months in tranquillity (if theirs 
might be called tranquillity, which was, in truth, a constant 
bickering), my lord and lady left, the cmintiy for Loudon, taking 
their director with them : and his little pupil scarce ever shed 
more bitter tears in his life than he did for nights after the first 
parting with his dear Jiieud, as he lay in the lonely chamber next 
to that which the Father used to occupy. He and a few domestics 
were left as the only tenants of the great house ; and though 
Harry sedulously did all the tasks which the Fatliei set him, he 
had many horns unoccupied, ami lead in the libiar\, and bewildered 
liis little brains with the great books he found there. 

A ft or a while the little lad grew accustomed to the loneliness 
of the plaee ; and in after days remembered this pait of his life as 
a period not imhappx. When the family was at London the whole 
of the establishment travelled thither with the exception of the 
porter, who was, moreover, brewer, gardener, and woodman, and 
his wife ami elnldien. These had their lodging in the gatehouse 
hard by, with a dm*i into the eonit, and a window looking out on 
the (been was the (’liapinuiV room, and next to this a small 
chamber where Father Holt had his books, and Hany Esmond Ins 
sleeping closet. The side of the house fuing the east had escaped 
the guns of the (Tomwellians, whose battely was on the height 
facing the western court ; so that this eastern aid bore few marks 
of demolition, save m I lie chapel, where the painted window’s 
.surviving Edward the Sixth had been broke by the (’omrmTnvealth 
men. hi Fatliei llolt.V time little Harry Esmond aeteb ns Ins 
familiar, am) faithful little servitor ; healing liis clothe*, folding 
his vestments, fetching his water fiom the well Jong befoie dav light, 
ready to inn anywhere lor the service of his beloved pib>t. When 
the, Father was away, he loeked bis private ehamher. but the 
room where the books were was left to little linin', who but for 
the society «>f this gentleman was little less solitary when Lord 
Castlewood was at home. 

The French wit saith that a hero is none to his /'<tl<1-<l< ch<nnbrt\ 
and it required less quick eyes than my lady’s little page was 
naturally endowed with, to see that she had many qualities by no 
means heroic, however much Mrs. 'rusher might Hatter and coax 
her. When Father Holt was not by, wlio exercised an entile 
authority over the pair, my lord and my lady quarrelled and abused, 
each other no as to make the servants laugh, and to frighten the 
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•Jtittle page on duty. The poor boy trembled before his mistress, 
who called him by a hundred ugly names, who made nothing of 
boxing his ears and tilting the silver basin in his lace which it 
was his business to present to her after dinner. She hath repaired 
by subsequent kindness to him, these severities, which it must be 
owned made his childhood very unhappy. She was but unhappy 
herself at this time, poor soul, and I suppose made her dependents 
lead her own sad life. T think my lord was as much afraid of her 
as her page was, and the only person of the household who mastered 
her was Mr. Jlolt. Harry was only too glad when the Father 
dined at table, and to slink away and prattle with him afterwards, 
or read \\ ith him, or walk with him. Luckily my Lady Viscountess 
did not rise till noon. Heaven help the poor waiting-woman who 
had charge of her toilet! \ have often seen the poor wretch come 

out with red eyes from the closet, where those long and mysteriorq 
rites of her ladyship’s diess were performed, and the backgammon- 
box locked up with a rap on Mrs. Tusher’s fingeis when she played 
ill or the game was going the wrong way. 

Blessed be the king who introduced cards, and t.hc kind inventors 
of piquet and cribbage, for they employed six hours at. least of her 
ladyship’s day, during which her family was pretty easy. Without 
this occupation my lady frequently declared she should die. Her 
dependents one after another relieved guard ’twas rather a 
dangerous post to piny with her ladyship- and took the cards turn 
about. Mr. Holt would sit with her at piquet during hours 
together, at which time sin* behaved herself properly ; and as lbr 
T)r. Tushci, 1 believe he would have left a parishioner’s dying bed, 
if summoned to play a rubber with his patroness at Oastlewmod. 
Sometimes, when they were pretty comfortable together, my lord 
took a hand. I {(‘sides these my lady had her faithful poor Tusher, 
and one, two, three gentlewomen wrliom Harry Esmond could re¬ 
collect in his time. They could not bear that genteel service very 
long ; one after another tried and failed at it. These and the 
housekeeper, and little Harry Esmond had a table of their own. 
Poor ladies ! their life vns lar harder than the page’s. He was 
sound asleep tucked up in his little bed, whilst they were sitting 
by her ladyship reading her to sleep, w T ith the Nev)& Letter or 
the Grtnvl Cunts. My lady used to have boxes of new 7 plays 
from London, and Harry was forbidden, under the pain of a 
whipping, to look into them. I am afraid he deserved the penalty 
pretty often, and got it sometimes. Father Holt applied it twice 
or thrice, when he caught the young scapegrace with a delightful 
wicked comedy of Mr Shad well’s or Mr. Wycherley's under his 
ftillow 7 . u c 
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These, when he took any, were tny lord^s favourite reading.^ 
But he was averse to much study, and, as his little page fancied, 
to much occupation of any sort. 

It always seemed to young Harry Esmond that my lord treated 
him with more kindness when his lady was not present, and Lord 
Oastlewood would take the lad sometimes on his little journeys 
a-hunting, or a-birding ; he loved to play at cards and tric-trac w ith, 
•dritn, which games the boy learned to pleasure his lord ; and was 
growing to like him better daily, showing a special pleasure if 
Father Holt gave a gooil report of him, patting him on the head, ‘ 
and promising that he would provide fur the boy. However, in’ 
my lady's presence, my lord showed no such marks of kindness, 

’ and affected to treat the lad roughly, and rebuked him sharply for 
little faults—for which he in a manner asked pardon of young 
Esmond w’hen they were private, saying if he did not speak roughly, 
she would, and his tongue was not such a bail one as his lady’s—a 
point whereof the boy, young as he was. was very well assured. 

(I real public events wore happening all tliis while of which the 
simple young page took little count, llut one day riding into the 
neighbouring town on the step of my lady’s coach, his lordship and 
she, and Father Holt, being inside, a great mob of people came 
hooting and jeering round the coach, bawling out ‘The, Bishops for 
ever! ’ ‘Down with the Pope!’ ‘No Popery! no Popery! 
Jezebel, Jezebel! ‘ so that my hud began to laugh, my lady's eyes 
to roll with anger, for she was as bold as a lioness, and feared 
nobod\% whilst Air. Holt, as Esmond saw' from his place on the 
step, sank back with rather an alarmed face, crying out to her 
ladyship, ‘ For (Jod’s sake, madam, do not speak or look out of 
window, sit still.’ But she did not obey this prudent injunction 
of the Father; she thrust her head out of the coach window 1 , and 
screamed out to the coachman, ‘Flog your way through them, the 
brutes, James, and use your whip! 5 

-The mob answeml with a roaring jeer of laughter, and fresh 
cries of ‘Jezebel 1 Jezebel ’’ My lord only laughed the more: he 
was a languid gentleman : nothing seemed to excite him commonly, 
though I have seen him cheer and halloo the hounds very briskly, 
and his face {which was generally very yellow and calm) grow 
quite red and cheerful during a burst over the Downs after a hare, 
and, laugh, and swear, and huzza, at a cock-fight, of which sport 
he was very fond. And now, when the mob began to hoot his 
lady, lie laughed with something of a mischievous look, as though 
he* expected sport, and thought that she and they were a match. 

James the coachman w r as more afraid of his mistress than the 
mob, probably, for he whipped t>q liis homes as he was bidden, ancf 
v" , ■ n ' 
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the postboy that rode with the first pair (my lady always went with 
her coach-and-six) gave a cut of his thong over the shoulders of one 
' fellow who put his hand out towards the loading horse’s rein. 

It was a market-day, and the country people were all assembled 
with their baskets of poultry, eggs, and such things; the postilion 
had no sooner lashed the man who would have taken hold of his 
horse, but a great cabbage came whirling like a bombshell into the 
carriage, at which my lord laughed more, for it knocked my lady’s, 
fan out of her hand, and plumped into Father Holt’s stomach. 
Then came a shower of carrots and potatoes. 

‘For Heaven's sake be still,’ says Mr. Holt; ‘ we are not ten 
paces from the Hell archway, where they can shut the gates on 
us, and keep out this canaille.’ 

The little page was outside the coach on the step, and a fellow 
in the crowd aimed a potato at him, and hit him in the eye, vt 
which the poor little wretch set up a shout; the man laughed, a 

great big saddlers apprentice of the town. ‘Ah ! you d-little 

.yelling Popish bastard,’ he said, and stooped to pick up another; 

. the crowd had gathered rplite between the horses ami in the Inn 
door by this time, and the couch was brought to a dead stand still. 
My loid jumped as briskly as a. boy out of the door on his side of 
the coach, squeezing little Harry behind it; had hold of the 
potato thrower’s collar in an instant, and the next moment the 


brute’s heels were 


air and he fell on the stones with 


thump. 

‘You hulking coward!’ says he; ‘you pack of sc,reaming 
blackguards, llow dare you attack children, and insult women ? 
Fling another shot at that carriage, you sneaking pigskin cobbler, 
and by the Lord, J ’ll send my rapier through )ou.’ 

Some of the mob cried, ‘Huzza, my lord!’ for they knew 
him, and the saddler’s man was a known bruiser, near twice as big 
as my Lord Viscount. 

‘Make way, there,’ says he (he spoke in a high shrill voice, but 
with a great air of authority). ‘Make way, and let her ladyship’s 
carriage pass.’ The men that were between the coach and the 
gate of the Hell actually did made way, and the horses went in, 
my lord walking after them with his hat on his head. 

As he was going in at the gate, through which the coach had 
just rolled, another cry begins, of ‘No Popery—no Papists!’ my 
lord turns round and faces them once more. 

‘Clod save the King!’ says he at the highest pitch of his 

voice. ‘ Who dares abuse the King’s religion 1 You, you d-d 

psalm-singing cobbler, as sure as I’m a magistrate of this county, 
I’ll commit you.’ The fellow shmiYk back, and my lord retreated 
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with all the honours of the day. But when the little flurry caused 
by the scene was over, and the flush passed off his face, he relapsed 
into his usual languor, trifled with his little dog and yawned when 
my lady Bpoke to him. 

This mob was one of many thousands that were going about 
the country at that time, huzzaing for the acquittal of the seven 
bishops who had been tried just then, and about whom little Harry 
Esmond at that time knew scarce anything. It was assizes at 
Hexton, and there was a great meeting of the gentry at the Bell; 
and my lord’s people had their new liveries on, and Harry a little 
suit of blue and silver, which he wore upon occasions of state ; and 
the gentlefolks came round and talked to my lord ; and a judge 
in a red gown, who seemed a very great personage, especially 
complimented him and my lady, who w T as mighty grand. Harry 
remembers her train borin' up by her gentlewoman. There was 
an assembly and ball at the great room at the Bell, and other 
young gentlemen of the county families looked on as he did. One 
of them jeered him for his black eye, which was swelled by the 
potato, and another called him a bustard, on which he and Harry 
fill to fisticuffs. My lord’s cousin, Colonel Esmond of Walcote, 
was there, and separated the two lads--a great tall gentleman 
with a handsome, good-natured face. The boy did not know liovv 
nearly in after life lie should be allied to Colonel Esmond, and 
how much kindness lie should have to owe him. 


There was little love between the two families. My lady used 
not to spare. Colonel Esmond in talking of him, for reasons which 
have been hinted already; but about which, at his Under age, 
Henry Esmond could be expected to know nothing. 

Very soon aflerwaids my lord and lady went to London with 
Mr. Holt, leaving, however, the page behind them. The little 
mail had the great, house of Castlewood to himself; or between 
him and the housekeeper, Mrs. Worksop, an old lady who was a 
kinswoman of the family in some distant way, and a Eiotestunt, 
but a stanch Tory and king’s-man, as all the Esmonds were. He 
used to go to school to l>r. Tuslier wdien he was at home, though 
the Doctor was much occupied too. There was a great stir and 
commotion everywhere, even in the little quiet village of Castle- 
wood, whither a party of people came from the town, who would 
have broken Castlewood Chapel windows, but the village people 
turned out; and even old Sieveriglit, the republican blacksmith, 
along with them : for my lady, though she was a Papist, and had 
many odd ways, was kind to the tenantry, and there was always 
a plenty of beef and blankets^ and medicine for the poor, at 
Castlewood Hall, • 
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A kingdom was changing hands -whilst my lord and lady were - 
away. King James was flying, the Dutchmen were coming; awful 
stories about them and the Prince of Orange used old Mrs. Worksop 
to tell to the idle little jiage. 

He liked the solitude of the great house very well; he had all : 
the play-honks to read, and no Father Holt to whip him, and a 
hundred childish pursuits and pastimes, without doors and within, 
which made this time very pleasant. 


CHAPTER V 

MY SUPERIORS AUK lSNOAOEH I NT PLOTS FOR Til E RESTORATION , 

OF KINO JAMES II. 

♦ 

Not having been able to sleep, for thinking of some lines for eels 
which he had placed the night before, tin; lad was lying m his 
little bed, waiting lor the hour when the gate would be open, and 
be and his comrade, Job Lockwood the porter's sou, might go to 
the pond and see what foitune had brought them. At daybreak 
Job was to awaken him, hut his own eagerness for the sport had 
served as a mW/A: long since - so long, that it seemed tu him as 
if the day never would come. 

It might have been four o’clock when he heard the door of the 
opposite chamber, the. Chaplain's room, open, and the voice of a 4 
man coughing in the passage. Harry jumped up, thinking for 
certain It was a robber, or hoping, perhaps, for a ghost, and flinging 
open his own door, saw before him the Chaplain’s door open, and a 
light inside, and a figure standing in the doorway, in the midst of 
a great smoke which issued from the room. 

‘ Who’s there 1 ’ cried out the boy, who was of a good spirit. 

‘ Silenthmi! ’ whispered the other; *’tis I, my boy!’ and 
holding his hand out, Harry had no difficulty in recognising his 
master and friend, Father Holt. A curtain was over the window 
of the Chaplain's room that looked to the court, and Harry saw 
that the smoke came from a great flame of papers which were 
burning in a brazier when he eutered the Chaplain’s room. After 
giving a hasty greeting and blessing to the lad, who was charmed, 
to see his tutor, the Father continued the burning of his papers, 
drawing them from a cupboard over the mantelpiece wall, which* 
Harry had never seen before. n 

Father Holt laughed, seeing lue lad’s attention fixed at once on ' 
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tills hole. ‘ That is right, Harry,’ he said ; * faithful little famuli 
see all and say nothing. You are faithful, I kfiow.’ 

‘I know I would go to the stake for you/ said Harry. 

‘I don’t want your head/ said the Father, patting it kindly; 
■‘all you have to do is to hold your tongue. Let us burn these 
, papers, and say nothing to anybody. Should you like to read them V 

Harry Esmond blushed, and held down his head ; he had looked 
as the fact was, and without thinking, at the paper before him; 
and though he had seen it, could not understand a word of it, the 
letters being quite clear enough, but quite without meaning. They 
.burned the papeis, beating down the ashes in a biuzier, so that 
scarce any traces of them remained. 

Harry had been accustomed to see Father Holt in more dresses 
than one ; it not being safe, or woi tli the danger, for 1‘opjsh ecclesi¬ 
astics to ■wear their proper dress . and lie was in consequence in 
no wise astonished that the piiesl, should now appear before lnm in 
a riding dress,fcwith large buff leather boots, and a feather to his 
hat, plain, but such as gentlemen woie. 

‘You know the secret of the cupboard,' said he. laughing, ‘and 
must be prepared lor other mysteries ; ’ and he opened - but not a 
secret cupboaid tins lime only a waidrnbe, which he usually kept 
locked, and from which ho now took out two or three dresses ami 
pemujnes of diifrren! colours, a couple of swords of a pretty 
make (Father Holt, was an expert practitioner with the small sword, 
and every day, whilst lie was at home, he ainMiis pupil practised 
this exercise, ill which the lad became a vety great piolicient), a 
inilitary coat and cloak, and a fanner’s smock, and placed them ill 
'the large hole over the mantelpiece from which the papers had 
boon taken. • 


1 If they miss the cupboard/ lie said, ‘they will not find tlie^e; 
if they find them, they'll tell no tales, except that Father Holt 
wore more suits of clothes than one. All Jesuits do. You know’ 
what deceivers we are, Harry.’ 

Harry was alarmed at the notion that his friend was about to 
leave him ; but ‘No/ the priest said; ‘I may very likely come 
back with my lord in a, few days. Wo are to be tolerated ; we 
are not to be persecuted. But they may take a fancy to pay a 
visit at Castle.wood ere our leturri; and as gentlemen of my cloth 
are suspected, they might choose to examine my papers, which 
concern nobody—at least, not them.’ And to this day, whether 
the papers in cypher related to politicks, or to the affairs of that 
mysterious society whereof Father Holt was a member, his pupil, 
Harry Esmond, remains in entire ignorance. 

The rest of his goods, his .small wardrobe, etc., Holt left* 
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untouched on his shelves and in his cupboard, taking down—with 
a laugh, however—and flinging into the brazier, where lie only half 
burned them, some theological treatise which he had been writing 
against the English divines. ‘ And now,' said he, ‘ Henry, my son,,, 
you may testify, with a safe conscience, that you saw me burning 
Latin sermons the last time I was here before I went away to 
London; and it will be daybreak directly, and 1 must be away before 
Lockwood is stirring.’ 

‘Will not Lockwood let. you out, sir?’ Esmond asked. Holt 
laughed ; he was never more gay or good-humoured than when in 
the midst of action or danger. 

‘ Lockwood knows nothing of my being here, mind you,’ he said; 

‘ nor would you, you little wretch, had you slept better. You 
must forget that I have been here ; and now farewell. Close the 
door, and go to your own room, and don’t come out till—Stay, 
why should you not know one secret more? I know you will 
never betray me.’ 

In the Chaplain’s room were two windows ; the one looking 
into the court faring westwards to the fountain ; the other, a small 
casement strongly barred, and looking on to the green in front 
of the Hall. This window was too high to reach from the ground; 
but, mounting on a buffet which stood beneath it, Father Holt 
showed me how, by pressing on the base of the window, the whole 
framework of lead, glass, and iron staunchions, descended into a 
cavity worked below, from which it could be drawn and restored 
to its usual place from without ; a broken pane being purposely 
open to admit the hand which was to work upon the spring of the 
machine. 

‘ When I am gone,’ Father Molt said, ‘you may push away the 
buffet, so that no one may fancy that an exit has been made that 
way ; lock the door ; place the key—where shall we put the key? 
—under Chrysostom on the book-shelf; and if any ask for it, say 
I keep it there, and told you where to find it, if you had need to 
go to my room. The descent is easy down the wall into the ditch; 
and so, once more farewell, until I see thee again, my dear son.* 
And with this the intrepid Father mounted the buffet with great 
agility and briskness, stepped across the window, lifting up the bars 
and framework again from the other side, and only leaving room. 
for Harry Esmond to stand on tiptoe and kiss liis hand before the 
easement closed, the bars fixing as firm as ever seemingly in the 
stone arch overhead. When Father Holt next arrived at Castle- 
wood, it was by the public gate on horseback; and he never so 
much as alluded to the existence of the private issue to Harry, 
‘■'except when he had need of a pvitate messenger from within, for 









THK HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND 


S3 


which eud»‘ no doubt, he had instructed his young pupil in this'; 
. means of quitting the Hall. 

%; Esmond, young as he was, would have died sooner than "betray 
^ihis friend and master, as Mr. Holt well knew; for he had tried the 
boy more than once, putting temptations in his way to see whether 
' 'he would yield to them and confess afterwards, or whether he, 
%!''would resist them, as he did sometimes, or whether he would lie, 

- which he never did. Holt instructing the boy on litis point, how-, 
y' ever, that if to keep silence is not to lie, ns it certainly is not, yet 
silence is after all equivalent to a negation-- and therefore a. 
# downright No, in the interest of justice or your friend, and in reply 
, to a question that may be prejudicial to cither, is not criminal, hut, 

■ on the contrary, praiseworthy ; and as lawful a way as the other 
, of eluding a wrongful demand. For instance (says lie), suppose a 
V“ good citizen, who had seen his Majesty lake refuge thene, had been 
asked, ‘ Is King diaries up that oak tree?’ his duly would have , 
' been not to say, Yes- so that the Cromwell unis should seize the King 
and murder him like his father—but No ; his Majesty being 
private ill the tree, and therefore not to he seen there by lo)al eyes: 

. all which instruction, in religion and moials, as well as in the 
rudiments of the tongues and sciences, the hoy took eagerly and 
with gratitude lioin his tutor. When then Holt, was gone, and 
told IJany not to see him, it was as if he had urm been. And 
he had this answer pat when he came to be questioned a few 
days after. 


The ITinee of Orange was then at Salbbniy, as young Esmond 
learned from seeing Doctor Tusher in his best cassock (though 
the roads were muddy, and lie never was known to wear his silk, 
only his stuff one a-horsoback), with a great orange eoekfldc in his 
broad-leafed hat, and Nahum, his clerk, ornamented with, a like 
decoration. The Doctor was walking up and down in front of 
his parsonage when little Esmond saw him, and heard him say, 
he was going to pay his duty to his Highness the Prince, as he 
mounted his pad and rode away with Nahum behind. The' 
villago people had orange cockades too, and his friend the blaok- 
■' smith’s laughing daughter pinned one into Harry’s old hat, which 
■. lie tore out indignantly when they bid him to cry, ‘God save 
the Prince of Orange and the Protestant religion ! ’ but the 
’ people only laughed, for they liked the hoy in the village, where 
j, .his solitary condition moved the general pity, and where he found , 
•^friendly welcomes and faces in many houses. Father Holt had 
• many friends there too, for he not only would fight the blacksmith 
/ at theology, never losing his temper, but laughing the whole time . 
in his pleasant w#y, but he cuued him of an ague with quinquina, 
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and was always ready with & kind word for any man that asked 
it, so that they said in the village 'twas a pity the two were , 
Papists. 

The Director and the Vicar of Castlewood agreed very well; 
indeed, the former was a perfectly bred gentleman, and it was, 
the latter’s business to agree with everybody. Doctor Tusher 
and the lady’s maid, bis spouse, had a boy who was about the y 
age of little Esmond; and there was such a friendship between 
the lads, as propinquity and tolerable kindness and good-humour . 
on cither side would be pretty sure to occasion. Tom Tusher was 
sent oir early however to a school in London, whither bis father 
took him and a volume of sermons in the first year of the reign 
of King Janies; and Tom relumed but once, a year afterwards, 
to Castlewood for many years of bis scholastic and collegiate life. 
Thus there was less danger to Tom of a perversion of his faith ; 
by the Director, who scarce ever saw him, than there was tt\, 
Harry, who constantly was in the Vicar's company: but as long 
as Harry’s religion was his Majesty’s, and my lord’s, and my 
lady’s, the Doctor said gravely, it should not be for him to 
disturb or disquiet him: it was far from him to say that his 
Majesty’s church was not a branch of the Catholic church ; upon 
which Father Ilolt used, according t.o his custom, to laugh and 
say, that the Holy Church throughout all the world, and the 


noble army of martyrs, were very much obliged to the Doctor. 

It was while Dr. Tusher was away at Salisbury that there came 
a troop of dragoons with orange scarfs, and quartered in Castle- 
wood, and some of them came up to the Hall, where they took 
possession, robbing nothing however beyond the lien-house and 
the beer-Gelhir ; and only insisting upon going through the house 
and looking for papers. The first room they asked to look at 
was Father Holt’s room, of which Harry Esmond brought the 
key, and they opened the drawers and the cupboards, and tossed 
over the papers and clothes - but found nothing except his books 
and clothes, and the vestments in a box by themselves, with 
which the dragoons made merry to Harry Esmond’s horror. 

* And to the questions which the gentlemen put to Harry, he 
replied, that Father Holt was a very kind man to him, and a 
very learned man, and Harry supposed would tell him none of 
his secrets, if lie had any. He was about eleven years old at this 
time, and looked as innocent is boys of his age. 

The family were away more than six months, and when they^ 
returned they were in the deepest state of dejection, for King 
James had been banished, the Prince of Orange was on the 
tlu'one, and the direst persecutions of those of the Catholic 
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faith were apprehended by my lady, who said she did not believe 
that there was a word of truth in the promises of toleration that 
Dutch monster made, or in a single word the perjured wretch 
'said. My lord and lady were in a manner prisoners in their 
own house; so her ladyship gave the little page to know, who 
was by this time growing of an age to understand what was 
passing about him, and something of the characters of the. people 
he lived with. 


1 We are prisoners,’ says she, ‘ in every thing but chains, we 
are prisoners. Let them come, let them consign me to dungeons, 
or strike off my head from this poor little throat’ (and she 
clasped it in her long fingers). ‘The blood of the Esmonds 
will always flow freely for their kings. We are not like the 
Churchills- the Judases who kiss their master and betray him. 
We know how to suffer, how even to forgive in the loyal cause’ 
(no doubt it was to that fatal business of losing the place of 
Groom of the Posset to which her ladyship alluded, as she did 
half a dozen times in the day). ‘ Let the tyrant of Orange bring 
his rack and his odious Dutch tortures- the beast 1 Ibe wretch ! 
I spit upon him and defy him. Cheerfully will I lay this head 
upon the block; cheeifully will I accompany my lord to the 
scaffold: we will cry “God save King James ! ” with our dying 
breath, and smile in the face of the executioner.’ And she told 
her page a hundred times at least of the particulars of the last 
interview which she had with his Majesty. 

‘I flung myself before, my Liege’s bet,’ she said, ‘at Salisbury. 
I devoted myself --my husband -- my house, to his cause. Perhaps 
lie remembered old times when Isabella Esmond was young and 
fair; perhaps he recalled the day when 'tvns not 1 tbut knelt— 
at least he spoke to me with a voice that reminded -me of days 
gone by. “Lead!” said liis Majesty, “>ou should go to the 
Prince of Orange, if you want anjthing.” “No, Sire,” I replied, 
“I would not- kneel to a Usurper; the Esmond that would have 


served your Majesty will never be groom to a traiioi’s posset.” 
The royal exile smiled, even in the midst of his misfortune ; he 
deigned to raise me with words of consolation. The Viscount, 
my husband, himself, could not be angry, at the august salute 
with whieh be honoured me ! ’ 


The publiek misfortune Inul the effect of making my lord and 
his lady better friends than they ever had been since their court¬ 
ship. My Lord Viscount had shown both loyalty and spirit; when 
these were rare qualities in the dispirited party about the King; 
'and the praise he got elevated him not a little in his wife’s good 
opinion, and perhaps in his owip He wakened up from the listless 
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and supine life which he had been leading; was always riding to 
and fro in consultation with this friend or that of the King’s; 
,the page of course knowing little of his doings, but remarking,/, 
iOnly hi? greater cheerfulness and altered demeanour. '.$j 

Father Holt came to the Hall constantly, but officiated ho./; 
/longer openly as Chaplain; he was always fetching and carry-,/' 
ing: strangers military and ecclesiastic (Harry knew the latter ; 
though they came in all sorts of disguises) were continually 
arriving and, departing. My lord made long absences and sudden. • 
reappearances, using sometimes the means of twit which Father -• 
Holt had employed, though how often the little window in the 1 
Chaplain’s room let in or let out my lord and his friends, Harry , 

could not tell. He stoutly kept his promise to the Father of 

not prying, and if at midnight from his little room he heard , 

noises of persons stirring in the next chamber, he turned round 

to the wall and hid his curiosity under his pillow until he fe’V 
, asleep. Of course he could not help remarking that the priest’s ' 
Journeys were constant, ami understanding by a hundred signs 
that some active though secret business employed him : what this 
was may pretty well be guessed by what soon happened to 
my lord. 

No garrison or watch was put into Castle wood when my lord 
came back, but a guard was in the ullage; and one or other of 
them was always on the (been keeping a look-out on our great 
gate, and those who went out and in. Lockwood said that at 
night especially every person who came in or went out was 
watched by the outlying sentries. ’Twas lucky that, vr had a 
gate which their worships knew nothing about. My hud and 
' Father Hiflt must have made constant journeys at night: once or 
twice little Harry acted as their messenger and discreet little <>ide- 
dr-cantp. He remembers lie was bidden to go into the village 
with bis fishing-rod, enter certain houses, ask for a drink of water, 
and tell the good man, ‘there would be a horse-market at New¬ 
bury next Thursday,’ and so carry the same message oil to the 
next house on Ids list. 

He did not know what tin 1 message meant at the time ; nor ’ 
'what was happening: which may as well, however, for clearness’ 
sake, be explained here. The Prince of Orange being gone to Ire¬ 
land, where the King wms ready to meet him writb a great army, 1 
it was determined that a gnat rising of his Majesty’s party should ' 
take place in this country ; and my lord was to head the foree in . 
our county. Of late lie had taken a greater lead in affairs than 
before, having the indefatigable Mr. Holt at bis elbow, and my 
. Lady Viscountess strongly urging h\uf on ; and my Lord Sark being.,:: 
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,’ in the Tower a prisoner, and Sir Wihnot Crawley, of Queen’s 
r Crawley, having gone over to the Prince of Orange’ll side—my 
5 ; lord became the most considerable person in onr part of the county 
ftibr the affairs of the King. 

It was arranged that the regiment of Scots Greys and Dragoons 
! > then quartered at Newbury, should declare for the King on a cer- 
/ tain day, when likewise the gentry affected to his Majesty’s cause . 
were to come in with their tenants and adherents to Newbury,, 
inarch upon the Dutch troops at Reading under Ginckel; and, 

. these overthrown, and their indomitable little master away in Ire- 
’ land, ’twas thought that our side might move on London itself,, 

; and a confident victory was predicted for the King. 

V As these great matters were in agitation, my lord lost liis list¬ 
less manner and seemed to gain health ; my lady did not scold < 
him, Mr. Holt came to and fro, busy always ; and little Hanjy.. 
longed to have been a few inches taller, that he might draw a/ 
sword in this good cause. 

One day, it must have been about the month of July 1690, 
my lord, in a great horseman’s coat under''which llarrv could see 
the shining of a stool breastplate he had on, called little Harry to 
him, put the hair off the child’s forehead, and kissed him, and bade 
God bless him in such an affectionate way, as he never had used 
before. Father Holt blessed him too, and then they took leave of 
my Lady Viscountess, who came from her apartment with a pocket- 
h and kerchief to her eyes, and bt r gentlewoman and Mrs. Tusher 
supporting her. 

k You are going to—to ride,’ says she—‘ Oh, that I might come 
too 1- but in my situation I am forbidden horse exercise.’ ' 

‘We kiss inv Lady Marchioness's hand/ says Mr. Unit. 

‘ My lord, God speed you ! 5 she said, stepping up and embrac-' 
ing mv lord in a grand manner. ‘Air. Holt, 1 ask your blessing/, 
and she knelt down for that, whilst Mrs. Tusher tossed her head up. 

Mr. Holt gave the same benediction to the little page, who went 
down and held my lord’s stirrups for him to mount: there were two 
'servants waiting there too—and they rode out of GastJewood gate. 

As they crossed the bridge Harry could see an officer in scarlet 
ride up touching his hat, and address my lord. 

The party stopped, and came to some parley or discussion, 

. ‘which presently ended, my lord putting his horse into a canter 
after taking off his hat and making a bow to the officer who rode 
: alongside him step for step : the trooper accompanying him, falling 
v back, and riding with my lord’s two men. They cantered over 
- the Green, and behind the elms (my lord waving his hand Harry „ 
thought), and so they disappeared. 



38 THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND , 

, , '■> “ ‘ ^ "■ , 

* t . 

That evening we had a great panick, the cow-boy coming at 
milking-time riding one of our horses, which he had found grazing ■ 
, at the outer park wall. 

All night my Lady Viscountess was in a very quiet and sub-' ‘ 
ilucd ’mood. She scarce found fault with anybody ; she played at >■ 
cards for six hours ; little page Esmond went to sleep. He prayed ■“ 
for my lord and the good cause before closing his eyes. 

It was quite in the grey .of the morning, when the porter’s bell 
rang, and old Lockwood waking up, let in one of my lord’s ser- 
. vants, who had gone with him in the morning, and who returned 
with a melaucholy story. 

The officer who rode up to my lord had, it appeared, said to 
him, that it was his duty to inform his lordship that he was not 
under arrest, but under surveillance, and to inquest him not to 
ride abroad that day. 

My lord replied that riding was good for his health, that if the ' 
paptain chose to accompany him he was welcome, and it was then 
that he made a bow, and they cantered away together. 

When he came on to Wansey Down, my lord all of a sudden 
pulled up, and the party came to a halt at the cross-way. 

‘Sir,’ says he to the officer, ‘we are four to two ; will you be 
, so kind as to take that road, and leave me to go mine?’ 

4 Your road is mine, my lord,’ says the officer. 

‘Then--—’ says my lord ; but lie had no time to say rtiore, 
for the officer, drawing a pistol, snapped it at his lordship; as at 
the same moment, Father Holt, drawing a pistol, shot the officer 
through the head. 

It was done, and the man dead in an instant of time. The 
.orderly, gating at the officer, looked scared for a moment, and 
galloped away for his life. 

4 Fire ! lire !’ cries out Father Holt, sending another shot after 
■, the trooper, but the two servants were too much surprised to use 
: their pieces, and my lord calling to them to hold their hands, the 
. fellow got away. 

‘Mr. Holt, qui pensait ;l tout,’ says Blaise, ‘gets off bis horse, 

‘ examines the pockets of the dead officer for papers, gives 
his mopey to us two, and says, The wine is drawn, M. le 
Marquis,”—why did lie say Marquis to M. le Vicmnte ?— 44 wc 
c must drink it.” 

‘ The poor gentleman’s horse was a better one than that I rode,’ 
Blaise continues ; ‘ Mr. Holt bids me get on him, and so I gave a 
cut to Whitefoot, aud she trotted home. We rode on towards 
Newbury j we heard firing towards midday : at two o’clock a 
■, horseman comes up to us as we were*giving our cattle water at an 
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Iim—and says, all is done- The Ecossois declared an hour too 
soon—General Ginckel was down upon them. The whole thing 
was at an end. 

And we’ve shot an officer on duty, and let his orderly 
escape,” says my lord. 

‘“Blaise,” says Mr. Holt, writing two lines on his table-book, 
one for my lady, and one for you, Master Harry; “you must go 
back to Castlewood, and deliver these,” and behold me.’ 

And he gave Harry the two papers. He read that to himself, 
which only said, ‘Burn the papers in the cupboard, burn this. 
You know nothing about anything.’ Harry read this, ran upstairs 
to his mistress’s apartment, where her gentlewoman slept near to 
the door, made her bring a light and wake my lady, into whose 
hands he gave the paper. She was a wonderful object to look at 
in her night attire, nor had Harry ever seen the like. 

As soon as she had the paper in her hand, Harry stepped back 
to the Chaplain’s room, opened the secret cupboard over the fire¬ 
place, burned all the papers in it, and as he had seen the priest do 
before, took down one of his reverence’s manuscript scimons, and 
half burnt that in the brazier. By the time the papers weie quite 
destroyed, it was daylight, llarrv ran back to his mistress again. 
Her gentlewoman usheied him again into her ladyship’s chamber: 
she told him (from behind her nuptial curtains) to bid the coach 
be got ready, and that she would ride away anon. 

But the mysteries of her ladyship’s toilette wen* as awfully long 
on this day as on any other, and long after the coach was ready, 
my lady was still attiring herself. And just as the Viscountess 
stepped forth from her room, ready for departure, young Job 
Lockwood comes running up from the village with news that a 
lawyer, three officers, and twenty or four-and twenty soldiers, were 
marching thence upon the house. Job had but two minutes the 
start of them, and ere lie hail wadi told his story, the troop rode 
into our courtyard. 


CHAPTER VI 

THE ISSUE OF THE PLOTS— THE DKATJI OF THOMAS, THIRD 
VISCOUNT OK CASTLEWOOD ; \ND THE IMPRISONMENT OP 
HIS VISCOUNTESS 

At first my lady was for dying like Mary, Queen of Scots (to whom 
sne fancied she bore a resemblance in beauty), and, stroking liejr 
scraggy neck, said. ‘ They wdllffiud Isabel of Castlewood is equal to 
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her fate.* Her gentlewoman, Yicfcoire, persuaded her that her ; 
prudent course was, as she could not fly, to receive the troops as/s 
/though she suspected nothing, and that her chamber was the best i 
/place wherein to await them. So her black Japan casket whieji 
• Harry was to cany to the coach was taken back to her lady'/$ 
'ship’s chamber, whither the maid and mistress retired. Victotre'S^ 
came out presently, bidding the page to say her ladyship was ill/;/' 

' eon lined to her bed with the rheumatism. 

By tliis time the soldiers had reached Oastlewood. Harry// 
Esmond Haw them from the window of the tapestry parlour; a | 
couple, of sentinels were posted at the gate—a half-dozen more fi , 
walked towards the stable; and some others, preceded by their'y 
commander, and a man in black, a lawyer probably, were conducted / 
by one of the sen mils to the stair leading up to the part of the 
•house which my lord and lfidv inhabited. 

*, yg 

h So the flaptain, a handsome kind man, and the lawyer, came | 
through the anteroom to the tapestry parlour, and where now was 
'nobody but >oung Harry Esmond, the page. 

,, ‘Tell.your mistress, little mail, 8 says the Captain, kindly, ‘that 
we must speak to hei.’ 

‘My mistress is ill abed,’ said the page. 

1 What eomplaint lias she'?’ asked the Captain. 

The boy said ‘ rhe ihemnaiism 18 

i ‘ithoumatism ! that’s a sail complaint,’ contimus the good- 1 
natured Captain ; ‘and the coach is in the yard to letch the Doctor, , 

I suppose ? ’ 

. ‘ 1 don’t know,’ savs the bov. 

» 7 Kj •/ 

‘And how long lias her ladyship been ill?’ 

‘J don’t, know,’ says the boy. 

‘ When did my lord go away?’ 

‘Yesterday niirlit.’ 

, ‘With Father Holt V 

‘ ‘With Mr. Holt. 8 

‘And which way did they travel V ft*ks the lawyer. 

• ‘They travelled without me/ says the page. ■ 

o ‘We must see Lady Oastlewood.’ . 

‘I have orders that nobody goes in to her ladyship—she/ 
sick/ says the page : but at this moment Yietoirc came out. > 
/‘Hush !’ says she ; and, as if not knowing that any one was near,/ 
What’s this noise?’ says she ‘Is this gentleman the Doctor J’ : J 
/ ‘Stuff! we must see Lady Oastlewood/ says the lawyer| 
"pushing by. 

The curtains of her ladyship’s room were down, and the chamber 
’ (fork, and she was in bed with a nijjht-cap on her head, and propped0 
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up, by her pillows, looking none the less ghastly because of the red 
: which was still on her cheeks, and which she could not afford 
yto forgo. 

v',n ‘Is that'the Doctor?’ she said. 

■j,-'; f ? Thcre is no use with this deception, madam,’ Captain Westbury 
,',’said (for so he was named). ‘My duty is to arrest the person 
-v.tbf Thomas, Viscount Oastlewood, a non-juring peer—of Robert 
’ Tuslier, Vicar of Castlewood, and Henry Holt, known under 1 
various other names and designations, a Jesuit-]triest, wlio officiated 
, as chaplain here in the late king’s rime, and is now at the head of 
the consjikpe.y which was about to break out in this country against 
the authority of their Majesties King William and Queen Mary— 
and my orders are to search the house for such papers or traces of 
. the conspiracy as maybe found here. Your ladyship will please 
to give me your keys, and it will be as well for yourself that you 
should help us, in every way, in our search.’ 

‘You i-.ee, sir, that 1 have the rheumatism, and cannot move,’ 
said the lady, looking uncommonly ghastly as she sat lip in her 
hod, where however she, had had her cheeks painted, and a new 
cup put on, so that si in might at least look her best when the 
officers came. 

‘T shall take leave to place a sentinel in the chamber, so that 
your ladyship, in case you should wish to rise, may have an aim to 
lean on,’ Captain Weslhmy said. ‘Your woman will show me 
where 1 am to look and Madame Vietoire, chattering in her half 
French and hall English jargon, opened, while the Captain examined 
one drawer after another: but, as Hairy Esmond thought., rather 
carelessly, with a smile on his face, as if he was only conducting 
the examination for form’s sake. • 


Ucfore one of the cupboards Vietoire Hung herself down, stretch¬ 
ing out her arms, and with a piercing shriek cried, ‘Non, jamais, 
Monsieur Toflicirr! Jamais! 1 will rati i or die than let you see 
this wardiobc.’ 


Hut Captain vVcRtbury would open it, still with a smile on his 
face, which, when the box was opened, turned into a fair burst of 
daughter. It contained not papers regarding the conspiracy—but 
my lady’s wigs, washes, and rouge-pots, and Vietoire said men were 
1 monsters, as the Captain went on with his perquisition. He tapped 
the back to see whether or no it was hollow, and as he thrust his 
1 hands into ’the cupboard, my lady from her bed called out with 
a voice that did not sound like that of a very sick woman : ‘Is it 
* .jour commission to insult ladies us well as to arrest gentlemen, 

• Captain ? ’ 

*’ These articles are only dangerous when worn by your ladyship*’ 
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, the Captain said with a low bow, and a mock grin of politeness. 

* I have found nothing which concerns the Government as yet—• 
only tiie weapons with which beauty is authorised to kill/ says he, 
pointing to a wig with his sword-tip. ‘We must now proceed to 
search the rest of the house.’ . >; 

‘ You are not going to leave that wretch in the room with mo/ 

_ cried my indy, pointing to the soldier. 

‘ What can I do, madam ? Somebody you must have to smooth 
youi pillow and bring your medicine —permit me-’ 

‘Sir ! ’ screamed out my lady. 

4 Madam, if you are too ill to leave the bed/ the Captain then 
said, rather sternly, ‘1 must have in four of my men to lift you 
ofF in the sheet. : I must evunino this hod, in a word ; papers 
may bo hidden in a bed as elsewhere ; we know that very well, 
and * * 

Here it was her ladyship's turn to shriek, for the Captain, wiCi 
his fist shaking Hie pillows and bolsters, at last came to ‘burn.’ as 
they say in the play of forfeits, and wmiching away one of the 
pillows, said, ‘Look! did not I tell you so? Here is a pillow 
stufle,d with paper.’ 

‘Smm villain has brtiayed us/ cried out my lady, sitting up in 
the bed, showing Jut,- elf full diessed under her nigh! rail. 

‘Anl now vour ladv.-dup can move 1 am sure| permit me 
to give you my hand to rise. You will have to travel for some 
distance, as far as flexion Castle to-night. Will you have your 
Coach 1 Your woman shall attend you if 3011 like -and the 
,japan-box 1 ’ 

‘Sir ! You don't strike a man when lie is down,’ said my la,dv, 
with some dignity : ‘can you not spare a woman 

‘Your ladyship must please to rise and let me search the bed/ 
said the Captain ; ‘ then 1 is no more time to Jose in bandying talk. 5 

And without more ado, the cauiit old woman got up. llarrv 
Esmond recollected to the end of his life that liguie, with the 
brocade diess and the, white night, rail, and the gold-clocked red 
stockings, and white red-heeled shoes sitting up in the bed, and 
stepping down from it. The trunks were ready packed for „ 
departure in her anteroom, and the horses ready harnessed in the 
stable: about all which the Captain seemed to know, by informa¬ 
tion got fiom some quarter or other; and, whence, Esmond could ! 
make a pretty shrewd guess in after times, when Dr. Tushor com- , 
plained that King William’s Government had basely treated him./;: 
for services done in that cause. ’ n < 

% And here he may relate, though lie was then too young to know 
all that was happening, what Jjffc papers contained, of which 
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Captain Westbury bad made a seizure, and which papers had been 
transferred from the japan-box to the bed when the officers arrived. 

There was a list of gentlemen of the county In Father Holt’s 
handwriting,—Mr. Freeman’s (King James's) friends,—a similar 
paper being found among those of Sir John Fenwick and Mr. 
Coplestone who suffered death for this conspiracy. 

There was a patent conferring the title of Marquis of Esmond 
oil my Lord Castlewnod, and the heirs male of his body ; his ap¬ 
pointment as Lord Lieutenant of the Conntv, and Major-General A 

There were various letters from the nobility and gentry, some 
ardent and some doubtful, in the King’s service ; and (very luckily 
for him) two letters concerning Colonel Francis Esmond : one from 
Father llolt, which said, £ I have been to see this Coluncl at his 
house at Walcote near to Wells, where he resides since the King’s 
departure, and pressed him very eageily in Mr. Fiecmnn’s cause, 
showing him the great advantage he would have by trading with 
that merchant, offering him largo premiums then 1 as agreed 
between us. ihit he says no: he considers Mr. Fieoman the head 
of the firm, will never trade against him or embark with any other 
trading company, but considers his duty was done when Mr. Free¬ 
man left England. Tins Colonel seems to care more for his wife 
and his beagles than for affairs. He asked me much about young 
H. E., “that ba.itnid " as he called him: doubting my lord’s 
intentions respecting him. I reassured him on this head, stating 
what 1 knew of the lad, and our intentions respecting him, but 
with regard to Freeman lie was inttexibh.’ 

And another letter wars fioni Colonel Esmond to his kinsman, 
to say that one Captain Holton had been with lmu ottering .him 
large bribes to join you /.how v'ho, and saying that the head of 
the home of Casthuvood was deeply engaged in that quarter. Hut 
for ids part he had broke his sword when the K, left the country, 
and would never again light in that quarrel. The F. of O. was a 
man, at least, of a noble courage, and bis duty and, as he thought, 
every Englishman’s, was to keep the country quiet, and the French 
out of it: ami, in line, that he would have nothing to do with 
the scheme. 

Of the existence of these tw r o letters and the contents of the 


1 To haw: Ibis rank of .Marquis restored iu the family had always been 
iny Lady Yiscoimtc-s’s ambition : and her old maiden aunt, Barbara 
Topham, the goldsmith’s daughter, dying about, tins time, and leaving 
all her proputy to Lady Cast lew ood, I bare beard that hei ladyship sort 
[almost the whole, of the money to King Janies, a proceeding which so 
irritated my Lord Castlewnod Ilia! he actually went to the parish church, 
and was only appeased by the JVWquis’s title which bis exiled MajestJ 
sent to him in return for tho Xlb,000 his faithful subject lent him. 



u the history of hen$y Esmond v * . ‘;';.-; v :3 


1 


pillow, Colonel Frank Esmond, who became Viscount 
told Henry Esmond afterwards, when the letters were shown to; 
hia lordship, who congratulated himself, as lie had good reason," 
that he had not joined in the scheme which proved so fatal to 
many concerned in it. Hut, naturally, the lad knew little about 
these circumstances when they happened under his eyes : only; 
being aware that his patron and his mistress were in some trouble; 
which had caused the flight, of tin* one, and the apprehension of the 
other by the officers of King William. 

The seizure of the papers effected, the gentlemen did not pursue 
their further search through (Jastie-wood House very rigorously. 
They examined Mr. Holt’s room, being led thither by his pupil, 
who showed, as the Father had bidden him, the place where the 
key of his eh am be i lav, opened the door for the gentlemen, and 
conducted them into the room. 

When llu- gentlemen came to the half-burned papers in tin? 
brazier, tiny examined them eagerly enough, and their young 
guide was a little amused at their perplexity. 

‘ What are these ?’ says one. 

‘They’re written in a foreign language,’ says the lawyer. 

‘ What are you laughing at, little whelp V adds he, turning round 
v j In' saw tile boy smile. 

‘Mr. Holt said they were seiinoiss,’ Harry said, ‘and bade me 
to burn them ? which indeed was true of those papers. 

‘Sermons indeed - it's heusoti, I would lay a wager,’ cries the 
lawyer. 

‘ Egad ! it's (Jicck to me,’ t>siys Captain Westbury. ‘Can you 
read it, little bov ? ’ 

‘Vis, sir, a little,’ Harry said. 

‘Tin'll read, and read m English, sir. on your peril,’ said the 
lawyer. And Harry began to translate : 

* Until not one of your own wnteis said, “ The children of Adam 
are now labouring as much as he himself ever did, about the tree 
of the know-ledge of good and evil, shaking the boughs thereof, and 
seeking the fruit, being for the most paifc unmindful of the tree of 
life,” O blind generation ! ’tis this tree of knowledge to which 
the serpent has led you’—and here the boy was obliged to stop, 
the rest of the page, being charred by the lire : and asked of the 
lawyer—‘Shall 1 go on, sir l ’ 

The lawyer said—‘Tins boy is deeper than lie seems: who 
knows that lie is not laughing at us ? ’ 

‘Let’s have in Dick the Scholar,’ cried Captain Westbury, laugh¬ 
ing : and lie called to a trooper out of the window—‘ Ho, Dick, 
come in here and construe,’ • * 
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A thick-set soldier, with a square good-humoured face, came in ; ^.t 
at the summons, saluting his officer. , ' 

If: ‘ Tell us what is this, Dick,’ says the lawyer. 

; *My name is Steele, sir,’ says the soldier. ‘I may he Dick for '<’} 
my friends, but I don't name gentlemen of your cloth amongst if 
them. 1 ? 1 

' ‘ Well then, Steele.’ 

‘Mr. Steele, sir, if you please. When you address a gentleman , J i 
of his Majesty’s Horse (Juards, be pleased nut to be so familiar.’ » 

‘ I didn’t know, sir,’ said the lawyer. 

‘flow should you? I take it you aic not accustomed to meet •- 
with gentlemen,’ says the trooper. 


£ n 


‘Hold thy prate, and read that bit of paper,’ says Wosthury. 
! ’Tis Latin,’ says Dick, glancing at it, and again saluting 


his 


officer, ‘and from a sermon of Mr. Oudwortli’s,’ and he translated \ 
the words pretty much as Henry Esmond had rendered them. ■ 
‘Wliat a young scholar you are !’ says the Captain fo the boy. 

‘ Depend on’t, he knows nune than lie tells,’ sa>s the lawyer. 

‘I think we will pack him olf in the coach with old Jezebel.’ 

‘For construing a bit of Latin V said the Captain, very good- C 
naturedly. ' 

*1 would as lief go there as am where,’ Harry Esmond said, > 
simply, ‘for there is nobody to care for me.’ 4 

There must hate been something touching in the child’s voice, Y 
or in this description of his solitude—for the Captain looked at '* 
him very good-naturedly, and the tioi.per, called ISteelc, put liis . 
hand kindly on the lad’s head, and said some words in the Latin .! 
ton gi k\ 

n s 

‘ What does he say V says the lawyer. • 

‘ Faith, ask Dick himself,’ cried Captain Westbuiy. * 

* 1 said l was not ignorant of misfortune- myself, and had learned 
to succour the miserable, and that’s not //occ trade, JNlr. Sheepskin, 1 •, 
said the troopin’. 

‘You had bettor leave Dick the Scholar alone, Air. Corbet,’ the \ 
Captain said. And Harry Esmond, always touched bv a kind face ^ 
and kind word, felt very grateful to this good-natured champion. 

The horses were by this time harnessed to the coach; and the / 
Countess and Yictoire came down and were put into the. vehicle, 
This woman, who quarrelled with Harry Esmond all day, was 
melted at parting with him, and called him ‘dear angel,’ and ‘poor 
infant,’ and a hundred other names. 

i The Viscountess giving him her lean hand to kiss, bade him 
always be faithful to the house of Esmond. ‘If evil should 
lhappen to my lord,’ says she,his successor I trust will be found, 
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; and give you protection. Situated as I am they will not dare 
wreak their vengeance on me now.* And .she kissed a medal she 
*■ wore with great fervour, and Henry Esmond knew not in the least?" 

■ whut her moaning was ; but hath since learned that, old as she ,f 
was, she was for ever expecting, by the good offices of saints and 
relics, to have an heir to the title of Esmond. „ 

f, Harry Esmond was too young to have been introduced into thej| 
’’secrets of politicks in which his patrons were implicated; for they': 
,put buL few questions to the boy (who was little of stature, and: ’ 
looked much younger than his age), and such questions as they 
put lie answered cautiously enough, and professing even more 1 
ignorance than he had, for which his examiners willingly enough 
gave him credit. He did not say a word about the window or the 
cupboard over the lire pi ace; and these secrets quite escaped the 
•eyes of the searchers. .. 

So then my lady was consigned to her coach, and sent off to 
Hexton, wi.h her woman and the man of law to bear her company, , 
a couple of tioopers liding on either side of the coach. Ami JIary \ 

, was left behind at the Hall, belonging as it were to nobody, and 
quite alone in the woild. The captain and a guard of men 
remained in possession there; and the soldiers, who were very 
good-natured and kind, ate my hud's mutton and drank his wine, 
and made themselves coin fori a hie, as they well might d<> in such 
, pleasant, quartern. 

The captains had their dinner served in my lord’s tapestry 
parlour, and poor little Hairy thought his duly was to wait upon ' 
Captain Westbury’s chair, as his custom had been to serve his lord 
when he sat there. 


After The departure of the Countess, Dick the Scholar took 
Harry Esmond under his special pioleetion, and would examine 
him m his humanities and lalk to him bolh of French and Latin, 
in which tongues the. lad found, and his new friend was willing 
enough to acknowledge, that lie, was even moie proficient than 
Scholar I)iek. Hearing that he had learned them from a Jesuit, 
in the praise of whom and whoso goodness Harry was never tired 
of speaking, Dick, rather to the boy’s surprise, who began to have 
an early shrewdness, like many eliildum bred up alone, showed a 
great deal of theological science, and knowledge of the points at 
issue between the two churches ; sn that he and Harry would 
; have hours of controversy together, in which tlio boy was certainly 
worsted by the arguments of this singular trooper. ‘ I am no 
common soldier,’ Dick would say, and indeed it was easy to see by 
lga learning, breeding, and many accomplish incuts, that he was 
not—‘ I am of one of the most anciSnt families in the empire; 
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'have had myieducation at a famous school, and a famous waver-* 
: sityj I learned my first rudiments of ( Latin near to SmilUfield, in,: 
^London, where the martyrs were roasted.’ *■ 

%■ ‘You hanged as many of ours,’ interposed Harry; ‘and, for: 
xfhe matter of persecution, Father Holt told me that a young 
ygenticmau of Edinburgh, eighteen years of age, student at the ; 
College there, was hanged for heresy only last year,- though hp*- 
^recanted, and solemnly asked puidon lor his errors.' 

‘Faith! there lias been too much persecution on both sides;’? 
'‘but ’twas you taught us.’ 

I' ‘Nay, ’twas the Pagans began it,’ cried the lad, and began tp,\. 
’instance a number of saints of the Uhurch, from the protomartyr 1 
-downwards—‘this one’s lire went out under him; that one’s oil", 
' cooled in the cauldron : at a third holy head the executioner 
: chopped three times and it would not come off Show us nmityrs 
'^iti your church for whom such miracles have been done.’ 

' ‘Nav,’ says the trooper gravely, ‘the miracles of the Hist three 
centuries belong to iny church as well as yours, Master Papist,*? 
and then added, with something of a smile upon his countenance, 
and a queer look at Harry—‘And >et, my little catechir-ev, I have 
sometimes thought about those miracles, that there was not much 
good in them, since the victim’s head ahva\s finished by coming 
off'at the third or fourth chop, and the cauldron if it did not boil 
one day, boiled the next. Ilowbcit, in our times, the Church has 
lost that questionable advantage of respites. Them v as never a 
shower to put out Pidivy’s fire, nor an angel to turn the edge of 
Campion's axe. The rack hue the limbs of Southwell the .Jesuit 
and Symp,son the Protestant alike. For faith, oxerywhcie multi¬ 
tudes die w ill in idy enough. I have read in Monsieur •Pycant’s 
J/isfuriy of the Turks, ol‘thousands of Mahomet’s followers rushing 
upon death in battle as upon certain Paradise, and in the great 
Mogul’s dominions people fling themselves by hundreds under the 
cars of the idols annually, and the widows burn tbemsehea on 
^ their husbands’ bodies, as ’tis well known. ’Tis not the dying for 
. a faith that's so hard, Master Harry—every man of every nation 

- has done that—’tis the living up to it that is difficult, as I know 
to my cost,’he added with a sigh. ‘And ah!’ he added, ‘my 
poor lad, I am not strong enough to convince thee by my life—- 
though to die for my religion would give me the greatest of joys— 

- hut I had a dear friend in Magdalen College in Oxford ; I wish 
, Joe Addison were here to convince thee, as ho quickly could—-for 

I -think he’s a match for the whole College of Jesuits ; and what’s 
, more, in his life too.- In that very sermon of Doctor Cudwurlh ’4 
, which your priest w r aa quoting from, and which suffered martyrdom 
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r ',jn the brazier,’ Dick added with a smile, ‘I bad a thought of 
"wearing the black coat (but was ashamed of my life you see, and 
took to this sorry rod one)—I have often thought of Joe Addison 
"—Doctor Cud worth says {t A good conscience is the best looking-ji 
glass of heaven ” —and there’s a serenity in my friend’s faca/* 

■ which always reflects it—-I wish you could sec him, Harry.’ 

‘ Did he do you a great deal of good ? ’ asked the lad, simply, -r 

5 He might have done,’ said the other- -‘at least he taught me 
to see and approve better things. 5 Tis my own fault, deter fora 
seijui.’ 

‘ You seem very good,’ the hoy said. ■ * 

‘ I '111 not wliat E Kttem, alas 1 " answered tlie trooper—and indeed, 
as it turned oul, poor Dick toll tin* truth - for that very night, at 
supper in the ha.ll, where the gentlemen of the troop took their 
repasts, and passed most part of their days dicing and smoking of 
tobacco, and singing and cursim:, over the (\i-stlewood ale- -HarfjP~ 

■ Esmond found Dick the Scholar in a woful state of drunkenness. ' 
He hiccupped out a sermon; and his laughing companions bade him 
sing a hymn, on which Dick, swearing he would run the scoundrel* 
through the body who insulted his religion, made for his sword, 
which was hanging on the wall, and fell down flat on the floor 
under it, saying to Harry, who ran forward to help him, ‘All, 
little Papist, 1 wish Joseph Addison was here.’ 

'Though the troopers of the King’s Lifegwaids were all gentle¬ 
men, yet the ie4 of the gentlemen seemed ignorant and vulgar 
boors to Harry Esmond, with the exception of this good-natured 
Corporal Steele the Scholat, and Captain Westhury and Lieutenant 
Tran+, who were always kind to the lad. They remained for some 
weeks of months encamped m ('ustlew nod, and Harry learned from 
them, from time to time, hmv the lady at Hex ton Castle was 
treated, and the particulars of her confinement there. : Tis known, 
that King William w r as disposed io deal very leniently with the 
gentry who umiained faithful to the old king’s cause; and no 
prince usurping a crown, us his enemies said he did (righteously 
1 taking it as I think now), ever caused less blood to be shed. As* 
for women conspirators, lie kept spies on the least dangerous, and 
locked up the others. Lady Oastlcwood had the best rooms in . 
, IlexLm Castle, and the gaoler’s garden to walk in; and though 
she repeatedly desired to be led out to execution, like Mary Queen 
«<f Scots, there never w as any thought of taking her painted old ■ 
head off, or any desire to do aught but keep her person in security, >. 

And it appeared si a- found that some were friends in her mis¬ 
fortune, whom she had, in her prosperity, considered as her worst ■ 
enemies. Colonel Francis Esmond? my lord’s cousin and her lady-- 
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ship’s, who had married the Dean of Winchester’s (laughter, and 
. since King James’s departure out of England, had lived not very, 
; far stway from Hex ton town, hearing of his kinswoman’s sti ait, and' 
* being friends with Colonel Brice, commanding for King William 
■in Hexton, and with the church dignitaries there, came to visit’ 
-dpr ladyship in prison, offering to his uncle’s daughter any friendly 
fpervices which lay in his power. And ho hi ought, his lady and 
i little daughter to see the prisoner, to the hitter of w 1mm, a child 
/of great beauty, and many winning ways, the old Viscountess took 
’ not a little liking, although between her ladyship and the child’s 
>mother there was little more love than forint rly. There are some, 
injuries which women never forgive one another : and Madame’ 
^Francis, Esmond, in marrying her cousin, had done one of those 
Brretricvahle wrongs to Lady Castlevuod. But as she was now 
humiliated, and in misfortune, Madame Francis could allow a tiuce 
to her enmity, and could be kind for a while, at least, to her, 
husband’s discarded mistress. Ho the little Beatrix, her daughter, 

. was permitted often to go and visit the impiboned Yn count css,' 
'who, in so far as the child and its father weie concerned, got. to 
abate in her anger lowaids that biamli of the Cnstlcwood family. 
And, the letters of Colonel Ksmut d coining to light, as has been 
said, and his conduct being known to the King’s council, the 
Colonel was put m a better position with the existing govonninit 
than be lud ever before been ; any suspicions regaiding liis loyalty 
were entirely done away ; and so be was enabled to be of moie 
service to his kinswoman than lie could otherwise have been. 

And now then* befell an event, by whidi tins ladvueovmd her 
liberty, and the house of Custlewocd got a new owner, and father¬ 
less little Harry Esmond a new and most kind proie< tor and friend.* 
Whatever that secret was which llaviy was to,hear Item my lend, 
the boy never beard it; for that night when Fatln i Holt anived, 
and carried my lord away with him, was the last on winch Harry • 
ever saw his patron. What happened to my loid may he briefly 
told here. [laving found tins horses at the place whole they were 
lying, my lord and Father Holt rode together to Chatteris, vheie 
"/they had temporary refuge with one of the Father’s pi intents in 
d;hat city ; but the pursuit being hot for tin m, and the reward for 
■ the apprehension of one or the other considerable, it was deemed 
advisable that they should separate; and the priest betook himself 
: to other places of retreat known to him, whilst my lord passed over 
\from Bristol into Ireland, in which kingdom King .James had a 
, eourfc and an army. My ]j)rd was but a small addition to this ;' 

> bringing, indeed, only his sword and the few pieces in his pocket; but 
the King received him with some kindness and distinction, in spite 


, ‘ -i'J S J , 



SO - ' THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND „ 

\o£ hk poor plight, confirmed hira in his new title of Marquis, gave 
! him a regiment, and promised him further promotion. But titles 
or promotion were not to benefit him now. My lord was wounded 
' at the fatal battle of the Boyne, living from which field (long after- 
his master had set him an example), he lay for a while coucealcd iu ;, s 
the marshy country near to the town of Trim, and more froig^ 
catarrli and fever caught in the bogs than from the steel of the;]; 
enemy in the battle, sank and died. May the earth lie light upon s 
Thomas of Castle wood ! He who writes this must speak in charity, 
though this lord did him and his two grievous wrongs : for one of 
’ these he would have made amends, perhaps, had life been spared • 
him ; but the other lay beyond his power to repair, though ’tia to • 
be hoped that a greater l\»wer loan a priest has absolved him of it.' 
He got the comfort of this absolution, too, such as it was: a priest , 
of Trim writing a letter to my lady to inform her of this calamity. , 

But in those days letters were slow of travelling, and our priest’s > 
took two months nr more on its journey from Ireland to England : 
where, when it did arrive, it did not find my lady at her own house ; 
she was at the King’s house of llextou Castle when the letter came 
to Oasllcwond, but it was opened for all that by the officer in 
command there. 

Harry Knmoud well remembered the receipt, of this letter, which 
Lockwood brought in as Captain West bury and Lieutenant Trant 
were on the (Been playing at bowls, young Esmond looking on at 
'the spoil or reading his book iu the arbour. 

‘Here's news for Frank Esmond,’ snj\s Captain Westlmry; 
‘Harry, did you ever see Colonel Esmond And Captain West- 
bm v looked very hard at the boy as lie spoke. 

% 1 fairy saiil lie had seen him but once when he was at Hcxton, 

at the ball then 1 . 

‘And did he soa anything?’ 

‘lie said what 1 don’t rare to repeat,’ Hairy answered. For lie 
was now twelve years of age ; lie knew' what his birth Was and the 
disgrace of it; ami lie, felt no love towaids the man who had most 
likely stained his mother's honour ami his own. 

‘ Did you love my Lord Castle wood V 

‘ I wait until I know my mother, sir, to say,’ the boy answered, 
his eyes filling with tears. 

‘ Something has happened to Lord Casllcwooil,’ Captain West¬ 
lmry said in a very grave torn. — ‘ something which must happen to . 
us all. He is dead of a wound received at the Boyne, fighting for 
; King dames.’ 

. ‘I am glad my lord fought for the right cause,’ the boy said. 

‘ It was better to meet death on* the field like a man, than face 
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it on Tower Hill, as some of them may,’ continued Mr. Westbury. ! 
‘ I hope he has made some testament, or provided for thee some- r, 
how. This letter says, he recommends unicum filium svvm ctilec - 
tissimum to his lady. I hope lie has left you more than that. 5 

Harry did not know, lie said. lie was in the hands of Heaven , 
and Fate ; hut more lonely now, {is it seemed to him, than he had 
*been all the rest of his life; and that night, as he lay in his little , 
room which he still occupied, the boy thought with a many pang 
of shame and grief of his strange and solitary condition :—how he 
had a father and no father; a nameless mother that had been 
brought to ruin, perhaps, by that very father whom Hairy could, 
only acknowledge in secret and with a blush, and whom he could 1 
neither love nor revere. And lie sickened to think how Father 
Holt, a stranger, and two or three suldicis, hi* acquaintances of the 
last six weeks, were the only friends he had in the great wide 
world, wlieio he was now quite alone. The soul of the boy w T as 
full of love, and he longed as he lav in the darkness then 1 for some 
one upon whom he could bestow it. He reiuembeis, and must to 
his dying day, the thoughts and tears of that long night, the hours 
tolling thiough it. Who was he and what? Why here lather 
than clxewheie? I lave a mind, lie thought, to go to that 
priest at Trim, and find out. what my lather said to him on his 
death-bed con lesion, is there any child in the whole world so 
unprotected as I am ? Shall 1 get. lip and quit this place, and run 
to Ireland 'i With these thoughts-and teais the lad passed that 
night away until he wept himself to sleep. 

The ne\t, day, the gentlemen of the guard who had hoard what 
had befallen him were more than usually kind to the child, 
(■specially his friend Scholar Hick, who told him aboul,*his own 
father’s death, which had happened when Dick was a child at 
Dublin, not quite t.ve \eurs of age. ‘That was the fust sensation 
of grief, 5 Dieiv said, ‘1 ever knew. 1 remember I went into the 
room when' his body lay, and my mother sate weeping beside it. 

I had my battledore in my hand, and fell a-beatiug the coffin, and 
calling Daps ; on which my mother caught me in her arms, and 
told me in a flood of tears Rapa could not hear me, and would play 
w T ith me no more, for they were going to put him under ground, 
whence lie could never come to us again. And this,’ said Dick 
kindly, ‘has made me pity all children ever since; and caused me 
to love thee, my poor fatherless, motherless lad. And if ever thou 
wantest a friend, thou slmlt have one in Richard Steele.’ 

- Harry Esmond thanked him, and was grateful. But what could 
Corporal Steele do for him 1 —take him to ride a spare horse, and be. 
servant to the troop ? Thoujfh there might be a bar iu Harry 
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^Esmomrs shield, it was a noble one. The - counsel of the two, 
^friends was, that little Harry should stay wlierc he was, and abide, 
yJbis fortune : so Esmond stayed on at Oastlcwood, awaiting with no/* 
Admail anxiety the fate, whatever it was, which was over him. , v 
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1 AM LIFT AT i , \KJ'Li:\V<>or> AN olU’FIAN, AND FIND MOST 
KIND ri’vOTRCTOns TJCLKK 

; Ddutno the stay t«f the soldiers in Castlewood, honest Dick the 1 
s -Scholar was the constant companion of the lonely little orphan/ ■ 
.lad Harry lAtumid : and they read together, and they played* 

,bowls together, and when the other troopers or their officers, who 
/Were frce->pokeu over their cups (as was the way of that day, - 
when neither men nor women were over-nice), talked unbecomingly - 
of their amours and gallantries before tlie child, Dick, wdto very 
, likely was setting the whole company laughing, would stop their 
M jokes with a nn i.iima ilrhdur purrix irrrrrniin , and once ottered 
to lug out against another tmuper ealh‘d Hulking Tom, who 
wanted to ask Hairy Esmond a nhald question. 

Also, Pi<*k M'eing that tiie chi Id had, as he said, a sensibility 
. above his years, and a gre.it and piaiscwortliy discretion, confided 
to Harry his love for a. vintner’s daughter, near to the Tollyard, , 
Westminster, whom 1 >iek addrcssed as Saccharissa in many verses , 
of his composition, and without whom lie said it would be 
impossible that he could continue to live. lie vowed this a • 
thousand times in a day, though Harry smiled to see the lovelorn 
swain had his health and appetite as w r ell as the most heart-whole / 
trooper in tiie regiment ■ and he swore Harry to secrecy too, y r 
■which vow the lad religiously kept, until lie found that officers. 

' and privates were all taken into Dick’s contidence, and had the /, 
/benefit of his verses. And it must be owned likewise that while// 
Pick w r as sigliiug after Saccharissa in London, lie had consolations ,/ 
in the country: for there came a wench out of Castlewood village A 
* had washed his linen, and who cried sadly when she heard he / 
was gone : and without paying her bill too, which Harry Esmond-^ 
■-took upon himself to discharge by giving the girl a silver pocket-// 
piece, which Scholar Pick had presented to him, when with’/, 
jonauy embraces and prayers for his prosperity Dick parted from / 
him, the garrison of Castle wood bldng ordered away. I)iek the / 
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Scholar said he would l^ever forget his young friend, nor indeed 
did he: and Harry was sorry when the kind soldiers vacated 
Castlewood, looking forward with no small anxiety (for care and 
solitude had made him thoughtful beyond his years) to his fate 
when the new lord and lady of the house came to live there. lie 
had lived to be past twelve years old now ; and bad never had a 
friend, save this wild trooper perhaps, and Father Holt; and had 
a fond and affectionate heart, tender to weakness, that would fain 
attach itself to somebody, and did not seem at rest until it had 
found a friend who would take charge of it. 

The instinct which led Harry Esmond to admire and love the 
gracious person, the fair apparition of wlm.se beauty and kindness 
had so moved him when he first beheld her, became soon a devoted 
affection and passion of gratitude which entirely filled liis young 
heart, that as yet, except in the case of dear Father Hull, had 
had very little kindness for which to be thankful. 0 Dm eerie, 
thought he. remembering the lines out of the ^ En < is which Mr. 
Holt had taught him. There seemed, as the boy thought, in 
every look or gesture of this fair creature an angelical softness 
and bright pily in motion 01 repose she seemed gracious alike ; 
the tone of her voice, though she uttered words ever so trivial, 
gave him a pleasure that amounted almost to anguish. It cannot 
be called love, that a lad of twelve years of age, little more than a 
menial, felt for an exalted lady, his mistress . but if was worship. 
To catch her glance, to divine her errand and run on it before she 
had spoken it ; to watch, follow’, adore her ; became 1 bo business 
of his life. Meanwhile, as : s the wav often, his idol had idols of 
her own, and never thought of or suspected the admiration of her 
little pigmy adorer. * 

My lady had on her side her three idols : first and foremost, 
Jove and supreme ruler, was her Imd, Harry’s patron, the good 
Viscount of ('astlewood. All wishes of his were Jaws with her. 
Tf he had a headache, she was ill. if he frowned, she trembled. 
If be joked, she smiled and was charmed. Tf he went a-hnnting, 
she was always at the window to sec him ride away, her little son 
crowing on her arm, or on the watch till his return. She made 
dishes for his dinner : spiced his wine for him : made the toast for 
his tankard at breakfast : bushed the house when he slept in hie 
chair, and watched for a look when he woke. If my lord was not 
a little proud of his beauty, my lady adored it. She clung to his 
.arm as lie paced the terrace, her tw r o fair little hands clasped 


round his great one; her eyes were never tired of looking in his 
face and wondering at its perfection. Her little son was his son, 
and had his father’s look and curly brown hair. Her daughte? 
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Beatrix was his daughter, and had bis eyes—were there ever such" 
beautiful eyes in the world ? All the house- was arranged so as to 
bring him case and give him pleasure. She liked the small gentry > 
round about to come and pay him emirl ; never caring for ndmira- 
' tion for herself, those who wanted to he well with the lady must 
admire him. Not regarding her dress, she would wear a gowu to 
rags, because he had once liked it: and if he brought her a brooch ‘ 
or a ribbon would prefer it to all the most eostly articles of her 
wuidrobe. 

My lord went to Loudon every year lor six weeks, and the 
family being too poor to appear at Court with any figure, lie went 
alone. It was not until tie was out of sight that her face showed ‘‘ 
any sorrow : and what a joy when he came hack ! What prepara- ‘ 


tion before his ri turn ! The lbnd creature had his arm-chair at 


the chimney-side —delighting to put the children in it, and look at 
them there. Nobody took his place at the table ; but his silvVr 
taukard stood there as when my lord was present. 

A pretty sight it was to see, during my lord's absence, or on 
those many mornings when sleep or headache kept him abed, this 
fair young lady of Castlewoud, her little daughter at her knee, and ' 
her domestirks gathered round her, reading the Morning Prayer of 
the English Church. Esmond long remembered how she looked and 
spoke, kneeling reverently before the sacred book, the sun shining 
upon her golden hair until it. made a halo round about her. A 
dozen of the servants of the house kneeled in a line opposite their 
mistress, for a while llarrv E.-mnnd kept apait from these 
mysteries, but Doctor Tusher showing him that the prayers read 
were those of the Church of all ages, and the boy’s own inclination 
prompting him to be always as near as lie might to his mistress, 
and to think all things she did right, from listening to the prayers 
in the antechamber, lie came presently to kneel down with the 
rest of the household in the pnrloui ; and before a couple of years 
my lady had made a thorough convert. Indeed, the boy loved his 
eatechiser so much that he would have subscribed to anything she 
bade him, ami was never tired of listening to her fond discourse , 
and simple comments upon the, book which she read to him in a 
voice of which it was difficult to resist the sweet persuasion, and 
tender appealing kindness. This friendly controversy, and the 
intimacy which it occasioned, bound the lad more fondly than ever 
to his mistress. The happiest period of all his life was this; and 
the young mother, with her daughter and son, and the orphan lad 
whom she protected, read and worked and played, and were 
children together. If the lady looked forward—as what fond 
iVoraan does not?—towards the future, she had no plans from 
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which Harry Esmond was left out; and a thousand and a thousand 
times in his passionate and impetuous way lie vowed that no 
power should separate him from his mistress; and only asked for 
some chance to happen by which he might show his fidelity to her. 
Now, at the close of his life, as he sits and recalls in tranquillity 
the happy and busy scenes of it, he can think, not ungratefully, 
that he has been faithful to that early vow. Such a life is so 
simple that years may be chronicled in a few lilies. Hut few 
men’s life-voyages are destined to be all prosperous; and this calm 
of which we ate speaking was soon to come to an end. 

As Esmond grew, and observed lor himself, he found of 
necessity much to read and think of outside that fund circle of 
kinsfolk who had admitted him to join hand with them, lie read 
more books than they cared to study with him ■ was alone in the 
midst of them many a time, and passed nights ovei labours, futile, 
perhaps, but in which they could not join him. His dear mistress 
divined his thoughts with her usual jealous watchfulness of 
affection : began to forebode a time when he would escape from 
,his home-nest ; and, at his eager protestations to the contrary, 
would only sigh and shake her head. Ur lore those fatal decrees 
in life are executed there are always seciet previsions and warning 
omens. When everything yet seems calm, we are aware that the 
storm is coming. Ere the happy days were over, two, at least, of 
that home-party felt that they wore drawing to a close ; and were 
uneasy, and on the look-out for the cloud which was to obscure 
their calm. 

'Twas easy for Harry to see, however much his lady persisted 
in obedience and admiration for her husband, that niv lord tired 
of his quiet life, and grew weary, and then testy, at those gentle 
bonds xviili which his wife would have held him. As they say the 
(band L.un.i of Thibet is very much fatigued l»v his character of 
divinity, and yawns on his altar as lus bonzes kneel and worship 
him, many a home god grows heartily sick of the reverence with 
which his family-devotees pursue him, and sighs fbi freedom and 
for his old life, and to be. olf the pedestal on which liis dependents 
would have him sit for ever, whilst they adore him, and ply him 
with flowers, and lnnms, and incense, and flattery; so, after a 
few years of his marriage, my honest Lord (-us tie wood begun to 
tire; all the high-flown ruptures and devotional ceremonies with 
which his wife, his chief priestess, treated him, first sent him to 
sleep, and then drove him out of doors ; for the truth must be 
told, that my lord was a jolly gentleman with very little of the 
, august or divine in his nutur^, though his fond wife persisted iib 
fevering it,—and besides, lie had to pay a penalty for this love, 
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which persons of his disposition seldom like to defray : and, in a 
word, if he had a loving wife, had a very jealous and exacting one. 
Then he wearied of this jealousy : then he broke away from it; 
then came, no doubt, complaints and recriminations ; then, perhaps, 
promises of amendment not fulfilled; then upbraid ings not the 
more pleasant, because they were silent, and only sad looks and 
tearful eyes conveyed them. Then, perhaps, the pair reached that 
other stage which is not uncommon in married life when the 
woman perceives that the god of the honeymoon is a god no more; 
only a mortal like the rest of us,- -and so she looks into her heart, 
and lo ! van mi . svv/cs <t inama omnia. And now, supposing our 
lady to have, a fine genius and a brilliant wit of her own, and the 
magic spell and infatuation removed from her which had led her to 
worship as a god a very ordinary mortal- -and what follows % They 
live together, and they dine together, and they say ‘my dear 5 afcd 
‘ my love’ as heretofore ; but the man is himself, and the woman 
herself; that dream of love is over, as everything else is over in 
life ; as Mowers and fury, and griefs and pleasures an; over. 

Very likely the Indy (Justlewood had ceased to adore her 
husband herself lorn; before she got off her knees, or would allow 
her household to discontinue worshipping him. To do him justice, 
my lord never exacted this subservience : he laughed and joked, and 
drank his bottle, and swore when he was augry much too familiarly 
for any one pretending to sublimity , and did his best, to destroy 
the ceremonial with which his wile chose to surround him. And 
it required no great conceit on young Esmond’s part to see that his 
own brains were better than hi* patron’s, who, indeed, never 
assumed any ai-s of superiority over the lad, or over any dependent 
of Ins, s;fve when he was displeased, m which case he would express 
his mind, in oaths, very freely ; and who, on the contrary, perhaps, 
spoiled ‘ Parson Harry,’ as he called young Esmond, by constantly 
praising his parts, and admiring his boyish stock of learning. 

It may seem ungracious m one who has received a hundred 
favours from his patron to speak in any but a reverential manner 
of his elders ; but the present writer has had descendants of his 
own, whom he has brought up with as little as possible of the 
servility at present exacted by parents from children (under which 
tnask of duty there often lurks indifference, contempt, or rebellion): 
and as he would have his grandsons believe or represent him to be 
not an inch taller than Nature has made him; so, with regard to 
his past acquaintance.-, he would speak without anger, but with 
truth, as far as he knows it, neither extenuating nor setting down 
rfiught in malice. 

So long, then, as the world moved according to Lord Castle- 
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wood's wishes, he was good-humoured enough ; of a temper 
naturally sprightly and easy, liking to joke, especially with his 
inferiors, and charmed to receive the tribute of their laughter. 
All exercises of the body he could perform to perfection—shooting 
at a mark and flying, breaking horses, riding at the ring, pitching 
the quoit, playing at all games with great skill. And not only did 
he do these things well, but he thought he did them to perfection; 
hence lie was often tricked about horses which he pretended to 
know better than any jockey ; was made to play at ball and 
billiards by sharpers wdio look his money • and riunc back from 
London wofully poorer each time than lie wmt, as the state of 
his affairs testified, when the sudden accident came, by which his 
career was brought to an end. 

Ue was fond of I lie parade of dress, and passed as many hours 
daily at his toilet!as an eldeily coquette. A tenth part of liis 
day was spent in the brushing of his teeth and the oiling of his 
hair, which was curling and brown, and which lie did not like to 
conceal under a periwig, such as almost everybody of that time 
wore. (We have the liberty of our luur hack now’, but powder 
and pomatum along with it. When, I wondei, will these 
monstrous poll I axes of our age be withdrawn!, and men allowed to 
cany their eolouis, black, red, or grey, as Nature made them?) 
And as be liked her to be well dressed, his lady spared no pains in 
that matter to please him; indeed, she would dress hot head or 
cut it off if lie had bidden her. 

It was a wonder to young Esmond, serving as page to my lord 
and lady, to hear, day after day, to such company as came, the 
same' boisterous stories told bv my lord, at which his lady never 
failed to smile or hold down her head, and Doetoi Tuslu«r to burst 
out laughing at the* proper point, or ciy ‘Eye my lord, remember 
my cloth,' but with such a taint show of resistance, that it, only 
provoked my lord further. Lord (‘astlewood's stories rose by 
degrees, and became stronger after the ale at dinner and the bottle 
afterwards ; my lady always taking flight after the veiy Jirst glass to 
Church and King, and leaving the gentlemen to drink the rest of 
the toasts by themselves. 

And as Harry Esmond was her page, he also was called from 
duty at this time. ‘My lord lias lived in the army and with 
soldiers,’she W'ould S'iy to the lad, ‘amongst whom great licence is 
allowed You have had a diflererit nurture, and I trust these tilings 
will change as you grow older; not that any fault attaches to my 
lord, who is one of the best and most religious men in this kingdom.’ 
And very likely she believed so. Tis strange what a man may do, 
and a woman yet think him an angel. 




THE IUSTOBX OP HENitY ESMOND 


And as Esmond has taken truth for his motto, it must he 
owned, even with regard to that other, angel, his mistress, that she 
hud a fault of character, which flawed her perfections. With the ■ 
other sex perfectly tolerant and kindly, of her own she was ’ 
invariably jealous, and a proof that she had this vice is, that 
though she would acknowledge a thousand faults which she had not, 
tu this which she hud she could never he got to own. Hut if there ' 
came a woman with even a semblance of beauty to Caatlewood, she . 
was so sure to find out some wrong in her, that my lord, laughing 
in his jolly way, would often joke with her concerning her foible. 
Comely servant-maids might come for hire, but none were taken 
at Oastlewood. The housekeeper was old ; inv lady’s own waiting- 1 
woman squinted, and was marked with the small-pox; the i 
housemaids and scullion were ordinary country wenches, to whom 
Lady (Jastlewood was kind, as her nature made her tp everybody 
almost; but as soon as ever she had to do with a pretty woman, 
she was cold, retiring, and haughty. The. country ladies found ,■ 
this fault in her; and though the men all admired her, their wives 
and daughters complained of her coldness and airs, and said that 
Oastlewood was pleasant*')- in Lady .Jezebel’s time (as the dowager 
was calk'd) than at present. Some few were of my mistress’s side. 
Old Lady rdenkiiiMop -Joinline, who had been at court in King 
James the First’s time, always took her side ; and so did old 
Mistress Crook shank, ISLhop Crooksliank’s daughter, of ifexton, 
who, witli S' lne inoie of their like, pronounced mv lady an angel ; 
hut the pretty uoimm were not of tins mind ; and tin- opinion of 
the country was that my lord was tied to his wife's apron-strings, 
and that she nded over him. 


The sfeoml fight which Harry Esmond had, was at fourteen 
years of age, with J’.ryan Hawksliawg Sir John Hawksluiav’s son, 
of Jirnmblcbrook, who advancing this opinion that my lady was 
jealous, and henpecked my lord, put Harry into such a fury, that 
Harry fell on him, and with such rage, that the other hoy, who 
W’us two years older, and hv far bigger than he, had by far the 


worst of the assault, until it was interrupted by Doctor Tusher 
walking out of the dinner room. 


Hryan Huwkshaw g< t up, bleeding at the nose, having, indeed, 
been surprised, us many a stronger man might have been, by the 
!\y^ W mwwW. w\mVv\v\v. 


wO'hx'L i ‘"N vahY-.u-V 
And indeed he was 
1 TJastard or not,’ s; 
' ‘.couple of swords, and 
terrace to-night-’ 


oeggm\ s 'V stub, irmTheTyowVvs 
h’g enough. 

ikl the other, grinding his teeth, ‘I hnu' ! » 
ii jou like tu meet me, as a man, ou the 
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And here the Doctor coming lip, the colloquy of the young 
champions ended. Very likely, big as he was, Hawkshaw did not 
(tare to continue a fight with such a ferocious opponent as this 
had been. 


CHAPTER VIII 


A FT Ell GOOD J-’OllTUNK COM MS EVIL 


Since my Lady Mary Wortley Montagu brought home the custom 
of inoculation from Turkey (a perilous practice many deem it, and 
only a useless rushing into the jaws of dangei), I think the severity 
of the small-pox, that dreadful scourge of the world, lias somewhat 
been abated in our part of it; and remember in my time hundreds 
of the young and beautiful who have been carried to the grave, or 
have only risen from their pillows frightlully scarred and disfigured 
by this malady. Many a sweet face hath left its ruses on the bed, 
on which this dreadful and withering blight has laid them. In 
my early days this pestilence would enter a. village, and destroy 
half its inhabitants: at its appioaeli it may well be imagined 
not only that the beautiful but the strongest were alarmed, and those 
fled who could. One day, in the. year 1 GO 4 (I have good reason 
to remember it), Doctor Tusher ran into Oastlcwnod House, with 
a face of consternation, saying that the malady had made its 
appearance at the blacksmith's house in the. village, and that one 
of the maids theie was down in the small-pox. 

The blacksmith, besides bis forge and irons Ibr horses, had an 
alehouse for men, which his wife kept, and his company sate on 
benches before the inn door, looking at the. smithy while they drank 
their be r, r. Now, there was a pretty gill at this inn, the. landlord’s 
men called Nancy Hicvewright, a bouncing, fresh looking lass, 
whose face was as red as the hollyhocks over the pales of the 
garden behind the inn. At this time Harry Esmond was a lad of 
sixteen, and somehow in his walks and rambles it often happened 
that he fell in with Nancy Sievewrjglit’s bonny face ; if Ini did 
not want something done at the blacksmith’s, he would go and 
drink ale at the Three Oaatles, or find some pretext for seeing 
this poor Nancy. Poor thing, Harry meant or imagined no harm ; 
and she, no doubt, as little, blit the truth is they were always 
meeting—in the lanes, or by the brook, or at the garden-palings, 
or about Castlewood : it was, v ; Lord, Mr. Henry,’ and 1 How do you 
do, Nancy ? * many and many a time in the week. ’Tis surprising 
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the magnctick attraction which draws people together from ever 
so fan I blush as I think of poor Nancy now, in a red boddiee . 
and buxom purple cheeks and a canvass petticoat; and that I 
. devised schemes, and set traps, and made speeches in my heart, 
which X seldom had courage to say when in presence of that humble 
enchantress, who knew nothing beyond milking a cow, and opened 
'her black eyes with wonder when I made one of my fine speeches 
■ out of Waller or Ovid. Poor Nancy ! from the mist of far-off 
years thine honest country face beams out; and I remember thy ■ 
kind voice as if I had heard it yesterday. 

When Doctor Tushor brought the news that the small-pox was 
at the Throe Castles, whither a tram per, it was said, had brought 
the malady, Henry Esmond's fiist thought was of alarm for poor 
Nancy, and then of shame and disquiet for the Castlewood family, 
lest lie might have, brought this infection ; for the truth is that . 
Mr. Harry had been sitting in a back room for an hour that day, 
where Nancy Sievewright was with a little brother who complained 
of headache, and was lying stupified and crying, either in a chair 
by the corner of the fire, or in Nancy's lap, or on mine. 

Little Lady Beatrix screamed out at Dr. Tusbci’s news ; and 
my lord cried out, ‘Hod bless me! ’ He was a brave man and 
not afraid of death in any shape but this. lie was very proud of 
his pink complexion and lair hair- but the idea of death by small¬ 
pox seared him beyond all other ends, ■' We will take the children 
and ride away to-morrow to Walcote . ’ this was my lord's small 
house, inherited from his mother, near to Winchester. 

‘ That is the best refuge in case the disease spreads.' said Dr. 
Tushor. > # c ’Tis awful to think of it beginning at tin* alehouse. 

. Half the people <»f the village ha\e visited that to-day, or the 
blacksmiths, which is the same thing. My clerk Simons lodges 
with them - I urn never go into my reading-desk and have that 
fellow so near me. I won't have that man near me.’ 

‘If a parishioner dying in the small-pox sent to you, would you 
not go ? ’ asked my lady, lookiug up from her frame of work, with 
her calm blue eyes. 

‘ By the Lord, / wouldn’t,’ said my lord. 

‘We arc not in a impish country : and a sick man doth not 
. absolutely need absolution Mid confession,’ said the Doctor. ‘’Tis 
true they are a comfort and a help to him when attainable, and to 
be administered with hope of good. But in a case where the life ^ 
‘,of a parish-priest in the midst of his flock is highly valuable to 
..them, lie is not called upon to risk it (and therewith the lives, 
future prosiieets, and temporal, evea spiritual welfare of his own 
family) for the sake of a single person, who is not very likely in a, 
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condition even to understand the religious message whereof the 
priest is the bringcr—being uneducated and likewise stupified or 
delirious by disease. If your ladyship or his lordship, my excellent 
good friend and patron, were to take it * * * ’ 

‘God forbid ! ’ cried my lord. 

‘Amen/ continued J)r. Tnsher. ‘Amen to that prayer, my 
very good lord ! for for jour sake 1 would lay my life down ’•—and, 
to judge from the alarmed look of the Doctor’s purple face, you 
would have thought tliat that sacrifice was about to be called for 
instantly. 

To love children, and he gentle with them, was an instinct, 
rather than a merit, in Henry Esmond ; so much so, that he 
thought almost with a sort of shame of his liking for them, and 
of the softness into which it betrayed him ; and on this day the 
poor follow had not only had his young friend, the milkmaid’s 
brother, on his knee, but had been drawing pictures, and telling 
stories to tin- little Frank Castlewood, who had occupied the same 
place for an hour after dinner, and was never tired of Henry’s 
tales, and his pictmes of soldiers and horses. As luck would have 
it, Beatrix had not on that evening taken her usual place, which 
generally she was glad enough to have, upon her tutor’s lap. For 
Beatrix, from the earliest time, was jealous of every caress which 
was given to her little brother Frank. She would fling away even 
from the maternal arms, if she saw Frank had been there before 
her; insomuch that Lady Esmond was obliged not to show her 
love fin- her son in tin* presence of the little gill, and embrace one 
or the other alone. She would turn pah 1 and red with rage if she 
caught. rigns of intelligence or affection between Frank and his 
mother; would rit apart, ami not speak for a whole night* if she 
thought the hoy had a better fruit or a larger cake than hers; 
would fin nr away a ribbon if he had one; and from the earliest 
age, sitting up in her little chair by the great fireplace opposite 

to the corner where Lady Castlewood commonly sate at her 

embroidery, would utter infantine sarcasms about the favour showu 
to her brother. These, if spoken in the presence of Lord Castle 
wood, tickled and amused his humour ; he would pretend to love 
Frank best, and dandle and kiss him, and roar with laughter at 
Beatrix’s jealousy. But the truth is, my lord did not often witness 
these scenes, nor very much trouble the cpiict fireside at which his 
lady passed many long e\eniugs. My lord was hunting all day 
when the season admitted ; he frequented all the cock-fights and 
fairs in the country, and would ride twenty miles to see a main 
fought, or two clowns break their heads at a cudgelling match ; 

and he liked better to sit in hiS parlour drinking ale and punch 
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with Jack anti Tam, th&n hi his wife’s drawing-room ■ whither, if 
; he came, he brought only too often blood-shot eyes, a hiccupping 
- voice, and a reeling gait. The management of the house and the 
property, the care of the few tenants and the village poor, and , 
the accounts of the estate were in the hands of his lady and her . 
young secretary, Harry Esmond. My lord took charge of the" 
“stables, the kennel, and the cellar—and he filled this and emptied 
it too. 

So, it chanced that upon this very day, when poor Harry 
Esmond had had the blacksmith’s son, and the peer’s son, alike 
upon his knee, little Beatrix, who would come to her tutor willingly' 
enough with her book and her writing, had refused him, seeing the 
place occupied by her brother, and, luckily for her, had sate at the 
further end of the room, away from him, playing with a spaniel 
dog, which she had (and for which, by fits and starts, she would 
take a great affection), and talking at Harry Esmond over her 
shoulder, as she pretended to cares* the dog, saying, that Field 
would love her, and she would love Fido, and nothing blit Fido 
all her life. 

When then the news was brought that the little hoy at the t 
Three Castles was ill with the small-pox, poor Harry Esmond felt 
a shock of alarm, not so much for himself as for his misticss’s son, 
whom he might have brought into peril. Beatrix who had pouted 
sufficiently (and who whenever a stranger appeared began, from 
infancy almost, to play off little graces to catch his attention), her 
brotliei- being now r gone to bed, was for taking her place upon 
Esmond’s knee . for, though the, Doctor was very obsequious to 
her, she did not like him, because be had thick hoots and dirty 
hands (the pert young Miss said) and because she hated learning 
the catechism. 

But as she advanced towards Esmond from the corner where 
she had been sulking, he started back ami placed the great chair 
on which he was sitting between him ami her—saying in the 
French language to Lady (Jastlewood, with whom the young lad 
had read much and whom lie had perfected in this tongue— 

‘ Madam, the child must not approach me ; 1 must tell you that T 
was at the blacksmith’s to-day, and had his little buy upon my lap.’, 

‘Where you took my. son afterwards/ Lady (Jastlewood said, 
very angry and turning red. ‘ L thank you, sir, for giving him 
such company. Beatrix/ she said in English, ‘ I forbid you to 
touch Mr. Esmond, (tome away, child—come to your room.. 
Come to your room—T wish your reverence good-night—and yon,' 
sir, had you not better go hack to your friends at the alehouse V; 
Her eyes, ordinarily so kind, darted flashes of anger as she spoke p 
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/and she tossed up her head (which hung down commonly) with 
4 ;the mien of a princess, ' 

& * Hey-day ! ’ says my lord, who was standing by the fireplace— 

indeed he was in the position to which he generally came by that, 

‘ hour of the evening—‘ Hey-day ! Rachel, what are you in a passion 
. about? Ladies ought never to be in a passion. Ought they,.; 
'Doctor Tusher ? though it does good to sec Rachel in a passion— 
i Damme, Lady Oastlewood, you look dev’lish handsome in a passion.’ 

‘It is, my lord, because Mr. Henry Esmond, having nothing to 
•do with his time hero, and not having a taste for our company, 

. has been to the alehouse, where he has some friends.’ 

My lord burst out with a, laugh and an oath--‘You young 

' slyboots, you’ve been at Nancy Sievcwright. I)-the young 

hypocrite, who’d have thought it in him ? I say, Tusher, he’s 
been after-’ 

‘ Enough, my lord,’ said my lady ; ‘ don’t insult me with this 
talk.’ 


‘Upon my word,’said poor Harry, ready to cry with shame 
and mortification, ‘the honour of that young person is perfectly 
unstained for me.’ 

‘ Oh, of course, of course,’ says my lord, more and more laughing 
and tipsy. ‘Upon his honour , Doctor Nancy Sieve-. . 

‘ Take Mistress Beatrix to bed,’ my lady cried at this moment 
to Mrs. Tucker her woman, who came in with her ladyship’s tea. 
‘Put her into my room- -no, inio jours,’ she added quickly. ‘Go, 
my child : go, I saj : not a word !’ Am! Beatrix, quite surprised 
at so sudden a Rue of auMiority from mu; who w r as sehlom accus¬ 
tomed to raise her voice, went out of the room with a seared 
countenance, and waited even to burst out a-crying uutd she got 
to the door with Mrs. Tucker. 

l r oi once her mother took little heed of her sobbing, and con¬ 
tinued to speak eagerly- — ' My lord,’ she said, 1 this young man— 
your dependent— told me just now in French—he was ashamed to 
speak in his own language--that lie had been at the alehouse all 
day, where he has had that little wretch who is now' ill of the 
small-pox on his knee. Ami lie comes home reeking from that 
place— yes, reeking from it—and takes my boy into his lap without 
shame, arid sits down by me, yes, by me. He may have killed 
Frank for what I know—killed our child. Why was he brought 
in to disgrace our house? Why is he here? Let him go—let 
him go, I say, to-night, and pollute the place no more.’ 
j. She had never once uttered a syllable of unkindness to Hfcrry 
Esmond ; and her cruel words qpiote the poor boy, so that he stood 
. for some moments bewildered with grief and rage at the injustice 
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r 6f such a stab from such a hand. Ho turned quitig^ white from.^ 
tjtod* which he had been. 1 H 

g ' ‘I cannot help my birth, madam,’ he said, ‘ nor my other mfe-; 
^fortune. And as for your boy, if--if my coining nigh to him| 

)■ pollutes him now, it was not so always. Good-night, iny lord.;® 
LHeaven bless you and yours for your goodness to me. I have tired || 
jfhcr ladyship's kindness out, and I will go; ’ and sinking down on'M 

■ his knee, Harry Esmond took the rough baud of his benefactor and’..;! 

• kissed it. v’$| 

* He wants to go to the alehouse—let him go,’ cried my lady.' 
v ‘ I’m damned if he shall,’ said my lord. ‘ I didn’t think you,® 
’ could be so damned ungrateful, Rachel.’ - 

Her reply was to burst into a Hood of tears, and to quit the' J 
room with a rapid glance at Harry Esmond. As my lord not V 
heeding them, and still in great good-humour, raised up his young,", 
client, from his kneeling posture (for a thousand kindnesses 
fcaused the lad to revere my lord as a father), and put his broad' 

’ hand on Horry Esmond’s shoulder, $ 

‘She was always so,’ my lord said; ‘the very notion of a ^ 
woman drives her mad. I took to liquor on tlmt very aecount, by ; 
Jove, for no other reason than that; for she can’t be jealous of a,.-. 

■ beer-barrel or a bottle of rum, can she. Doctor ? D-it, look ; 

at the maids -just look at the maids in the house’ (my lord pro- ,< 
nouneed all the words together —just-look at-the-maze-in-the-house: ’ 
jever-see-sueh-maze‘You wouldn’t take a wife out of Castle- : 

' wood now, would you, Doctor V and my lord burst out laughing. 
The Doctor, who had been looking at my Lord (‘astlcwond : 
from under his eyelids, said, ‘ Rut joking apart, and, my lord, as a 
, divine, 1 cannot, treat the subject in a jocular light, nor. as a pastor ; 
of this congregation, look with anything but sorrow at the idea ofh 
so very young a sheep going astray.’ 

‘Sir,’said young Esmond, bursting out indignantly, ‘she told | 
, me that you yourself were a horrid old man, and had offered to . 

4 kiss her in the dairy.’ 

v '” ‘ For shame, Henry,’ cried Doctor Tusher, turning as red as a , 

turkey-cock, while my lord continued to roar with laughter. ‘If;, 
p you listen to the falsehoods of an abandoned girl 


‘She is honest a 4 ' any woman in England, and as pure fot- 
raft,’ cried out Henry, ‘and as kind, and as good. For shame onp 
;Vyou to malign lier ! ’ ij 

f : , * Far bp it from me to do so,’ cried the Doctor. ‘ Heaven granfcp 

p I irrfcy be mistaken in the girl, and in yon, sir, who have a truljrp 
priorious genius; but that is not the point at issue at present. :* 
T t appears that the small-pox broke out in the little boy at tbej 
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Three Castles; that it was on him when you visited the alehouse, 
:/or your own reasons; and that you sate with the child for some” 
;'tiine, and immediately afterwards with my young lord.’ The - 
^Doctor raised his voice as he spoke, and looked towards my lady, v 
,vyho had now come back, looking very pale, with a handkerchief* 
4 jn her hand. 

‘This is all very true, sir,’ said Lady Esmond, looking at the,! 
young man. 

‘ ’Tis to be feared that he may have brought the infection with , 
him.’ 


, ‘ From the alehouse—yes,’ said my lady. 

; ‘ D-- it, I forgot when I collared you, boy,’ cried my lord, 

stepping back. ‘Keep oil’, Harry, n.y boy; there’s no good in 
running into the wolfs jaws, you know.’ 

My lady looked at him with some surprise, and instantly * 
advancing to Henry Esmond, look his hand. ‘1 beg your pardon, 
Henry,’ she said; ‘ I spoke very unkindly. I have no right to . 
interfere with yon—-with your-’ 

My loid broke out into an oath. ‘Can’t you leave the hoy 
alone, niy lady?’ Slie looked a little red, and faintly pressed the 
lad’s hand as she dropped it. 

‘There is no use, my lord,’ she said ; ‘Frank was on his knee 
as he was making pictures, and was running constantly from 
Henry to me. The evil is done, if any.’ 

‘Not with mo, damme,’ cried my lord. ‘I’ve been sinonking,’ 
—and he lighted his pipe again with a coal ‘and it keeps off 
infection; and as the disease is in the village -plague take it — 

I would have you leave it. We’ll go to-morrow to Waleote, ' 


my lady.’ • 

‘I have no fear,’ said my lady; ‘1 may have had it as an 
infant, it broke out in our house* then : and when four of my 
sisters had it at home, two years before our marriage, T escaped it, 
and two of my dear sisters died.’ 

‘I won’t run the risk,’ said my lord ; ‘ l’iu as bold a.-> any man, 
hut I’ll not bear that.’ 

‘Take Beatrix with you and go,’ said my lady. ‘For us the' 
mischief is done ; and Tucker can wait upon us, who lias had the 
disease.’ 

; ‘You take care to choose’em ugly enough,’ said my lord, at 
which her ladyship hung down her head and looked foolish : and 
toy lord, calling away Tush or, hade him come to the oak parlour 
fjjiid have a pipe. The Doctor made a low bow to her ladyship 
|of which salaams he was profuse), and walked off on his creaking ^ 
sqUare-toes after his patron. * 

i # * rt 4 ‘ ' ' ' 1 
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When the lady and the young man were alone there was a;. 


silence of some moments, during which he stood at the fire, looking; 
rather vacantly at the dying embers, whilst her ladyship busiedjjj 
-herself with her tambour-frame and needles. ;• 

‘I am sorry,’ she said, after a pause, in a hard, dry voice,—‘Iv, 
t! 1 ' rzjxat I am sorry that I showed myself so ungrateful for the safety;* 
-y of my son. It was not at all iny wish that you should leave us, ; 
\.'I am sure, unless you found pleasure elsewhere. Blit you must.' 
perceive, Mr. Esmond, that at your age, and with your tastes, it': 
is impossible that you can continue to stay upon*the intimate 
footing in which you have been in this family. You have wished 
to go to the Univeisity, and I think 7 tia quite, as well that you| 
should be sent thither. 1 did not press this matter, thinking you’;' 1 
: a child, tiH you are, indeed, in years quite a child; and 1 should 
‘ never have thought of treating you otherwise until - until these 
circumstances came to light. And I shall beg my lord to despatch '■ 
y you as quick as passible ; and will go on with Frank’s learning as 
"• well as I can (I owe my father thanks for a little grounding, and: 
'V, you, I’m sun*, for much that you have taught me,)—and—and I 
wish you a good-night, Mr. Esmond.’ 

Ami with this sin* dropped a stalely curtsey, and, taking her 
caudle, went away through the tapestry door, which led to her 
apartments. Esmond stood by the fireplace, blankly staring after 
her. Indeed, he scarce ,seemed to see until she was gone; and 
then her image was impicssed upon him, and remained for ever 
fixed upon his memory. He saw her retreating, the taper lighting 
, up her marble face, her scarlet lip quivering, and her shining 
golden hair. He went to his own room, and to bed, where he' 

- tried thread, as his custom was; but he never knew what he was 
reading until afterwards lie remembered the appearance of the ^ 
■ letters of the book (it was in Montaigne’s Essays), and the events ). 
of tlie day passed before him—that is, of the last hour of the day ; 
for as for the morning, ami the poor milkmaid yonder, he never so 
much as once thought. And he could not get to sleep until day¬ 
light, and woke with a violent headache, aud quite unrefreshed. 

" He had brought the contagion with him from the Three;' 

' Castles sure enough, and was presently laid up with the small-pox, ; 
which spared the hall no more than it did the cottage. 
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CHAPTER IX 


'.' I HAVE THE SMALL-POX, ANJ) PREPARE TO LEAVE CASTLEWOOD 

; When Harry Esmond passed through the crisis of that malady, 
- and returned to health again, lie found that little Frank Esmond 
Chad also suffered and rallied after the disease, and the lady his 
' mother was down with it, with a eouple more of the household. 
, ‘It was a Providence, for which we all ought to he thankful,’ 
Doctor Tusher said, ‘that my lady and her son were spared, while 
, Death carried olf the poor domestics of the house ;'* and lebukcd 
' Harry lor asking, in his simple way, - for which we ought to lie 
thankful—that the servants were killed, or the gentlefolks wore 
sa\ed? Nor could young Esmond agree in the Doctor’s vehement 
protestations to my lady, when he visited her during her con¬ 
valescence, that tlie malady had not in the least impaired her 
charms, and had not been churl enough to injure the lair features 
of the Viscountess of (Jastbwvood ; whereas, in spite of these tine 
speeches, Harry thought that her ladyship's beauty was very much 
injured by the small-pox. When the marks of the disease cleared 
away, they did not, it is true, leave furrows or sears on her face 
(except one, perhaps, on her forehead over her left eyebrow); but 
the delicacy of her rosy colour and complexion were gone - her eyes 
had lost their brilliancy, her hair fell, and her face looked older. 
It was ns if a coarse hand had nibbed oil ihe delicate tints of that 
sweet picture, and brought, it, as one has seen unskilful painting- 
cleaners do, to the dead colour. .Also, il must be owned* that for 
a year ui two after the malady', her ladyship’s nose was swollen 
and redder. 

There would be no need to mention these trivialities, but that 
they actually influenced many lives, as trifles will in the world, 
where a gnat often plays a greater part than an <-lephant, and a 
molehill, as we know in King William’s ease, can upset an empire. 
When Tusher in his courtly way (at which Hany Esmond always 
chafed and spoke scornfully) vowed and protested that my lady’s 
face was none, the worse--the lad broke out and said, ‘ It in worse: 

‘ and my mistress is not, near so handsome as she was ; ’ on which 
■ poor Lady Castle wood gave a rueful smile, and a look into a little 
Venice glass she had, which showed her, I suppose, that what the 
^stupid boy said was only too true, for she turned away from the 
? glass, and her eyes filled with tears. 

. The sight of these in Esthond’s heart always created a sort of 
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-frage bfjSty, am] seeing'tMn on the face *iT tlie lady whon^be. ■ 
..gloved best, the young blunderer sank down cm his knees, and/• 
•j besought her lo pardon him, saying that lie was a fool ami an idiot,’ 3 ! 
Jv that hr was a brute to make such a speech, he who liiul caused h<a*£ 
^.ihalady : and Doctor Tosher told him that a bear he was indeed/J 
|*.and a bear he, would remain, at which speech poor young Esmond^ 
;‘f'was so dumb-stricken that he did not even growl. 

‘Tie is m,y bear, and I will not have him baited, Doctor,’ my 
^"lady said, patting her hand kindly on the boy’s head, as lie was|i 
i r ,still kneeling at her feet. ‘ How your hair lias come oft'! And'; 
'i mine, too,* she added with another sigh. 

D ‘ Tt is not for myself that 1 eared,’ my lady said to Marry, when ' 
jV the parson had taken his leave ; ‘but am. I very much changed? ) 
| ; Alas 1 T fear ’t.io too true.’ 

z,; ‘ Madam, you have the dearest, and kindest, and sweetest face 

j; in the vorld, I think,’ t he lad said ; and indeed he thought as % ’• 
thinks so. 

if ‘Will 1,1V lord think so when he comes back?’the ladv asked'. 

i * *' * 

7^with a sigh, and another look at her Venice glass. £ Suppose lie , 
7 should think ns you do, sir, that 1 am hideous—yes, you said' 
s hideous —lie will cease to can* for me, Tis all men earn for in 
-1 women, our little Inanity. Why did lie select me from among my 
sifters? ’Tuas only for that. We reign hut for a. day or two: . 
4 ’,, and be sure that Vaditi knew Esther was coming.’ 

I' ‘Madam,’ said Mr. Esmond, ‘ Ahasm-ms was the (hand Turk, 

V and to change was the maimer of his country and according to 
;■ his law.’ 

; i ‘‘You are all ({rand Turks for that matter,’ said my lady, ‘or 
"would ba if 5 ou could, dome, Frank, come, my child. You arc 
well, praised be llcavcn. Your locks are not thinned hy this 
4 dreadful small-pox: nor your poor face scarred is it, my angel?’ 
v ■ Frank began to shout and whimper at the idea of such a mis-. ‘ 
??fortune. From the very earliest time the young lord had been 
% taught, to admire his beauty by his mother: and esteemed it as ’ 
- diigiily as any reigning toast valued hers. • 

One day. as he himself was recovering from his fever and ill- - 
SJness, a pang of something like shame shot across young Esmond’s : 
yV'breast, as he remembered .that ho had never once during his illness, 
7 given a thought to the poor girl at, the smithy, whose red cheeks’,’ 
if but a month ago lie had bemi so eager to see. Poor Nancy ! liefy 
S&oheeka hud shared the fate of roses, and were withered now. She ” 
®diad taken the illness on the same day with Esmond—she and her 
^brother were both dead of the small-pox, and buried under the’' 
\ Castle wood yew-trees. There was u& bright face looking now fron^- 
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"tie garden, or to cheer the old smith at his lonely fireside. Esmond ”, 
would have liked to have kissed her in her shroud (like the lass in i 
jjjjjSMr. Prior’s pretty poem); but she rested many a foot below the 
^ground, when Esmond after his malady first trod on it. 

'll ' 1 Doctor Tusher brought the news of this calamity, about which 
pTEtarry Esmond longed to ask, but did not like. He said almost 
l<the whole village had been stricken with the pestilence; seventeen,' 
^persons were dead of it, among them mentioning the names of poor, 
tVNauoy and her little brother. He did not fail to say how thankful 
t we survivors ought to be. It being this man’s business to flatter 
.and make sermons, it must be owned he was most industrious in v 
^ it, and was doing the one or the. other all day. 

And so Nancy was gone; and Harry Esmond blushed that he,' 
vhad not a single tear for her, and fell to composing an elegy in Latiu .4 
verses over flic rustic little beauty. lie bade the dryads mourn,< 
\and the river-nymphs deplore her. As her father followed the '; 
calling of Vulcan, lie said that surely she was like a daughter of ’ 
Venus, though ttievewiight’s wife was an ugly shrew, as lie 
- remembered to have hoard afterwards. He made a long face, but, 
in truth, felt, scarcely more sorrowful than a mute at a funeral. 
‘Tin ise first passions of men and women are mostly abortive ; and arc , 
(lead almost before they are bom. Esmond could repeat, to his 
’ last day, some of the doggrel lines in which his muse bewailed his . 
pretty lass, not without shame to remember how bad the verses 
were, and how good ho thought them ; how false the grief, and yet 
how he was rather proud of it. ’Tis an eiror, surely, to talk of the 
simplicity of youth. I think no persons are more hypocritical, and - 
, have a more affected behaviour to one another, than the young. 
They deceive themselves and each other with nnifices thflt, do not 
impose upon men of the world ; and so we get to understand truth - 
better, and grow simpler as we grow older. 

When my lady heard of the fate which had befallen poor Nancy, 

, she said nothing so long as Tusher was by, but when ho was gone, 
.site took Harry Esmond’s hand and said : 

V, e Harry, I beg your pardon for those cruel words I used on the ' 


flight you were taken ill. I am shocked at the fate of the poor r 
' Creature, and am sure that nothing had happened of that with 
|which, in my anger, 1 charged you. And the very first day we go 
lout, you must take me to the blacksmith, and we must see if there 
/is anything I can uo to console The poor old man. Poor man ! to , 
f lose both his children ! What should I do without mine ? ’ 

4, r . 

j'Y.’ And this was, indeed, the very first walk which my lady took, 

! Stalling on Esmond’s arm, after her illness. But her visit brought i s 
,v$o consolation to the old father; and he showed no softness, or 
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desire to spook. ‘The Lord gave and took away,’he said; aiyl 
-:he knew what His servant’s doty was. He wanted for nothing?, 
ft—less how than ever "before, os there were fewer mouths to feed. 

■ He wished her ladyship and Master Esmond good-morning-*-^ 
’ Re had grown tall in his illness, and was but very little marked; ^ 
; aud with this, and a surly how, he went in from the smithy to the ,i 
. house, leaving my lady, somewhat sileneed and shamefaced, at the [ 
door. He had a handsome stone put up for his two children, 
which maybe seen in Castle wood churchyard to tins very day; 
ami before a year was out his own name was upon the stone. Iij " 
' the presence of 'Death, that sovereign ruler, a woman’s coquetry is 
‘scared; and her jealousy will hardly pass the boundaries of that , 
grim kingdom. Tis entirely of the earth, that passion, and expires - 
in the cold blue air, beyond our sphere. 

At length, when the danger was quite over, it was announced ■ 
that my lord and his daughter would return. Esmond we^y 
" remembered the day. The lady, his mistress, was in a Hurry of 
fear: before my lord came, she went into her room, and returned 
’from it with reddened cheeks. Her fate was about to be decided. 
Her beauty was gone—was her reign, too, oxer? A minute would 
say. My lord came riding over the bridge - he could be seen from 
the great window, clad in scarlet, and mounted on his grey 
hackney -his little daughter ambled In him in a bright riding- 
dress of blue, on a shining ehesuut horse. My lady leaned against • 
the great mantelpiece, looking on, with one hand oil her heart— 
she seemed only the more pale for those red marks on either cheek. 
She put her handkerchief to her eyes, and withdiew it, laughing 
hysterically—the cloth was quite red with the rouge when she 
took it «way. She ran to her room again, and came hack with 
pale cheeks and red eyes—her sou in her hand- just as my lord 
entered, accompanied by young Esmond, who had gone out to 
meet his protector, and to hold his stirrup as he descended from 
horseback. 


‘ What, Harry, boy ! ’ my lord said, good-naturedly, ‘ you look 
■ as gaunt as a greyhound. The small-pox hasn’t improved your 
* beauty, and your side of the house hadn’t never too much of it— 

} ■ ho, ho ! ’ 

And he laughed, and sprang to the ground with no small agility, $ 
> looking handsome and red, with a jolly face and brown hair, like a$ 
/ Beefeater; Esmond kneeling again, as soon as his patron had de- 
^hcended, performed his homage, and then went to greet the little ■' 
Beatrix, and help her from her horse. 

‘Fie ! how yellow you look,’ she said ; ‘and there are one, two,,; 
‘ red holes in your face;’ which, iftdeed, was very true; Harry,;. 
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. Esmond’s harsh coimteuanec bearing, as long as it continued to be 
a human face, the marks of the disease. 

My lord laughed again, in high good-humour. : 

.f-v, * I)-it! ’ he said, with one of his usual oaths, ‘ the little slut 

gsees everything. She saw the Dowager's paint t’other clay, and 
. asked her why she wore that red stuff'—didn’t you, Trix? and the 
. Tower; and St. James’s; and the play; and the Prince George, 

, and the Princess Anno—didn’t you, Trix 1 ’ 

‘They are both very fat, and smelt of brandy,’ the child said. 

Papa roared with laughing. 

‘Brandy ! ’ he said. ‘And how do you know, Miss Pert?’ 

‘Because your lordship smells of it after supper, when I embrace f 
you before you go to bed,’ said the young lady, who, indeed, was'- 
as pert as her father said, and looked as beautiful a little gipsy as ; 
eyes ever gazed on. •; 

‘And now for my lady,’ said my lord, going up the stairs, and 
passing under the tapestry curtain that hung before the diaw'ing- 
' room door. Esmond remembered that noble figure, handsomely 
arrayed in scarlet. AVithin the last few months he himself had 
grown from a b<>y to be a man, and with his figure his thoughts 
had shot up, and grown manly. 

My ladv's countenance, of which Hnrri Esmond was accustomed 
to watch the changes, and with a solicitous affection to note and 
interpret the signs of gladness or care, wore a sad and depressed 
look for many weeks after her lord’s return ; during which it seemed 
as if, by caresses and entreaties, she strove to win him hack from 
some ill-humour he had, and which ho did not choose to throw off. 

In her eagerness to please him she practised a hundred of those 
arts which Arad formerly charmed him, but which seenud now to 
have lost their potency. Her songs did not amuse him : and she 
hushed them and the children when in his presence. My lord sat 
silent at his dinner, drinking greatly, his lady opposite to him, 
looking furtively at his fact 1 , though also speechless. Her silence 
annoyed him as much as her speech ; and he would peevishly, and 
. with an oath, ask her why she held her tongue and looked so , 
glum, or he would roughly check her when speaking, and hid her > 
' not talk nonsense. It seemed as if, since his return, nothing she 
could do or say could please him. 

When a master and mistress are at strife in a house, the sub¬ 
ordinates in the family take the one side or the other. Harry ,. 

: Esmond stood in so great fear of my lord, that he would run a 
' league barefoot to do a message for him; but his attachment for 
.Xady Esmond was such a passion of grateful regard, that, to spare \ 
her a grief, or to do her a service, he would have given his lift; , 
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daily ; ami it was by the very depth and intensity of this regard 
■that he began to divine how unhappy his adored Indy’s life was, 
and that a secret care (for she never spoke of her anxieties) was 
weighing upon her. 

Can any one, who has passed through the world and watched 
the nature of men ami women there, doubt wliat had befallen her? 
I have .seen, lo be sure, some people carry down with them into 
old age the actual bloom of their youthful love, and I know that 
Mr. Thomas Parr lived to he a hundred and sixty years old. But, 
for all that, threescore and ten is the age of men, and few get 
beyond it; and ’tis certain that a man who marries for mere beaux 
yntx , as my lord did, considers his part of the contract at end 
when the woman ceases to fulfil hers, and his love does not survive 
her beauty. I know 'tis often otherwise, I say ; and can think 
(as most men m their own experience, may) of many a house, where, 
lighted in early yea is, the sainted lamp of love hatli never both 
extinguished % hut so, there is Mr. Parr, and so there is the great 
giant at the fair that is eight feet high- exceptions to men—and 
that poor lamp whereof I speak that lights at tii.st the nuptial 
chain her is extinguished by a hundred winds and draughts down 
the chimney, or sputters out for want of feeding. And then—and 
then it is (fhloe, in the dark, stark awake, and Strephou snoring 
unheeding ; or nee /voW, ’Lis poor Strephou that has married a 
heartless jilt and awoke out of that absurd vision of conjugal 
felicity, which was to last, foi ever, and is over like any other 
dream. One and other has made his bed, and so must tie in it, 
until that final day, when life ends, and they sleep sepai a to. 

About, this time young Esmond, who had a knack yf si ringing 
verses, tiTrnod some of Ovid's epislles into rhymes, and brought 
them to his lady for her delectation Those which treated of 
forsaken women touched her immensely, Harry remarked; and 
when Jhione called after Paris, and Medea hade Jason come back 
again, the Lady of Oastlewood sighed and said she thought that 
part of the verses was the most pleasing. Indeed, she would have 
dmpped up the Dean, her old father, in order to bring her husband 
back again. But her beautiful Jason was gone, as beautiful Jasons 
will go, and the. poor enchantress had never a spell to keep him. 

My lord was only sulky as long as Ids wife’s anxious face or 
behaviour seemed to upbraid him. When she had got to master 
these, and to show an outwardly cheerful countenance and 
behaviour, her husband’s good-liumour returned partially, and he 
swore, and stormed no longer at dinner, hut laughed sometimes 
and yawned unrestrainedly , absenting himself often from home, 
inviting more company thither, passing the greater part of his days 
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in the hunting-field, or over the bottle as before; but, with this 
difference, that the poor wife could no longer see now, as she had 
done formerly, the light of love kindled in his eyes. He was with 
her, but that da me was out; and that once welcome beacon no 
more shone there. 

What were this lady’s feelings when forced to admit the truth 
whereof her foreboding glass had given her only too true warning, 
that with lier beauty her reign had ended, and the days of her love 
were over ? What does a seaman do in a storm if mast and rudder 
are carried away? He ships a jurymast, and steeis as lie best can 
with an oar. What happens if your mof falls m a tempest? After 
the first stun of the calamity the sufferer starts up. gropes around 
to see that the children are sate, and puts them under a shed out 
of the rain. If the palace burns down, you take shelter in the- 
barn. What man’s life is not overtaken by one or more of these 
tornadoes that send us <mt of tin- course, and fiing us on rocks to 


shelter as best we may? 

When Rady Casth-wood found that her great ship had gone 
down, she began as best she might, aftei she had rallied Irum the 
effect, of the loss, to put out small ventures of happiness ; and hope 
for little gains ami returns, as a mejehant on 'Change, indocihs 
pairjH'rit m , having lost hi-^ thousands, embarks a few guineas 

upon the next ship. She laid out liei all upon her children, 
indulging them beyond all measure, us was inevitable with one of 
her kindness of disposition ; giving all her thoughts to their welfare, 
-- learning, so that she might teach vlicm, and improving her own 
many natural gifts and funinine accomplishments that she might 
impart them to her young ones. To be doing good for some one 
else, is the 1 i(*■ of most good women. They are exuberant of 
kindness, as it were, and must ini]nilt it to some one She made 
herself a good scholar of French, Italian, and Latin, having been 
grounded m thesi by her father in her youth : hiding these gifts 
from lew husband out of fear, perhaps, that they should offend him, 
for my lord was no bookman,— pish'd and psha’d at the notion of 
learned ladies, and would have been angry that his wife could 
construe out of a Latin hook of which he could scarce understand 
two words. Young K.-anond was usher, or house tutor, under her 
or over her, as it might happen. During my lord’s many absences, 
these school-days would go on uninterruptedly : the mother and 
daughter learning with surprising quickness ; t e latter by fits and 
starts only, and as suited her wayward liumon . As for the little 
lord, it must be owned that he took after his lather in the matter 
of learning,— liked marbles, and play, and the great horse, and tl** 
little one which his father brought him, and on which he took 
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him out a-hunting, a great deal better than Corderius and Lily; 

\ marshalled the Tillage boys, and had a little court of them, already^ 
'flogging them, and domineering over them with a fine imperious, 
"spirit that made his father laugh when he beheld it, and his v 
mother fondly warn him. The cook had a son, the woodman had< 
■j. two, the big latl at the porter’s lodge took his cud's and his orders^; 
Doctor Tuslier said he was a young nobleman of gallant spirit # 
and Harry Esmond, who was his tutor, and eight years his littlei 
lordship’s senior, had hard work sometimes to keep his own temper,!' 
. and hold his authority over his rebellious little chief and kinsman. 

In a couple of years after that calamity had befallen which had 
robbed Lady t’astlewood of a little -a very little - -of her beauty,', 
and her careless husband’s heart (if the truth must he told, iny- 
lady had found not only that her reign was over, hut that her 
^successor was appointed, a Princess of a nolle house in Drury' 
Lane somewhere, who was installed and visited hy my lord at the 
’ town eight miles oil" —jwdel har opprubrin direr*' nobis) a great 
change had taken place in her mind, which, by struggles only known , 
to herself, at least never mentioned to anyone, and unsuspected by\ 
the person who caused the pain she endured —had been schooled into 
such a condition as she could not very likely have imagined possible 
a score of months since, before her misfortunes had begun. 

She had oldened in thal time, as people do who sulVer silently 
great mental pain : and learned much that she had never suspected 
before. She was taught by thal bitter teaehei Misfortune. A 
child, the mother of other children, but two years back, her lord was 
a god to her ; his words Inn law ; hi* smile her sunshine ; Ins hizy 
commonplaces listened to eagerly, as if they were words of wisdom 
—all his*wishes and freaks obeyed with a servile devotion. She 
had been my lord’s chief slave and blind worshipper* Some women 
bear farther than this, and submit not only to neglect but to un- 
- faithfulness too -but here this lady’s allegiance had failed her. 

Her spirit rebelled, and disowned any more obedience. First she 
, had to hear in secret the passion of losing the adored object ; then 
to get a farther initiation, and to find this worshipped being was 
but a clumsy idol • then to admit the silent truth, thal it was ’ 

■■ she was superior, and not the monarch her master: that she had 
. thoughts which his lmv-w could never master, and was the better 
\ of the two ; quite separate from my lord although tied to him, and 
'bound us almost all people (save a very happy few) to work all 
her life alone. My lord sat in his chair, laughing his laugh, crack¬ 
ling his joke, his lace Hushing with wine—my lady in her place 
over against him-—he never suspecting that his superior was there," 

1 jn the calm resigned lady cold of manner, with downcast eyes. > 
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When he was merry in his cups, lie would make jokes about her 
coldness, and, ‘Damn it, now my lady is gone, we will have 
t’other bottle/ he would say. He was frauk enough in telling his 

• thoughts, such as they wore. There was little mystery about my 
lord’s words or actions. His fair Kosamond did not live in a 

* labyrinth, like the lady of Mr. Addison’s opera, but paraded with 
painted cheeks and a tipsy retinue in the country town. Had she 
a mind to be revenged, Lady Castlewood could have found the 

‘ way to her rival’s house easily enough ; and if she had come with 
bowl and dagger would have been routed oil" the ground by the 
enemy, with a volley of Billingsgate, which the fair person always 
kept by her. 

Meanwhile, it has been said, that for Harry Esmond his bene¬ 
factress's sweet face had lost none of its charms. It had always 
the kindest of looks and smiles for him—smiles, not so gay and 
artless perhaps as those w hich Lady Castlewood had formerly worn, 
when, a child herself, playing with her children, her husband’s 
pleasure and authority were all she thought of: but out of her 
griefs and cares, as will happen [ think when these trials fall 
upon a kindly heart, and are not too unbearable, grew up a num¬ 
ber of thoughts and excellencies which had never come into exist¬ 
ence, had not her sorrow' and misfortunes engendered them. Sure, 
occasion is the father of most that is good in u*. As you have 
seen the awkward lingers and clumsy tools of a prisoner cut and 
fashion the most delicate little pieces of carved work : or achieve 
the most piodigmns underground labours, and cut tlirough walls 

^of masonry, and saw iron bars and letter.' ; ’tis misfortune that 
{wakens ingenuity, or fortitude, or endurance, in hearts where those 
qualities had never come to life but lor the circumstam’c which ' 
gave them a being. 


1 ’Tv ns after .Jason loft her, no doubt," Lady Castlewood once 
said with one of her smiles to young Esmond (who was reading to 
her a version of certain lines out of Euripides), k that Merlon became 
a learned woman, ami a great, enchantress.' 

‘And she could conjure the stars out of heaven/ the young 
tutor added, ‘but she could not bring Jason back again." 

‘ What do you mean ! ’ asked my lady, very angry. 

‘Indeed "L mean nothing/ said the other, ‘save what I have read 
in books. What should 1 know about such matters 1 I have set'll 
po woman save you and little Beatrix, and the parson’s wife and 
my late mistress, and your ladyship’s w'omen here.’ 
j ‘ The men who wrote your books/ says my lady, ‘ your Horaces, 
and Ovids, and Virgils, as far as I know of" them, all thought ill o£ 
, us, as all the heroes they wrote about used us basely. We were 
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bred to be slaves always ; ami even of ouv own times, as you are 
".'still the only lawgivers, I think our sermons seem to say that they... 
;,best woman is she who bears her master’s chains most gracefully.^.- 
v’Tis a pity there are no nunneries permitted by our church 
.Beatrix' and 1 would fly to one, and end our days in peace there-;^ 

; away from you.’ ^ 

> ‘ And is there no slavery in a convent 3 says Esmond. 

‘At least if women are slaves there, no one sees them/ answered 
the lady. ‘They don’t work in street-gangs with the publick to/" 
jeer them : and if they suiter, suiter in private. Here conies my ,t 
lord home from hunting. Take away the books. My lord docs'jj 
not love to see. them. Lessons are over for to-day, Mr. Tutor.’ 
And with a curtsey and a smile she would end tiiis sort of 
colloquy 

Indeed, ‘ Mr. Tutor,’ as my lady called Esmond, had now : 
business enough on his hands at Cast lew ood House. He had three 
pupils, his lady and her two children, at whose lessons she would 
always be present : besides writing my lord’s letters, and a riving-"", 
ing his aecnmpi.s for him--when these could be got bum Esmond’s 1 '’■ 
indolent patron. 

Of tin* pupils the two young people were but lazy scholars, 
and as my lady would admit no discipline such as was then in use, , 
my lord’s son only learned wlut lie liked, which was hut little, and 
never to Lis life’s end could be got to construe mine than six lines 
of Virgil. Mistress Beatrix chattered French prettily from a very 
early age ; and sang sweetly, but this was from her mother’s , 

. teaching not Harry Esmond’s, who could s< arce distinguish^' 

, between ‘(been Sleeves’and ‘ Lillabullero ’ , although lie had no ■ 

? greater delight in life than to hear the ladies sing, lie secs them 
now (wall lie. ever forget them?) as they list'd to sit together of the ; 
summer evenings—the two golden heads over the page - the child’s 
little hand and the mother’s beating the time, with their voices j 
■■ rising and falling in unison. 

q But if the children were careless, ’twos a wonder how eagerly . 

the mother learnt, from her young tutor—and taught him too. - : 
i The happiest instinctive faculty was this lady’s- a faculty for-;^ 
' discerning latent beauties and hidden graces of books, especially ., 
hooks of poetry, as in a Walk she would spy out field-flowers and , 
mate posies of them, such as no other hand could. She was a b 
l eritick not by reason but by feeling ; the sweetest commentator ofb 
tfio^e books they read together : and the happiest hours of youngiy 
Esmond’s life, perhaps, were those past in the company of this;b 
(kind mistress and her children. , £ 

These happy days were to end soon, however ; anil it was bjfjv 
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the Lady Casflewood’s own decree that they were brought to a 
conclusion. It happened about Christmas-time, Harry Esmond 
being now past sixteen years of age, that his old comrade, 
adversary, and friend, Tom Tusher, returned from his school in 
London, a fair, well-grown, and sturdy lad, who was about to enter 
college, with au exhibition from bis school, and a prospect of after 
promotion in the church. Tom Tusher's talk was of nothing but 
Cambridge now : and the boys, who were good friends, examined 
each other eagerly about their progress in books. Tom had learned 
some Greek and Hebrew, besides Latin in which he was pretty 
well skilled, and also had given himself to mathematical studies 
under his father’s guidance, who was a proficient in those sciences, 
of which Esmond knew nothing, nor could he wiite Latin so well 
as Tom, though lie could talk it better, having been taught by his 
dear friend the Jesuit, Father, for whose memory the lad ever 
retained the warmest affection, lending his books, keeping his 
swords clean in the little cry]it where the Father had shown them 
to Esmond on the night of his visit ; and often, of anight, sitting in 
the chaplain's room, which he inhabited, over his books, his verses, 
and rubbish, with which the lad occupied himself, he would look 
up at the window, thinking he wished it might open and let in the 
good Father, lie had come and passed a,way like a dream but 
for the swords and books Hairy might, almost think the Father 
was an imagination of his mind - and for two letters which had 
come to him, one from abroad full of advice and affection, another 
soon after he had been eonlinie'd by the Ihshop of Hexton, in 
whit h Father Holt deplored Ids falling away. Hut II .my Esmond 
felt so confident now of his being in the right, and of his own 
powers as a casuist, that he thought lie was able to*face the 
Father himself in argument, and possibly convert him. 

To v.oik upon the faith of her young pupil, Esmond’s kind 
mistress sent to the library of her father the Dean, who had been 
distinguished in the disputes of the late king’s reign ; and, an 
old sohlioi now, had hung up his weapons of emitloversy. These 
he took down from his shelves willingly for .young Esmond, whom 
he benefited by his own personal advice and instruction. It did 
not require much persuasion to induce the hoy to worship with 
his beloved mistress. And the good old nonjuring Dean flattered 
himself with a conversion which in truth was owing to a much 
gentler and fairer persuader. 

Under her ladyship’s kind eyes (my lord’s being sealed in 


sleep pretty generally), Esmond read many volumes of the woiks 
of the famous British Divines of the last age, and was familiar 
With Wake and Sherlock, with Stilliiigfieet and l’atrick. His 
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mistress never tired to listen or to read, to pursue the texts with 
v-ffoud comments, to urge those points which her fancy dwelt on ' 
finest, or Iter reason deemed most important. Since the death of 
4;'her father the Dean, this lady hath admitted a certain latitude's 
"C of theological reading, which her orthodox fatlicr would never/ 
have allowed; his favourite writers appealing more to reason' 

1 and antiquity than to the passions or imaginations of their ‘ 
-reader^ so that the works of Hi shop Taylor, nay, those of Mr. 

Baxter and Mr. Law, have, in reality, found more favour with my 
. Lady Lastlewood, than the severer volumes of our great English , 
schoolmen. 

In later life, at the University, Esmond reopened the eon- 
’ troversy, and pursued it. in a very different manner, when his 
patrons had determined for him that he was to emhreee the 
ecclesiastical life. But though his mistress’s heart was in this 
calling, his own never was much After that first fervour df 
- simple devotion, which his beloved deroiit-priest had inspired in' 
g, him, speculative theology took hut little hold upon the young * 

■ man’s mind When his early credulity was disturbed, and his 
saints and virgins taken out of his woi.-Lip, to rank little higher 
than the divinities of Olympus, his belief became acquiescence 
rather than ardour; and lie made his mind up to assume the 
cassock and bands, as another man does to weal a b leant pi ate 

1 ami jack-hoots, or to mount, a merchant's desk, for a livelihood, 

■ and from obedience and necessity, lather than from choice. - 
There weie scores of such men in Mr. Esmond's time at the 


universities, who were going to the church with no better calling 
; than his. 

When* Thomas Tusher was gone, a feeling of no small 
depression ami disquiet fell upon young Esmond, of which, though 
c lie did not complain, his kind mistress must have divined the 
lACause; for soon alter she showed not only that she understood 
' the reason of Harry’s melauehoh, but could provide a remedy 
» for it. Her habit was thus to watch, nnohservcdly, those to 
V- whom duty or affection hound her, and t<> prevent their designs, 

/or to fulfil them, when she had the power, ft was this lady's 
h; disposition to think kindnesses, and devise silent, bounties, and 
;f .to scheme benevolence f K :> those about her. Wo lake such good- 
>■ ,-tiess, for the most pint, as if it.was our due ; the Marys who bring 1 
•b ointment for our feet get out little thanks. Some of us never ■ 
fvpffiel this devotion at all, or are moved by it to gratitude or - 
acknowledgment ; others only recall it years after, when tile', 
days arc past in which those sweet kindnesses were spent on us, 

‘‘ and we offer back our return for tlie debt by a poor tardy pay-;. 
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ment of tears. Then forgotten tones of love recur to us, and 
Mud glances shine out of the past - - oh, so bright and dear! 
s—oh, so longed after ! —because they are. out of reach ; as holiday 
niusick from with inside a prison wall- -or sunshine seen through 
the bars; more prized because unattainable—more bright because 
' of the contrast of present darkness and solitude, whence there is 
no escape. 

All the notice, then, which Lady Castlewood seemed to take 
'.of Harry Esmond’s melancholy, upon Tom Tuslier's departure, 
was, by a gaiety unusual to her, to attempt to dispel his gloom. 
She made his three 1 scholars (heiself being the chief one) more 
cheerful than ever they had Wien before, and more docile, too, 
all of them learning and reading much moie Ilian 1 hey had been 
accustomed to do. * For who knows,' said llie lady, ‘what may 
happen, and whether we may be able to keep such a learned 
tutor long '! ’ 

Frank Esmond said he, for his part did not want to learn any 
more, and cousin Harry might shut up his book whenever he 
liked, if he would nunc out n-fishing , and little lleutnx declared 
she W'ould send for Tom Tusliei, and he would be glad enough 
to come to Castlewood, if finny chose to go away. 

At last comes a messenger tiom Winchester one day, bearer 
of a letter, with a great bhu k seal, tiom the Dean their, to say 
that his sist.ei was dead, and had left her foitmie of t^OOO 
among her six nieces, the Dean's daughters ; and man) a time 
since lias Harry Esmond recalled the Inched face and eager look 
wherewith, idler this iiite'ligenee, his kind lady regarded him. 
She did not pretend to any grief about the deteased lelativc, from 
whom she and her family had been many years patted. * 

When my hud heard of tin 1 news, lie also did not make any 
very long fang * The money will conic very handy to tiirnish 
the mnsi'-k-room and the cellar, which is getting low, and buy 
your ladyship a coach and a couple of horses that will do indifferent 
to ride or for the coach. And lleatrix, you shall have a spimiet.; 
and Frank, you shall have a little horse from llexton Fair ; and 
Harry, you shall have live pound to buy some books,’ said iny 
lord, who was generous with his own, and, indeed, with other 
folk’s money. ‘ F wish your aunt, would die once a year, Rachel ; 
-we could spend your money, and all your sisters’, too.’ 

‘I have but one aunt—and and I have another use for the 
money, my lord,’ says my lady, turning very red. 

- ‘ Another use, my dear : and wluit do you know about money’ 

'cries my lord. ‘Ami what the devil is there that 1 don’t give t 
yon which you want ? ’ 
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‘I intend to give this money—can’t you fancy how, my lord?’ " 
My lord swore one of his large oaths that he did not know * 
in the least what she meant. . \Y? 

C ‘ I intend it for Harry Esmond to go to college.—Cousin Harry/ ; 
says my lady, ‘you mustn’t stay longer in this dull place, but;/ 
make a name lo yourself, and for us too, Harry.’ 

*1)-n it, Harry’s well enough here,’ says my lord, for a; v 

moment looking rather sulky. 

Ms Harry going away ? You don’t mean to say you will 

■ away' 1 ’ cry out Frank and Beatrix at one breath. V 'T 

f But he will come back : and rlus will always be his home/' 
cries my lady, with blue 'yes looking a ceh'stial kindness: ‘ and’ 
his scholars will always love him ; won’t they ? ’ ■; 

‘ By G—d, Each cl, you’re a good woman !’ says my lord, seiz- ' 
iug my lady’s hand, at which she blushed very much, and shrank 
back putting her children before her. ‘1 wish you joy, my kSus- 
' man.' he eontinued, giving Harry Esmond a hearty slap on the 
shoulder. ‘1 won’t, baulk your luck. Go to Cambridge, boy* 
and when Tusliev dies you shall have the living here, if you are 
not better provided by that, rime. We'll furnish the dining-room 
and buy the horses another year. I’ll give thee a nag out of the 
stable : take any one except my hack and the bay gelding and the - 
ooach-hoises ; and God speed thee, my boy!’ 

‘ Have the sorrel, Harry ; ’tis a good one. Father says 'tis the 
best in tin* stable,’ says little Frank, elapping his hands, and jump¬ 
ing up. ‘ Bet's come and see him in the stable.’ And the other, 
in his delight and eagerness, was for leaving the room that instant 
to arrange about his journey 

The'Lady Castlewood looked after him with sad penetrating ’ 

■ glances. ‘ lie wishes to be gone already, my lord,’ said site to her ■ 
husband. 

The young man hung back abashed. ‘Indeed, 1 would stay 
for ever, if your ladyship hade me,’ he said. 
a ‘ And tlnm wouldst, he a fool for thy pains, kinsman,’ said my ■ 
lord. "Tut., lut, man! Go and see the wmld. Sow thy wild'.; 
' oats : and take the best luck that Fate sends thee. T wish I * 
were a boy again, that 1 might go to college, and taste the 
Trmnpingtou ale.’ 

‘Ours, indeed, is hut u dull home,’ cries my lady, with a little/ 

■ of sadness and, may be, of satire, in her voice : ‘ an old glum bouse, / 
* half ruined, and the rest only half furnished; a woman and tw6 ; : 

children are but poor company for men that are accustomed to/ 
^ better. We arc only fit to be your worship’s handmaids, and vour/; 
pleasures must of necessity lie elsewhere than at home,’ 
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; Curse me, Rachel, if I know now whether thou art iu earnest 
, or not/ said my lord. 

‘ In earnest, my lord! ’ says she, still clinging by one of her 
'Children. ‘Is there much subject here for joke?’ And she made 
', 7 . him a grand curtsey, and, giving a stately look to Harry Esmond, 
which seemed to say, ‘ Remember ; you understand me, though he 
'i does not,’ she left the room with her children. 

‘ 8iuee she found out that confounded Hex tun business/ my 
P lord said —‘and be hanged to them that told her!—she has not 
been the same woman. She who used to be as humble as a milk¬ 
maid, is as proud as a princess/ says my lord, ‘'fake my counsel,, 
7 Harry Esmond, and keep clear of women. Since 1 have had any- 
' thing to do with the jades, they have given me nothing but disgust. 

I had a wife at Tangier, with whom, as slie couldn't speak a word 
of iny language, you’d have thought I might lead a quiet life. 
But she tried to poison me, because she was jealous of a dew girl. 
There was ymu aunt, for aunt she is,—Aunt. Jezebel, a. pretty life 
your father led with In r, and here's my lady. When I saw her 
oil a pillion riding behind the Dean her father, she looked and was 
such a baby, that a sixpenny doll might have pleased her. And 
now yon sir what she is,- hands off, highty-tigldy, high and 
mighty, air cmpiess couldn’t, be gimider. Bus* ns the tankard, 
Harry, my boy A mug of beer and a toast at morn, says my 
host. A toast, and a mug of beer at noon, says my dear. J >- --n it, 

Polly loves a mug of ale, too, and laced with brandy, by Jove!’ 
Indeed, I suppose they drank it together ; lor my lm«l was often 
thick iu his sp<\eli at ni’dday dinner: and at night at supper, 
speechless altogether. 

Harry Esmond’s departure resolved upon, it, seemed .ns if the 
Lady (‘as tie wood, too, icjoiced to lose him. for moie than once, 
when the lad, fish am od perhaps at his own secret eagerness to go 
away (at any rate stricken with sad ness at the idea of leaving those 
from whom lie had received so many proofs of love and kindness, 
inestimable), tiied to express to his mistress his sense of giatilude ; 
to her, find his sorrow at quitting those who had so sheltered and 
tended a nameless and houseless orphan, Lady (Jastlewood cut 
short, his protests of love and his lamentations, mid would hear of 
no grief, but only look forward to Harry’s fame find prospects in 
life. ‘Our little legacy will keep you for four years like a gentle¬ 
man. Heaven’s Providence, your own genius, industry, honour, 
must do the rest for you. (Jastlewood will always be a home for 
fyou, and these children, whom you have taught and loved, will 
‘not forget to love you. And Harry/ said she (and this was tlie^ 
duly time when she spoke with a tear in her eye, or a tremor in 
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her voice), i it may happen in the course of nature that I shall be 
{-called away from them; and their father—and—anti they will 
need true friends and protectors. Promise me that you will be. 
true to them—as— as I think J have been to you—and a mother’s ' 
fond prayer and blessing go with you.’ 

‘So help me God, madam, 1 will,’ said Harry Esmond, falling ; > 
on his knees, and kissing the hand of his dearest mistress. ‘If 
you will have me stay now, T will. What matters whether or no ‘ 
I make my way in life, or whether a poor bastard dies as unknown 
as he is now 1 ’Tis enough that I have your love and kindness 
surely; and to make you happy is duty enough for me 7 ; 

‘Happy 1 ’ says she; ‘but indeed 1 ought to be, with my 
children, and-’ 

‘Not happy” cried Esmond (foi he knew what her life was, 
though lie and his mistress never spoke a word concerning 
* If not happiness, it may be ease. Let me stay and work for yoif 
- -let me slay and be your servant.’ 

‘Indeed, you are best away,’ said my lady, laughing, as she put 
her hand on the boy's head for a moment. ‘You shall stay in no 
such dull place. You shall go to college and distinguish yourself 
as becomes your name. That, is how you shall please me best; 
and and if my children want von, or 1 want you, you shall come 
to us ; and 1 know we may count on you.' 

‘May Heaven forsake me if you may not,’ Harry said, getting 
up from his knee. 

‘And my knight longs for a dragon this instant that he may 
fight,’ said my lady, laughing : which speech made Harry Esmond 
start, aud turn red ; for indeed the very thought was in his mind 
that he •would like that some chance should immediately happen 
whereby he might, show his devotion. And it pleased him to 
think that his lady had called him ‘her knight, 1 and often and 
often he recalled this to his mmd, and prayed that, lie might be 
her tme knight, too. 

My lady's bedchamber window looked nut over the country, 
r ami you could see from it the purple hills beyond (iastlewood 
village, the green common betwixt that and the Hall, and the old 
bridge which crossed over the river. When Harry Esmond went, 
away for Cambridge, little Frank ran alongside his horse as far 
ns the bridge, and there Harry stopped for a moment, and looked 
back at the house where the best part of his life had been passed. 
It lay before him with its grey familiar towers, a pinnacle or two 
shining in the sun, the buttresses aud terrace-walls casting great 
blue shades on the grass. And Harry remembered all his life* 
after how he saw his mistress at t,he window looking out on him, 
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ixl a white robe, the little Beatrix’s chestnut curia resting at her [ 
E mother’s side. Both waved a farewell to him, ami little Frank 
fobbed to leave him. Yes, he %mvl<l be his lady’s true knight, he 
Avowed in his heart ; he waved her au adieu with his hat. The 
'■^Village people had good-bye to sa,y to him too. All knew that 
■? Master Harry was going to college, and most, of them had a kind 
;.pword and a look of farewell. T do not stop to say what adven¬ 
tures lie began to imagine or what career to devise for himself 
o before he had ridden three miles from home. He had not read 
i Monsieur Holland's ingenious Arabian tales as yet: but be sure’' 
r that there aio other folks who build castles in the air, and have , 
f; fine hopes, and kick them down too, besides Inmost Alnaseliar. 
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Mv loud, who said he should like to revisit the old liaunts of his 1 
' youth, kindly accompanied Harry Esmond in his first journey to 

■ Cambridge. Their road lay through London, where my Lord 
Viscount, would also have Hairy stay a. few days to show him the 
pleasures of the town, before he entered upon his university studies, 
and whilst luie Hairy's patron conducted the young man to my 
Lady Downgeis house at Chelsea neai Loudon: the kind lady 
at Castle wood ha\ing specially ordered that the young gentleman 

, and the old should pay a respectful visit in that quarto. 

Her ladyship the Viscountess Dowager occupied a liifkidsnnie 

■ new house in Chelsea, with a garden behind it, and facing the 
river, always a bright and animated^ sight with its swauns of 
sailors, barges, and wherries. Harry laughed at recognising in 
the parlour the well-remembered old piece of Sir Peter Lely, 

' .wherein his father’s widow was ropiosented as a, virgin limitless 
farmed with a gilt bo\v-uiid-arrow, and enoumbeied only with that 
reran 11 quantity of drapery which it would seem the viigins in King 
.■.Charles’s day were accustomed to wear. 

y t My L;uly Dowser hail loft off (his peculiar habit of mmtmss 
when she married. But though she w'as now r considerably past 
^■spty yddrs of age, I believe she thought that airy nymph of the 
picture could still be easily recognised in the venerable personage 
jfwho gave an audience to Harry and his patron. „ 

y She received the young man with even more favour than she:* 
showed to the elder, for she chose to carry on the. coinersation in 

T 
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/Jrencli, in which my Lord Castle/wood was no great proficiency 
A and expressed her satisfaction at finding that Mr. Esmond could ^ 
•’-apeak fluently in that language. ‘ "Twas the only one fit for politej| 
^’Conversation/ she condescended to say, ‘and suitable to persons of/ 

1 LiivK hv/nuliiuv * ’ ' 1 


1 high breeding. 7 

My lord laughed afterwards, as the gentlemen went away, at/; 
his kinswoman’s behaviour. He said he remembered the time/ 
1 when she could speak English fast enough, and joked in his jolly;* 
v way at the loss he had had of such a. lovely wile as that. A 

My Lady Viscountess deigned lo ask his lordship news of his -, 
wife and children ; she, had heard that Lady Castle wood had had,; 
the small-pox ; she hoped she was not so oer// much disfigured as ■, 
people said. / 

At this remark about his wife’s malady, my Lord Viscount "■ 
winced and turned red, but the Dowager in speaking of the cb'W ' 
. figurement of the young lady, turned to her looking-glass anu • 
examined her old wrinkled countenance in it with such a grin/ 
; >of satisfaction, that it was all her guests could do to refrain from; 
laughing in her ancient lace. 

She asked Harry what his profession was to be ; and my lord, 

*' saying that the lad was to take orders, and have the living of 
• Oastlewood when old Dr. Tuslier vacated it , she did not seem to 
- show any paitieular angei at tin* notion of Harry’s becoming a- 
/ Church of England clergyman, nay, was rather glad than otlier- 

V wise, that the youth should bp so provided for. She bade Mr. 

’ Esmond not to forget to pay her a visit, whenever he passed 

through London, and carried her graciousness so far as to send a 
v purse with twenty guineas for him, to the tavern at which my. 
r’lord pul up (the (Ireyhouml, in Charing Cross;, and, along with 
' this welcome gift fm her kinsman, she sent a little doll for a, 
present to my lord’s little daughter Hcattix, who was growing 
beyond the age of dolls by this time, and was as tall almost as 
her venerable relative. 

After seeing the town, and going to the plays, my Lord Castle-/. 
■i wood and Esmond rode together to Cambridge, spending t-woi 
; pleasant, days upon the journey. Those rapid new coaches were? 
; not established as yet, that performed the whole journey between.’ 

V London and the University in a single day ; however, the road 

' was pleasant and short enough to Harry Esmond, and he always., 1 
'I gratefully remembered that happy holiday, which his kind patro^y 
/'.gave him. * V; 

Cy/.' Mr. Esmond was entered a pensioner of Trinity College in- 
/^Cambridge, to which famous college my lord had also in his youth’; 

.^belonged. Dr. Montague was master at this time, and received/ 

V*’.' , ’ • ' v'Jkdl 
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V n\y Lord Viftcoufet with great politeness ; so did Mr. Bridge, who 
l r was appointed to be Harry’s tutor. Tom Tueher, who was of 
' iiW Einmanuel College, and was by this time a junior soph, came to 
y‘ wait upon my lord, and to take Harry under bis protection; and 
comfortable rooms being provided for him in the great court close 


5 , 


’by the gate, and near to the famous Mr. Newton's lodgings, Harry's 
f patron took leave of him with many kind words and blessings, 


f 


w and an admonition to him to behave better at the University than 
. my lord himself had ever done. 

’Tik needless in these memoirs to go at any length into the 
particulars of Harry Esmond’s college career. It was like that of 
? a hundred young gentlemen of that day. lint he had the ill- 
fortune to he older by a couple of years than most of Ins fellow- 

V students, and by his previous solitary mode of bringing up, the 

circumstances of his life, and the peculiar thoughtfulness and 

. melancholy that had naturally engendered, lie was, in a great 

A measure, cut off from the society of comrades who were much 

, J =" younger and higher niirited than he. His tutor, who had bowed 
down to the ground, as he walked my lord over the college grass- 
plats, (‘banged his behaviour as soon as the nobleman’s back was 
■ turned, and was—-at least, Harry thought so--harsh and overbear¬ 
ing. When the lads used to assemble in their f/n<i<f> in hall, 
Harry found himself alone in the midst of that Jittle lloek of boys; 
they raised a gieat, laugh at him when lie was set on to read 
Latin, which ho did with the fox mu pronunciation taught to him 
■ by his old master, lhe Jesuit, than which he knew no other. Mr, 
Bridge, the In tor, made bim the object of clumsy jokes, in which 
he was fond of indulging. The young man’s spirit was chafed, 
and his vanity moitilied : and lie found hirnself, for soiTie time, 
as lonely m Ibis place as ever lie had been at Uastlew ood, whither 
, he longed to return His birth was a source of shame to him, and ' 
'■ he fancied a hundred slights and sneers from young and old, who, 
no doubt, had treated him better had lie met, them himself mole 
frankly. And as lie looks back, in calmer days, upon this period 

V of his life, which lie thought so unhappy, he can see that his own 
pride and vanity caused no small part of the mortifications which 

j^be attributed to others’ illwill. The world deals good-naturedly 
with good-natured people, and 1 never knew a sulky misanthropist 
<;j who quarrelled with it, but it was lie, and not it, that was in the 
^ W’rong. Tom Tuslior gave Harry plenty of good advice on this 
: A; subject, foi Tom had both good sense and good humour; but Mr 
,4 Harry chose to treat his senior with a great deal of superfluous 
$ disdain and absurd scorn, and would by no means part from his- 
Jlarliug injiuies, in which, very likely, no man believed but him- 

11 ?.'*•- * ,« t 
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. self. As fur honest Doctor Bridge, the tutor found, after a few 
''"trials of wit with the pupil, Hint the younger man wan an ugly, 
subject for wit, and that the laugh was often turned against him.. 
This did not make tutor and pupil any better friends ; but bad, 
so far, an advantage for Esmond, that Mr. Bridge was induced to . 

■ leave him alone ; and so long as he kept his chapels, and did the . 
college exorcises required of him, Biidge was content not to see 
Harry’s glum face in his class, and to leave him to read and sulk 

. for himself in his own chamber. 

A poem or two in Latin and English, which wcie pronounced to ■ 
have some meiit, and a Latin oration (Ibr Mr. Esmond could write 
, that language 1 betid than pronounce it), got him a little reputation 
both with the authorities of the. University and amongst the young 
men, with whom he began to pass for more than he was worth. 
A few vietoiies over their common enemy, Mr. Bridge, made thc*^ 
incline towards him, and look upon hint as the champion of their 
order against the seniors. Such of tin* lads as lie took into his 
confidence found him not so gloomy and haughty as his appearance 
led them to believe . and Don Dismallo, :i> lie was called, became 

■ presently a. person of some little importance in his college, and was, 
as he believes, set duwn by the seniors there ns rather a dangerous 
character. 


T>on Dismallo was a staunch young Jacobite, like the rest of his 
family . gave himself many absmd airs of lovalty , used to invite 
young 1 1 lends to Burgundy, and give the King’s health cm King 
James's birthday ; wore 1 black on the day of his abdication ; fasted 
oil the anniversaiy of King William's coronation ; and performed 
a thousand absurd antieks, of which lie smiles now to think. 

These follies caused many remonstrances on Tom Tusher’s part, 
who was always a friend of tin* powers that he, as Esmond was 
always in opposition to them. Tom was a Whig, while Esmond was 
a Ton, Tom never missed a. lectmr, and capped the proctor with 
the prol'omidest of bows. No wonder lie sighed over Hairy’s insub- 
, ordinate courses, and wits angry when the others laughed at him. 

But that Harry was known to have my Lord Viscount’s protection, 

■ 'Tom no doubt would have broken with him altogether. But. 
. honest. Tom never gave up a comrade as long as he was the friend 
* of a great man. Tins was not out of scheming on Tom’s part, but 
| a natural inclination towards the great. Twas no hypocrisy in 
., him to flatter, but the hunt of his mind, which was always perfectly , 


good-humoured, obliging, and servile. 

Harry had very lilieral allowances, for his dear mistress of Castle,- 
•wood not only regularly supplied him, but the Dowager at Chelsea 
made her donation annual, ami received Esmond at her house near 
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London every Christmas; but in spite of these benefactions, ■ 
Esmond was constantly poor; whilst ’twas a wonder with how 
small a stipend from his father Tom Tusher contrived to make a 
good figure. ’Tis true that Harry both spent, gave, and lent liis 
money very freely, which Thomas never did. I think he was like 
the famous Duke of Marlborough in this instance, who getting a ^ 
present oi fiity pieces, when a young man, from some foolish woman, 
who fell in love with his good looks, shown! the money to Cadogan 
in a drawer scores of years after, where it had lain ever since lie ■ 
had sold his beardless honour to procure if. I do not, mean to say 
that Tom ever let out his good looks so profitably, for nature had 
not endowed him with any particular charms of person, and he ever 
was a pattern of moral behaviuui, losing no opportunity of giving 
the very Ixvd advice to his younger cum rude ; with which article, 
to do him justice, he parted very fiooly. Not but that lie was a 
merry fellow, too, in his way ; he loved a joke, if by good fortune 
lie understood it, and took his shave genoiously of a bottle if 
another paid for it, and especially if there was a young lord in 
company to diink it. in these eases there was not a harder drinker 
in the University than Mr. Tuslicr could be ; and it was edifying 
to behold him, fresh shaved, and with smug face, singing out 
‘Amen” at early eh.ipel in the morning. In liIs reading, poor 
Marry permitted himself to go a-n.uhling after all the Nine Muses, 
and so very likely had but little favour fiom any one of them : 
whereas Tom Tusher, \\h<» hail no nune turn for poeliy than a ■ 
ploiighbov. nevertheless, by a dogged perseverance and obsequious¬ 
ness in courting the divine Calliope, got. himself a prize, and some 
credit in the University, and a fellowship at his college, as a 
reward lor Ins scholarship In this turn' of Mr Esmond's life, he 
got tin* little readme which he ever could boast of, ,md passed a 
good part of his davs greedily devouring all the hooks on which he 
could lay hand. In this desultory way the works of most of the 
English, French, and Italian poets came under his eyes, and he 
had a smattering of the Spanish tongue likewise, besides the.*" 
ancient languages ot which, at least of Latin, he was a tolerable 
master. 

Then, about midway in his University eareri, he fell to reading 
for the profession to which worldly prudence ratliei than inclination 
called him, and \\;t“ perfectly bewildered in theological e<" troversy. 

In the course of his reading (which was neither pursued with that 
seriousness or that devout mind which such a study requires), the 
youth found himself, at the end of one month, a Papist, and was 
about to proclaim his faith ; the next month, a Protestant, with 
Chillingwortli: and the third, a seeptick, with Hobbs and Bayle. 
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I’Whercas honest Tom Tusher never permitted his mind to stray ^ 

/'out of the prescribed University path, accepted the Thirty-nine ;j 
^'Articles with all his heart, and would have signed and sworn to'-' 
other iiino-und-thirty with entire obedience. Harry’s wilfulness in ’ 
i*:this matter, and disorderly thoughts and conversation, so shocked", 
^ and altlieted his senior, that there grew up a coldness and estrange-V/ 
ment between them, so that they became searee more than mere 
acquaintances from having been intimate friends when they eamo ■ 
. to college first. Politicks ran high, too, at the University ; and / 
■ here, also, the young men wore at variance. Tom professed him¬ 
self, albeit a high-churchman, a strong King William’s-man; - 
whereas Hurry brought Ins family Tory politicks to college with - 
him, to which lie must add a dangerous admiration for Oliver 
Cromwell, whoso side, or King James’s by turns, lie often chose to ■ 

' take in the disputes w'hieh the vomig gentlemen used to hold ; ig . 
each other’s rooms, where they debated on the state of the nation, 
crowned and deposed kings, and toasted past and present heroes 
"or beauties in flagons of college ale. 

Thus either from the circnmstancc-s of his birth, or the natural 
melancholy of his disposition, Esmond came to live very much by 
himself during his stay at the. University, having neither ambition : 
enough to distinguish himself in the college eaieei, nor earing to 
mingle with the. mere pleasures and bojisli frolics of the students, 

, who were, for the most part, two or three years younger than lie. 
He fancied that the gentlemen of the common-room of Ids college 
slighted him on account of his birth, and hence kept aloof from 
' their society. It. may be that he made the illvvill, which he 
imagined came from them, by his own behaviour, which, as lie 
< looks back on it in after-life, be now sees was morose and haughty. 

At any rate, lie was as tenderly grateful for kindness, as he was 
; susceptible of slight and wiong ; and, lonely as he was generally, 

■: yet had one or two very warm friendships for Ids companions of ^ 
those days. 

^ , One of these was a queer gentleman that resided in the Uni- ; 
versity, though he was no member of it, and was the piofessor of a ' 
science, scarce recognised in the common course of college education. < 
This was a French icfugee officer, who had been driven out of hiiij 
/ native country at the time of the Protestant persecutions there, 

" and who came to Cambridge, 'where he taught the science of the 
l small-sword, and set. up a saloon-of-arms. Though he declared 
/-himself a Protestant, ’twaa said Mr. Moreau was a Jesuit in dis- ^ 
, guise ; indeed, he brought very strong recommendations to the - 
Tory party, which was pretty strong in that University, and very ; 
likely was one of the many agents whom King James had in this 
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; country, Esmond found this gentleman’s conversation Very liinch 
- more agreeable, and to his taste, than the talk of the college divines 
? in the common-room ; he never wearied of Moreau’s stories of the 
'wars of Turenne and Oondtf, in which lie had borne a part ■ and 
being familiar with the French tongue from his youth, and in a 
|plaee wheie but few spoke it, his company became very agreeable 
•fito the brave old professor of arms, whose favourite pupil he was, 

‘ and who made Mi. Esmond a very tolerable proficient in the noble 
'science of c.s rrime. 

At the next term Esmond was to take his degree of Bachelor 
' of Arts, and afterwards, in proper season, to assume five cassock 
,aiul bands which his fond mistress would have him wear. Tom ; 
Tusher himself was a parson and a fellow of his college by this 
^time; and Flurry felt that lie would very gladly cede his right to 
-the living of Hastlewood to Tom, and that Ids own calling was in 
' no way the pulpit, lhit as lie was bound, before all tilings in the 
1 world, to his dear mistress at home, and knew that a refusal on Jus 
, part would grieve her. he determined to give her no hint of his 
unwillingness to the clerical olliec ; and it was in this unsatisfactory 
mood of mind that he went to spend the last vacation lie should 
have at (lastlewood before he took ordeis. 
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■ At his third long vacation, Bsmond came as usual lo t.’astlewood, 
always fceliue an eager thrill of plea,'.lire when he* found himself 
once inoic m the house where he had passed so many years, and 
behold the kind familiar eyes of his mislieSs looking upon him. 
She ami her children (out of whose company she .-eurcc ever saw 
dxiiu) came to greet, him. Miss Beatrix was grown so tall that 

\ Harry did not <|iiito know whether lie might kiss her or no ; and 
? she blushed and lield back when he olfered tliat salutation, though 
• ’she. took it, and even courted it, when they were alone. The young 
S lord was shooting up to be like his gallant father in look though 
? with Ids mother’s kind eyes : the lady of (Jastlewood herself seemed 

■ ; :grown, too. since Harry saw her--in her look more stately, in her 
person fuller, in her face, still as ever most tender ami friendly, a 
'greater air of command and decision than had appeared in that 
guileless sw'eet countenance which Harry remembered so gratefully. 
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'.The tone of her voice was so much deeper and sadder when she 
{tspoke and welcomed him, that it quite startled Esmond, who/. 
51 looked up at her surprised as she spoke, when she withdrew heir 
'/eyes from him ; nor did she ever look at him afterwards when hisl 
own eyes were- gazing upon her. A something hinting at grief and , 
secret, and filling his mind with alarm undefiliable, seemed to speak'; 
with that low thrilling voice of hers, and look out of those dear; 
sad eyes. Her greeting to Esmond, was so cold that it almost ! 
pained the lad (who would have liked to fall on his knees, and kiss 
the, skirt of her robe, so fond and ardent was his respect and regard! 
for her), and he faltered in answering the questions which she,' 1 ; 
hesitating on lmr side*, began to put to him. Was lie happy at ' 
Cambridge ? Hid lie study too hard ? She hoped not. He had 
grown very tall, and looked very well. f 

‘ He lias got a moustache 1 ’ cries out Master Esmond 
1 Whv does lie not wear a perruke like mv Loul Mohun '!■ ’ asabd ’ 
Mills I ’matrix. 1 My lord says that imbody wears their own hair.’ 

‘ l Ivdieve you will have to occupy your old chamber,’ says my! 
lady. ‘ 1 hope the housekeeper lias got it ready.' * 

‘ Why, minima, you have been there ten times these three days 
yourself/ exclaims Frank. 

‘And she cut some flowers which you planted in my garden— 
do you remember, ever so many years ago?—when 1 was quite a 
little girl/ cries out Miss llcatrix, on tiptoe. ‘And mamma put 
them in your window.’ 

‘ 1 remember when you giew well after you were ill that you 
used to like roses/ said the lad}, blushing like one of them. They 
all conducted Harry Esmond to his eliamber; the children running 
before, 4-lurry walking by his mistress haml-iii-liaiid. 

The old room had been ornamented and beautified not a little, 
to receive him. The downs were in the window in a china vase; 
and there was a line new counterpane on the bed, which chatterbox 
Beatrix said mamma had made too. A lire was crackling on the. 
hearth, although it was June. My lady thought the room wanted 
, wanning; everything was done to make him happy and welcome: 
‘And you are not to he a page any longer, hut a gentleman and 
kinsman, aud to walk with papa and mamma,' said the children,'' 
And as soon as his di.ar mistress and children had left him to- 
' himself, it was with a heart ovcrllowing with love and gratefulness; 

that lie tiuug himself down cm his knees by the side of the Little, 
p. bed, and asked a blessing upon those who were so kind to him. 

The children, who are always house tell-tales, soon made him,; 
acquainted with the little history of the house and family. Papa], 
^ had been to London twice. Papa often weut away now.’ Papa' 
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Had taken Beatrix to Westlands, where sfic was taller than Sir 


: .George Harper's second daughter, though she was two years older.; 
■; Papa had taken Beatrix and Frank both to Bollminster, where* 
. Frank had got the better of Lord Bell minsters son in a boxing- 
. match—my lord, laughing, told Harry, afterwards. Many gentle- 
v men came to stop with papa, and papa had gotten a new game 
. from London, a French game, ealled a billiard,- that tin* French 
king played it very well: and the Dowager Lady Dastlewood had 

■ sent Miss Beatrix a present; and papa had gotten a new chaise, 
with two little horses, which lie drove himself, beside the coach, 
which mamma went in , and Doctor Tusher was a cross old plague, 

■ and they did not like to learn from him at all ; and papa did not’ 
care about them learning, and laughed when they weie at their 

, books , but mamma liked them to learn, and taught them : and I 
don’t think papa is fond of mamma, said Miss Beatrix, with her' 
great eyes. She had come quite close up to Harry Esmond by the" 

■ time, this prattle took place, and was on his knee, and had examined 
all the points of his dress, and all the good or bad features of his 
homely face. 

‘Yon shouldn't say that papa, is not fond of mamma/ said the 
boy, at this confession. k Mamma never said so; and mamma, 
forbade you to say it, Miss Beatrix.’ 

’Twas this, no doubt., that, accounted for the sadness m Lady 
Castle wood’s eyes, and the plain the vibiations of her voice Who 
does not know of eyes, lighted bv love once, wlieie the flame 
shines no more 7 -of lamps extinguished, once propeily trimmed 
and tended? Mveiy man has such in his house. Such mementos 
make our splendidest chambers look blank and sad . such faces 
seen in a day ra.-d a gloom upon our sunshine. Ho oaths mutually 
sworn, and invocations of Heaven, and priestly eeiemonies. and 
fond belief, and love, so fond and faithful, that, it never doubted 
but that it should live for ever, are all of no avail towards making 
love eternal: it dies, in spite of the banns and tin- piicsl, and I 
have often thought there should he a visitation ot the sick for it; 

■ and a funeial service, and an extreme unction, and an a hi in pace. 

' It has its couise, like all mortal things- its beginning, progress, 

and decay, it buds, and it blooms out into sunshine, and it withers 
, and ends. Strephon and L'hloe languish apart: join in a rapture:' 

and presently you hear that (‘bloc is crying, and Strephon has 
‘ ,broken his crook across her back. Can you mend it so as to show 
/no marks of rupture? IS ; ot all the priests of Hymen, not all the 
) incantations to the gods can make it whole ! 

f Waking up from dreams, books, and visions of* college honours, 
/ill which, for two years, Harry Esmond had been immersed, he 
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found himself, instantly, on Ids return home, in the midst of this - 
factual tragedy of life, which absorbed and interested him, more - 
;£tban all his tutor taught him. The persons whom he loved-b- 
:Cbest in th<* world, and to whom he owed most, were living'/ 
\ unhappily together. The gentlest and kindest of women was 
suffering ill-usage and shedding tears in secret: the man who;', 
made hei wretched bv neglect, if not by violence, was Harry's ; 
benefactor and patron. In houses where, in place of that sacred, b' 
inmost flame of love, there is discord at the centre, the whole ' J 
household becomes hypocritical, and each lies to his neighbour,■'£ 
The husband for it may be the wife) lies when the visitor conics,, jj; 
in, and wears a grin of reconciliation or politeness before him. 
The wife lies (indeed. In-r business is to do that, and to smile, , 
however much she is beaten), swallows her tears, and lies to her '' 
lord and master* lies 111 bidding little -lackey respect dear pa. ; 
'lies iu assuring grandpapa that she is perfectly happy. The 
servants lie, wearing grave laces behind their master’s chair, and 
pretending lo he unconscious of the fighting ; and so, from morning 
till bailtiine, life is passed in falsehood. And wiseacres call this 
a proper regard of morals, and point out IJaucis and Pliilenmu as 
’/examples of a good life. 

If 111 v lady did not, speak of her griefs to Harry Esmond, my 
lord was by no means reserved when m his cups, and spoke his 
mind very lively, bidding Harry, in Ins coarse way, and with his 
blunt language, In-wan; of all women, as cheats, jades, jilts, and 
using otliei unmistakable monosyllables in speaking of them, 
Indeed, ’twus the fashion of the day as I must own, and there’s 

- not a writer of my time of any note, with the exception of poor 
Dick Specie, ikit does not speak of a woman as of a slave, and 
scorn and use her as such. .Mr. Pope, Mr. Congreve, Mr. Addison, 
Mr. <Jhv, every one of ’em. sing in this key ; each according to Ins 
nature and politeness ; and loudei and fouler than all iu abuse is 
i.)r. Swift, wim spoke of them as lit treated them, worst of all. 

.Much of tin- <|uan*els and hatred which arise between married 
people come in my mind from the husband’s rage and revolt at 
’’ discovering that Ids slave and bedfellow, who is to minister to all 
his wishes, and is elnuvii-sworn to honour and obev him—in his 
superioi ; and that In , a.id not she, ought to be the subordinate of > 
the twain ; and in those controversies, 1 think, lay the cause of 
», my lord’s anger against his lady. When lie left her, she began to \ 

- think for herself, and her thoughts were not in his favour. After'* 1 ' 

- the illumination, when the love-lump is put out that anon- we »;■ 

spoke of, and by the common daylight you look at the picture,; 
what a daub it looks! what a clumsy effigy! How many men.; 
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and wives come to this knowledge, think you? And if it be- 
painful to a woman to find herself mated fin- life to a boor, and 
ordered to love and honour a dullard : it is worse still for the man ' 
himself perhaps whenever in his dim eompiehension the idea 
dawns that his slave and drudge yonder is, in tiuth, his superior; 
that the woman who docs his bidding, anti submits (o Ins humour, 
should be his lord ; that she can think a thousand things beyond 
the power of his muddled brains ; and that in yonder head, on the 
pillow opposite to him, lie a thousand feelings, mysteries of 
thought, latent seems and rebellions, wln.'enf In' only dimly per¬ 
ceives the existence as they look out furtively from hei eyes:, 
treasures of Ime doomed to perish without a hand to gather them : 
sweet fancies and images of beauty that would grow and unfold 
themselves into flower ; bright wit that would sldne like diamonds 
could it be brought into the sun : and the tyrant m possession 
crushes the outbreak of all these, drives them back like slaves into 
the dungeon and darkness, and chafes without that his prisoner is 
rebellions, and Jus sworn subject iiinbitiful and refractory. So the 
lam]) was mil in Oastlewood Flail, and the lotd and lady there saw 
each other as they were. With her illness and alteied beauty my 
lord’s fin* for his wife disnppeaied ; with his selfishness and faith¬ 
lessness hei foolish fiction of Ime and revricnce, was ien 1 away. 
Love? who is to love what is base and unlovely ? Respect?---- 
who is to respect what is gross and sensual? Not all the marriage 
oaths sworn b>Tore all the parsons, eaidmals, imnisteis, muftis, 
and rabbins in the woild, can bind to that monstrous allegiance. 
This couple was living apart, then . the woman happy to be 
allowed to love and tend her ehildien (who wore never of her 
own goodwill away from her), and thankful to have sauul such 
treasure as these out of the wreck in which the better part of her 
heart went down. 

These young ones had bad no instructors save their mother, 
and 1 Kn tor Tushor for their theology, occasionally, and had made 
more prog i ess than might have been expected under a tutor so 
indulgent and fond as Lady Lastlewood. Roatrix could sing and 
dance like a nymph. Her voice was her father's delight after 
dinner. She ruled over the, house with little imperial ways which 
her parents coaxed and huighed at. She ha* long learned the 
value of her bright eyes, and tried experiments in (oijuetry, in 
. vorpure rih\ upon rustics and country squires, until she should 
prepare to conquer the world and the fashion. She put on a new 
yibbon to welcome Harry Esmond, made eyes at him, and directed 
her young smiles at him, not a little to the amusement of the 
.young man. and the joy of her father, who laughed his great, laugh, 
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jhaud encouraged her in her thousand an ticks. Lady Oastlcwood 
J; watched the child gravely and sadly; the little one was pert,; 
I’,in her replica to licr mother : yet eager m her protestations of love: 
ft,and promises of amendment: and as ready to cry (after a little-- 
quarrel brought mi by her own giddiness) until she had won back'.” 
■: her mamma’s favour, as she was to risk the kind lady’s displeasure’; 

by fresh outbreaks of restless vanity. From her mother’s sad-*’ 
f looks she fled to her father’s chair ami boozy laughter. She; 
already set the one against the other: and the little rogue.' 
delighted in ihe mischief which she knew how to make so early. 

The young heir of Dastlewood was spoiled hy father and mother 

1 both. He took their caresses as men do, and as if they were his 

right. He had his hawks and his spaniel dog, his little horse, and , 

his beagles. He had learned to ride and to drink, and to shoot 

flying: and lie had a small eomt, the sons of the huntsman u’^l 

woodman, as became, the heir-apparent, taking after the example 

of my loid his father. If he had a headache, his mother was as 

much frightened as if the plague were in the house: my lord 

laughed ami jeered in his abrupt way -(indeed, ’twes on the day 

after New Year’s Day. and an excess of mince-pic) - ami said with 

some of his usual oaths — ‘ 1 )-u it. Harry Esmond—von see lmw 

« » 

my lady takes on about Frank’s megrim. She used to be sorry 
about mo, my buy (pass tin* tauhaid. Harry), ami to be frighted 
if I had a headache once. She don't enie about my head now. 
They’re like that -women are -all the same, Harry, all jilts in 
their hearts. Slick to college stick to punch and butteivalc: 
and never see a woman that’s handsomer than an old cinder-faced 
bed-maker. That's my counsel.’ 

It \wis my lord's custom to fling out many jokes of this nature, 
in presence of his wile ami children, at meals clumsy sarcasms 
‘which my lady turned many a time, or winch, sometimes, she, 
affected not to hear, or which now and again would hit their mark 
.and make the poor victim wince (as you could see hy her flushing 
' face and eyes filling with tears), or which again worked her up. 

to anger and ictort when, in answer to one of these heavy bolts, 
j she would flash back with a quivering reply. The pair were not ’ 
. happy ; nor indeed was it happy to he with them. Alas, that 
youthful love and truth snould end in bitterness and bankruptcy!, 
t- To see a young couple loving each other is no wonder ; but to see; 
V au old couple loving each other is the best sight of all. Harry * 
Esmond became the confidant of one and the other--that is. mv 
, lord told the lad all his griefs and wrongs (which were indeed of i 
'Lord Oastlewood’s own making), and Harry divined my lady’s ^ 
his affection leading him easily to penetrate the hypocrisy under/. 
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which Lady Castle wood generally chose to go disguised, and to see. 
hlier heart aching whilst her face wore a smile. ’Tis a hard task 
fjfor women in life, that mask which the world bids them wear,5 
v But there is no greater crime than for a woman, who is ill used and 
unhappy, to show that she. is so. The world is quite relentless;.' 
.about bidding her to keep a cheerful fare; and our women, like; 
'“the Malabar wives, arc forced to go smiling and painted to sacrifice 
4-,themselves with their husbands : their 1 elutions being the most 
eager to push them on to their duty, and, inn lei their shouts and 
-applauses, to smother and hush their cries of pain. ■ 

So, into the sad secret of his patron’s household, Hai ry Esmond" 
became initiated, he scarce knew how. It had passed under his '; 
eyes two years before, when he could not understand it: but read- , 
ing, and thought, and experience of men, had oldened him : and one 
of the deepest sorrows of a life which had never, in truth, been very 
happy, came upon him now, when he was compelled to understand 
: and pity a grief which lie stood quilt' powerless to relieve. 

It hath boon said my lord would never lake the oath of allegi¬ 
ance, nor his seal as a peer of the kingdom of Ireland, where, 
indeed, lie had but a nominal estate : and refused an English 
. peerage which King William's government ottered him as a bribe 
to secure Ids loyalty. 

4 He might, have accepted this, and would doubtless, but for the 
■earnest remonstrances of his wife (who ruled hoi husband's opinions 
better than she could govern his conduct), and who being a simple- 
hearted woman with hut < no nile of faith and rigid, never thought 
of swerving fioin her fidelity to the exiled family, or of recognising 
any othei sovereign but King James; and though she ac piiescod 
in the doctrine of obedience to the reigning power, no temptation, 
she thought, could induce her to acknowledge the 1‘rinee of Oiange 
as rightful monarch, nor to let her lord so acknowledge him. So 
.my Lord Castlewood remained a lmnjuroi all his life nearly, though 
.■ his self-denial caused him many a pang, and left him sulky and out- 
j/of humour. 

The year after the Revolution, and all through King "William’s 
; life, ’tis known there were const an I intrigues for the restoration of 
4the exiled family ; but if my Lord Castlewood took any share of 
^these, as is probable, ’twas only for a short time, and when Harry 
f Esmond was too young to be introduced into such important secrets. 

■„f But in the year 1095, when that, conspiracy of Sir John Fen- 
Cwiek, Colonel Lmviek, and others, was set on foot, for waylaying- 
•/.King William as he came from Hampton Court to London, and a 
’,-jWcret plot was formed, in which a vast mini her of the nobility and 
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'/people of honour were engaged ; Father Holt appeared at Castle- 
I'-'wood, and brought a young friend with him, a gentleman whom 7 
•/’twas easy to see that both ray lord and the Father treated with If! 
f-uncommon deference. Harry .Esmond saw this gentleman, and ; 
i;;.jkucw and recognised him in after life, as shall be shown in its V 
.‘place; and lie has little doubt now that my Lord Viscount was ; 
implicated somewhat in the transactions which always kept Father 

■ Holt employed and travelling hither and thither under a dozen of ;? 

■ different names and disguises. The Father's companion went by 
the name of Captain -James ; and it was under a very different 
name and appearance that Harry Esmond afterwards saw him. 

It was the next year that the Fenwick conspiracy blew up, 
which is a matter of puhlick history now, and which ended in the 
execution of Sir John and many more, who suffered manfully for 
’ their treason, and who were attended to Tyburn by my lady’^ 
father Dean Armstrong, Mr. Collar, and other stout nonjnring' 
clergymen, who absolved them at the gallows-foot. 

■i Tin known that when Sir John was apprehended, discovery was ‘ 
made of a great, number of names of gentlemen engaged in the - 
conspiracy , when, with a noble wisdom and clemency, the Prince 
burned the list of conspirators furnished to him, and said he would 
know no more. Mow it was, after this, that Lord Castlewood swore 
his great oath, that he would never, so help him Heaven, be 
1 engaged in any transaction against that brave and merciful man ; 

■ and so he fold Holt when the indefatigable priest visited him, and 

, would have had him engage in a farther conspiracy After this my 
lord ever spoke of King William as he was- as one of the wisest, 
the bravest, and the greatest, of men. My Lady 1‘Lmoiid (for her 
. part) said she could never pardon the King, fust, for ousting his 
‘ father-in-law from his throne, ami secondly, for not being constant 
to his wile, the Princess Mary, Indeed, T think if Nero were to 
rise again, and be king of England, and a good family man, the 
ladies \wild pardon him. My lord laughed at his wife's objections 

■ — the standard of virtue did not fit him much. 


The last conference which Mr. Hole had with his lordship took ' 
| place when Harry was come home from his first vacation from; 

college (Harry saw his old tutor hut for a half-hour, and exchanged 
; no private words ’with him), and their talk, whatever it might be, . 
/ left iny Lord Viscount very much disturbed in mind - so much so, 

^ that, his wife, and his young kinsman, Henry Esmond, could not 
', but. observe his disquiet. After Holt was gone, my lord rebuffed •' 
Esmond, and again treated him with the greatest deference : he 1 
- 1 shunned his wife’s questions and company, and looked at his 
children with such a face of gloom and anxiety, muttering ‘Poor/ 
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children--poor children ! ’ iu a way that could not but fill those 
whose life it was to watch him and obey him with great alarm. 
For which gloom, each person interested in the Lord Castlewood, 
framed in his or her own mind an interpretation. 

My lady, with a laugh of cruel bitterness, said, *1 suppose 
the person id 11 exton has been ill, or him scolded him ' (for my 
lord’s infatuation about Mrs. Marwood was known only too 
well). Young Esmoud feared for his money atlaiis, into Hie con¬ 
dition of which lie had been initiated , and that the expenses, 
always greater than his revenue, had caused Lord ('astlewood 
disquiet. 

One of the causes why my Lord Viscount had taken young 
Esmond into his special favour was a trivial one, thnr hath not 
before been mentioned, rlumgh it was a very lucky accident in 
Henry Esmond's life. A very few months after m\ hud's coming 
to Castlewood, in the winter tune ihe liitle boy, being a child ill 
a petticoat, trotting about it happened that, little 1'iank was with 
his father after dinner, who fell asleep over his wine, heedless of 
the child, who crawled to the tin*: and as good fortune would 
have it, Esmond was sent, by his mistress for the boy just, as 
the poor little screaming urchin's coat was set on file by a log; 
when Esmond, nisliing fonvard, ton* tin diess ofi' the infant, so 
that bis own hands weie burned imuc than the <hild’-. who was 


frightened rather than hint by this accident. I hit certainly ’twas 
providential that a lesolute pejson slnnild have enine m at. that 
instant, or the child had been burned to death pmbabh. my lord 
sleeping very heavily after diinking, and not waking so cool as a 
man should who had n dangei to lace. 

Ever alter this the father, loud in his < xpiv.Nsimis ol'Vemorse 
and humility for being a tipsy good-for nothing, and of admiration 
for llany Esmond, whom his Ionisin']) would style a hero loi doing 
a vety tiitling service, had the teiideiest regard foi his son’s pre¬ 
server, and Hairy became quite as one of the family His burns 
were tended with the greatest care by his kind mistress, who said 
that Heaven lunl sent him to be the guardian of her children, and 
tliat she would lou- him all Tier life. 


A ml it was aftei this, and from the very great, love, and tender¬ 
ness which had growm up in this little household, rat hot than to 
the exhortations of Dean Armstrong (though these had no small 
weight with him), that Harry came to be quite, of the religion of 
his house and lus dear mistress, of which lie has ever since been a 
professing member. As for Dr. Tusher’s boasts that he was ihe 
cause of this conversion- even in these young days Mr. Esmond 
had such a contempt for the Doctor, that hud Tusker bade him 
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’believe anything (which he did not—never meddling at all), Harry 
%ould that instant have questioned the truth on’t. 

■■■ My lady seldom drank wine ; but on certain days of the year, 
such as birthdays (poor Harry had never a one) and anniversary's, A 
’-she took a little ; and this day, the 20th December, was one. At? 
‘ the end. then, of this year, it might have been a fortnight after 
Mr. Holt’s last visit, Lord Has tie wood being still very gloomy in 
mind, and sitting at table,—my lady bidding a servant bring her a 
glass of wine, and looking at her husband with one of her sweet 
smiles, said : 

‘ My lord, will you not (ill a bumper too, and let me rail a toast?’ 

‘ What is it, Rachel*’ says lie, holding out his empty glass to 
be tilled. 

‘ Tis the 20th of December/ says my lady, with her fond look 
of gratitude ; ‘and my toast is, ,l Harry - and ({od bless him, w! % 
saved my boy’s life ! ” ’ 

My lord looked at Harry hard, and drank the glass, but clapped 
it down on the table in a moment, and, with a, soit of groan, rose 
up, and went out of the room. What was the matter? We all 
knew that some great grief was over him. 

Whether my lord's prudence had made him richer, or legacies 
Imd fallen to him, which enabled him to support a greater estab¬ 
lishment than that, frugal one whrh had hern too much for his 
small means, Harry Esmond knew' not, but the house of Cnstle- 
Wood was nowon a scale much more costly than it had been during 
the first years of his lordship’s coming to the title. There were 
more horses in the stable and more servants in the hall, and many 
more guests coming and going now than formerly, when it was 
found dibcnlt, enough by the, strictest economy to keep the house 
as befitted one of his lordship's rank, and the 1 estate out of debt. 
And it did not requin* very much penetration to lind Hut many of 
the new acquaintances at (lastlowond were not ngjceuble to the 
lady there: nm, that she ever treated them or any mortal with 
anything but courtesy ; Imt they wen* persons who could not be 
welcome to her; and whose society a lady so refined and reserved 
could scarce dcsiie for her ohildien. There came fuddling squires 
from the country round, who bawled their songs under her windows 
and drank themselves tipsy with my lord's punch and ale: there 
came oflicers from Ilexton, in whose company our little lord w’as 
made in hear talk and to drink, and swear too in a way that made 
the delicate lady tremble for her son. Esmond tried to console 
her by saying what lie knew' of his College experience ; that with 
this sort of company and conversation a man must fall in sooner 
or later in his course through the world : and it mattered very/ 
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little whether he heard it at twelve years old or twenty—the 
youths who quitted mothers’ apron-strings the latest being not 
uncommonly the wildest rakes. Hut it was about her daughter 
that Lady (’astlewood was the most anxious, and the danger which 
she thought menaced the little Beatrix from the indulgoncies 
which her father gave her (it must be owned that my lord, since 
these 1 unhappy domestiek differences especially, was at once violent 
in his language to the children when angry, as he was ton familiar, 
not to say coarse, when he* was in a, good humour), and from the 
company into which the careless lord brought the child. 

Not very far olf from (las tie wood is Sark (’astir*, where the 
Marchioness of Sark lived, who was known to have been a mistress 
of the late King Charles and to this house, whither indeed a 
great part of the county gentry went, my lord insisted upon going, 
not only himself, but on taking his little daughter and son, to play 
with the children there. The children were nothing loth, for the 
house was splendid and the welcome kind enough. Bui my lady, 
justly no doubt, thought, that the children of such a mother as that 
noted Lady Sark had been, could be no good company for her two; 
and spoke her mind to her lord. His own language when he was 
thwarted was not indeed of the gentlest . to be brief, there was a 
family dispute on this, as there had been on many othei points— 
and the lad\ was not only forced to give in, for tin 1 other’s will 
was law nor could situ, on account of their tender age, tell her 
children what was lhe nature of her objection to their \isifc of 
pleasure, or indeed mention to them any objection at all but she 
bad tile additional secret mortification to tind them returning 
delighted with their new friends, loaded with presents from them, 
and i-agei to be allowul to go ba< k to a place of such delights as 
Sark < 'astle E\eiy year she thought the company there would 
be more daugeioim to her daughter, as limn a child Beatrix grew 
to a. woman, and her daily increasing beauty, and many faults of 
character too, expanded. 

It was [Liny Esmond's lot. to see one, of the visits which the 
old Lady of Sark paid to the Lady of ('astlewood Hull : whither 
she came in state with six ehesmit horses and blue ribbons, a page 
on each carriage step, a gentleman of the home, and armed servants 
riding before and behind her. And but that it was unpleasant to 
see Lady Oustb’wood’s face, it wms amusing to watch the behaviour 
of the twm enemies • the frigid patience of the younger lady, and 
the unconquerable good-humour of the elder - who would see no 
offence whatever her rival intended, and who never ceased to smile 
and to laugh, and to coax the children, and to pay compliments to 
every man, woman, child, nay dog, or chair ami table, in Castle- 
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wood, so bent was she upon admiring everything there. She, 
lauded the children, and wished—as indeed she well might—that 
her own family had been brought up as well as those cherubs. 
She had never seen such a complexion as dear Leatrix’s -- though 
to be sure she had a right to it from father and mother- -Lady 
Castlewood’s was indeed a wonder of freshness, and Lady Sark 
sighed to think she had not been born a fair woman ; and remark¬ 
ing Harry Esmond, witli a fascinating superannuated smile, she 
complimented him on his wit, which she said she could see from 
his eyes and forehead ■ and vowed that she never would have him 
at Sark until her daughter were out of the v ay. 


(MIA PTER XII 


MY LORI) MOHUN UOMKS AMONU US FOR MO OOOl) 


Tiieuf had ridden along with this old Princess's eavaleade, Mvo 
gentlemen ; her son, my Lord Firebrace, and his friend my Lord 
JVIoliun, who both were greeted with a great deal of cordiality by 
the hospitable Lord of (aistlewood. My Lord Firebiace was blit 
a feeble-minded and weak-limbed young nobleman, small in stature 
and limited in understanding- to judge from the talk young 
Esmond had with him ; but the other was a person of a handsome 
presence, with the he! mr, and a bright daiing warlike aspect, 
which according to the chronicle of those days, had already 
achieved for him the conquest of several beauties and toasts, lie 
had fought and conquered in France, as well as in Flanders ; he 
had served a couple of campaigns with the Prince of Laden on the 
Danube, ami witnessed the rescue of Vienna from the Turk. And 
he spoke of his military exploits pleasantly, and with the manly 
freedom of a soldier, so as to delight all his hearers at Fastlcwood, 
..who were little accustomed to meet a companion so agreeable. 

On the tiist. day this noble company came, mv lord would not 
hear of their departure before dinner, and carried away the gentle¬ 
men to amuse them, whilst his wife was left to do the honours of 
her house to the old Marchioness and her daughter within. They 
looked at the stables, wher ■ my Lord Mohun praised the horses, 
though there was but a poor show there : they walked over the 
old house ami gardens, and fought the siege of Oliver's time over 
agaiu : they played a game of rackets in the old court, when', the 
Lord Castle wood beat my Lord Mohun, who said he loved ball of 
all things, and would quickly come back to Castlewood for his 
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revenge. After dinner they played bowls, and drank punch in the 
green alley; and when they parted they were sworn friends, my 
Lord Oastlewood kissing the other lord before he mounted on 
horseback, and pronouncing him the best companion he had met 
for many a long flay. All night lung, over his tobacco-pipe, 
Oastlewood did not cease to talk to 1 Tarry Esmond in praise 
of his new friend, and in fact did not leave off speaking of him 
until bis lordship w.is so tipsy that he could not speak plainly 
any more. 

At breakfast next day it was the same talk renewed ; and when 
my lady said there was something free in the Lord ]\luhun’s looks 
and manner of speech which caused her to mistmst him, her lord 
burst out with one of bis laughs and oaths ; said that he never 
liked man, woman, or beast, but what she was sure to be jealous 
of it ; that Moll iui was the prettiest fellow in England; that he 
hoped to see more, of him whilst in the country ; and that he would 
let Molmn know wh.it my Lady Prude said of him. 

‘ Indeed.’ Lady Oastlewood said, ‘1 liked his conversation well 
enough. Tis more amusing than that of most people I know. I 
thought, it, I own, too free , not from what he said, as rather from 
what he implied.’ 

‘Psha 1 your ladyship does not know the world,’ said her 
husband, ‘and >oii have always been as squeamish as when you 
were a miss of fifteen.’ 

‘You found no fault whim T was a miss at fifteen.’ 


‘ Begad, madam, von are grown too old for a pinafoic now ; 
and I hold that 'tis for me to judge what company my wife shall 
see,’ said my had, slapping the tabl*-. 

‘Indeed, Fiancis, 1 never thought otherwise,’ausvvciodmy lady, 
rising and dropping him a curtsey, in which stately action, if there 
was obedience, theie was defiance too’ and in which a bystander, 
deeply interested m the happiness of that pair as Harry Esmond 
was, might see lauv hopelessly separated they weie, what a great 
gulf of ditl'erence and discord had run between them 1 

‘By 0 -dl Mnhiui is the best fellow in England; and I’ll 
invite him here, just to plague that woman, bid you ever see 


such a frigid insolence as it is, Harry? That’s the way she treats 


me,’ he broke, out, storming, and his face growing red 


as ho clenched 


his tists and went on, ‘ I’m nobody in my own house. I’m to bo 
the humble servant, of that parson’s daughter. By Jove' Pd 


rather she should fling the dish at my head than sneer at me 


“she does. She puts me to shame before the children with hoi 

d-d airs; and, I’ll swear, tells Frank and Beaty that papa’s a 

reprobate, and that they ought to despise me.* 
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‘indeed and indeed, sir, I never hoard her say a word but of 
respect regarding you,’ Harry Esmond interposed. 

‘ No, curse it! I wish she would speak. Hut she never does. 
She scorns me, and holds her tongue. She keeps off from me as 
if I was a pestilence. By George ! she was fond enough of her 
pestilence oneo. And when 1 came a-courting, you would see miss 
blush blush red, by George ! for joy. Why, what do you think 
she said to me, Harry? She said herself, when T joked with 

her about her d-d smiling ted elieeks : 14 ’Tis as they do at Saint 

James's ; 1 put up my red Hag when my king comes.” T was the 
king, you see, she. meant. And now, sir, look at hei 1 T believe 
she would be glad if I was dead ; and dead I’ve been to her these 
five years—evei since you all of you had the small-pox . and she 
never forgave me for going away.’ 

‘Indeed, my lord, though ’twas hard to forgive, I think u,y 
mistress forgave it,’ llany Esmond said; ‘and remember how 
eagerly she watched your lordship’s return, and Imw sadly she 
turned away when she saw r your cold looks.’ 

‘Damme !’cries vail, my lord . ‘would you have had me wait 
and catch the small-pox ? Where the deuce had been the good of 
that? I’ll bear danger with any man--but. not useless danger— 
no, no. Thank you for nothing. And you nod your head, and 
I know' very well. Parson Harry, what you mean Then; was the 
—the other allair to make her augrv. Hut is a woman never to 
forgive a husband who goes a-tripping? Do you take me for a 
saint ? ’ 

‘Indeed, siig I do not, 1 says Harry, with a smile. 

‘ Since that time mv wife’s as cold as the statue at IHairing 
Gross. *1 tell thee she has no forgiveness in In r. Henry. Her 
coldness blights my whole life, and sends me to the punch-bowl, 
or driving about the country. My children are not mine, but hers, 
when we an' together. ’Tis onlv when she is out of sight with 
her abominable cold glances, that, run through me, that they’ll 
come to me, and that. I daie to give them so much as a kiss ; and 
that’s why I take ’em and love 'em in other people's houses, Harry. 
I’m killed by the verv virtue of that proud woman. Virtue ! give, 
me the vi 1 1 1 u; that can forgive; give me the virtue thai thinks 
not of preserving itself, but of making other folks happy. .Damme, 
what matters a scar or tv <> if ’tis got. in helping a friend in ill 
foi tune / ’ 

And my lord again slapped the table, and took a great draught 
from the tankard. Harry Esmond admired as lie listened to him, 
and thought how the poor preacher of this self-sacrifice had fled 
from the small-pox, which the lady had borne so cheerfully, and 
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which had been the cause of so much disunion in the lives of all- 
in this house. ‘ITow well men preach/ thought the young man, 
‘and each is the example in his own sermon. How each has a 
story in a dispute, and a true one, too, and both are right, or wrong, 
as you will!' ITany’s heart was pained within him, to watch the 
' struggles and pangs that tore the breast of this kind, manly friend 
and proteclor. 

‘Indeed, sir/ said he, ‘ L wish to God that my mistress could 
hear you speak as I have heard you: she would know much that 
would make her life the happier, could she heai it.’ J>ul n.y lord 
flung away with one of iiis oaLhs, and a jot ; he. said that Parson 
Harry was a good fellow ; but that as for women, all women were 
alike all jades, and heartless. So a man dashes a fine vase down, 
aud despises it for being Inoken. It may be worthless—true : but 
who had the keeping of it., and who shattered it / 

Harry, who would have given his hie to make his benefactiess 
and her husband happy, bethought him, now tliar he. saw what 
my lord's state of mmd w t us, and that he really had a great deal 
of that Jove left m his hea.it, and ready foi his wife's acceptance, if 
she would take it, whether he could not he a means of reconcilia¬ 
tion between these two peisuns, w'hom lie revered the most in the 
world. Am! lie, east about how r he should bieak a pari of his mind 
to his mi,sticks, and warn her that in his, Harry's opinion, at least, 
her husband was still her admiier, and e\en her lo\ cr. 

JJut he found the subject a way difficult one to handle, when 
lie ventured to nmonstrate, which he did in tin 1 vei v gravest tone 
(for long confidence and reiterated prools of devotion and loyalty 
had given him a suit of authority in the house, which he resumed 
as soon as e\n tie relumed to it), and with a. speech that" should 
have some effect . as, indeed, it w r as uttried with the speaker’s 
own heart. In* ventured most gently to hint to his adored mistress, 
that siie was doing her husband harm by her ill opinion of him ; 
and that the happiness of all the family depended upon setting 
hei rigid. 

She, who was ordinarily calm and most gentle, and full of 
smiles and solt attentions, flushed up when young Esmond so 
spoke to her, and lose from her chair, looking at him W'ith a 
haughtiness and imligiuiion that he had never before known her 
to display. Sin* was ijiute an altered being for that moment ; and 
looked an angry princess insulted by a vassal. 

‘ Have you over heanl mo uttei a word in my loid’s disparage¬ 
ment 1 1 she asked hastily, hissing out her words, and stamping 
her foot. 

‘Indeed, no/ Esmond said, looking down. 
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\ ‘ Are you come to me as his ambassador— you ? ’ she continued. 

‘I would sooner see peace between you than any tiling else in 
the world,’ Harry answered, ‘and would go of any embassy that;;: 
had that end.’ 

‘So you a,re my lord’s go-between ? ’ she went on, not regarding ; 
this speech. ‘You are sent to bid me back into slavery again, 
and inform me that my lord’s favour is graciously restored to his 
handmaid? He is weary of Covent Harden, is he, that he comes -> 
home ami would have the fatted calf killed?’ 

‘ There’s good authority for it, surely,’ said Esmond. 

‘ For a sou, yes ; but my lord is not my son. It was he who K 
east me away from him. It was lie who broke our happiness' 
down, and lie, bids me to repair it. Ft was he who showed himself 
to me at last, as he was, not as I had thought him. Ft is he who 
comes before my children stupid and senseless with wine - din 
leaves our company for that of fiequentors of taverns and bagnios 
- who goes from his home to the city yonder and his friends 
there, and whim he is tired of them returns hither, and expects, 
that I shall kneel and welcome him. -And ho sends you as his 
chamberlain ! What a proud embassy! Monsieur, 1 make yon 
my compliment of the new place. 5 

‘ It would be a proud embassy and a happy embassy too could 
I bring you and my loid together,’ Esmond u'plb'd. 

‘I presume you have fulfilled your mission now, sir. ’Twas 
a pretty one for you to undertake. L don’t know whether ’tis your 
Cambridge philosophy or time that has altered \mir ways of 
thinking,’ Lady Castlewood continued, still in a sareastiek tone. 
‘Perhaps you too have learned to love drink, and to hiccup over 
your wine or punch; -which is your "worship's favourite liquor? 
Perhaps you loo put up at the ltosc on your way through London, 
and have your acquaintances in Covent Carden. My services to 
you, uii, to principal anil ambassador to master and and lacquey.’ 

‘Cleat heavens! madam, 5 cried Harrv. ‘What have 1 done 
that thus, for a second time, you insult me ? Do you wish me to 
blush for what l used tube proud of, that I lived on your bounty? 
Next to doing you a service (which iny life would pay for), you 
know T that to receive one from yon is my highest pleasure. What 
wrong havei done you that you should wound me so, cruel woman?’ 

‘What wrong?’ she srid, looking at Esmond with wild eyes. 
‘Well, none -none that you know' of, llarry, or could help. Why 
did you bring back the. small-pov,' she added after a pause, ‘from 
Castlewood village, ? You could not help it, could you ? Which < 
of us knows whither Fate loads us ? But we were all happy, Henry, , 
till then.’ And llarry went away from this colloquy, thinking 
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still that the estrangement between his patron and his beloved 
mistress was remediable, and that each had at heart a strong 
attachment to the other. 

The intimacy between tlie Lords Mohmi and Castlewood 
appeared to increase as long as the former remained in the country ; 
and my Lord of Castlewood especially seemed never to be happy 
out of his new comrade's sight. They spoiled together, they 
drank, they played bowls and tennis : my Lord Castlewood would 
go for three days to Sark, and bring back my Lord Mohun to 
Castlewood —where indeed his lordshiu made himself very welcome 

X < 

. to all persons, having a joke or a new game at romps for the 
children, all the talk of the town for my lord, and nnisick and 
gallantry and plenty of the beau lanyone foi iny lady, and for 
Harry Esmond, who was never tired of hearing his stoiies of his 
campaigns and his life at Vienna, Venice, Paris, and the famous 
cities of Europe which he had visited both in peace and war. And 
he sang at my lady's harpsichord, and played cards or backgammon, 
or his new game of billiards with my lord (of whom he invariably 
got the better) : always having a consummate good humour, and 
bearing himself with a certain manly grace, that might exhibit 
somewhat of the camp and Alsatia perhaps, but that had its charm 
and stamped him a gentleman - and his manner to Lady Castle¬ 
wood was so devoted and respectful, that she soon recovered from 
the first, feelings of dislike which she had conceived against him — 
nay, before long, began to be interested in his spiritual welfare, 
and hopeful of Ins (diversion, lending him books of piety, which 
he promised dutilully to study. With her my lord talked of reform, 
of settling into quiet life, quitting the court and town, and buying 
.some land in the neighbourhood though it must he owmfll that 
when the two lords were together over their Purgundy alter dinner, 
theii talk was very different, arid there was very little question of 
conversion on my Lord Mohun’s part. When they got to their 
second nottie, Many Esmond used commonly to leave these two 
noble topers, who, though they talked freely enough, Heaven 
knows, in his presence (Hood Lord, what a set of stories, of Alsatia 
and Spring Harden, of the taverns and gaming-houses, of the ladies 
of the court, and mesdumes of the theatres, he can recall out of 
their godly conversation i) -although I say they talked before, 
Esmond freely, yet they seemed pleased when he went away; and 
then they had another bottle, and then they fell to cards, and then 
my Lord Mohun came to her ladyship’s drawing room ; leaving Ids 
looon companion to sleep off liis wine. 

’Twas a point of honour with the tine gentlemen of thuse days 
•to lose or win magnificently at their horse-matches, or games of 
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cards and dice—and you could never tell from the demeanour of 
those two lords afterwards, which had been successful and which 
the loser at their games. And when my lady hinted to my lord 
that he played more than she liked, he dismissed her "with a ‘pish,’ 
and swore that nothing was more equal than play betwixt gentlemen, 
if they did but keep it up long enough. And these kept it up 
long enough vou may be sure. A man of fashion of that time 
often passed a quarter of his day at cards, and another quarter at 
drink : 1 have known many a pretty ft',How, who was a wit too, 
ready of repartee, and possessed of a thousand graces, who would 
he puzzled if he had to write more than his name. 

There is scarce any thoughtful man or woman, I suppose, but 
can look back upon his course of past life and remember some 
point., trifling as it may lane seemed at the time of occurrence, 
which lias n» verthelcss turned and altered his whole career. Tis 


with almost all of us, at- in IU. Massillon’s magnificent image 
vcgaidiag King William, a ym/n >i<’ S'thlr that perverts or nerhaps 
overthrows us ; and so it w.is but a light word thing in the air, a 
mere freak of a perveise child’s temper, that brought down a whole 
heap of crushing woes upon that family whereof Harry Esmond 
formed a pint. 

Homing home to his dear Castlewood in the third year of his 
academical course (wherein he had now obtained some distinction, 
his ha tin Poem on the death of the Duke of flloecster, 1'iincess 
Anne of Denmark's son, having gained him a medal, and intro¬ 
duced him to the society of the University wits), Esmond found 
his little friend and pupil lleatrix grown to be taller than her 
mothei, a slim and lovely young girl, with cheeks mantling with 
health and roses : with eyes like stars shining out of azure, with 
waving bronze hair clustered about the fullest young forehead ever 
seen : and a mien a,mb shape haughty and beautiful, such as that 
of the famous antique statue of the Huntress Diana at one time 
haughty, rapid, impel ions, with eves and arrows that dart and kill. 
Harry watched and wondered at this young creature, and likened 
her in his mind to Artemis with the ringing bow and shafts flashing 
death upon the children of Niobe ; at another tune she waus coy 
and melting as Luna shining tenderly upon Kndymion. This fair 
creature, this lustrous Phoebe, was only young as yet, nor had 
nearly reached her full qdendour: but crescent and brilliant, our 


young gentleman of the University, his head full of poetical fancies, 
his heart perhaps throbbing with desires undefined, admired this 
rising young divinity , and gazed at her (though only as at some 
‘bright particular star,’ tar above his earth) with endless delight 
and wonder. She had been a coquette from the earliest times 
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almost, trying her freaks anti jealousies ; her wayward frolieks, and 
winning caresses upon all that came within her reach ; she set her 
women quarrelling in the nursery, and practised her eyes on the 
groom as she rode behind him on the pillion. 

She was tin; darling and torment of father and mother. She 
intrigued with each secretly ; and bestowed her fondness and with¬ 
drew it, plied them with terns, smiles, kisses, cajolements when 
the mother was angry, as happened often, Hew to the father, and 
sheltering behind him, pursued her victim; when both were dis¬ 
pleased, transferred he''caresses to the domesticks, or watched until 
she eould win hack her parents’ good glares, either hy silt prising 
them into la,lighter and good humour, 01 appeasing them by sub¬ 
mission and artful humility. She was awo !<ifa like that 

fickle goddess Horace describes, and of whose ‘malicious jov 5 a 
great poet of our own has wiitten so nohly who famous and 
heroick as he was, was not strong enough to resist the tortme of 
women. 

It was but thice years bcfoie, that, the child then but ten 
years old had nearly managed to make a quarrel between Harry 
Esmond and his comrade, ^ood - naliued phlegmatiek Tims. 
Tusher, who never of his own seeking quarrelled with anybody: 
bv quoting to the latter some silly joke which Hairy had made 
regarding him--(it wa* the merest, idlest jest, though it near 
drove two old friend,', to blow's, and 1 think such a battle would 
have pleased her) and from ti.a< day Tom kept at a distance 
from her ; and she respected him, and coaxed him sedulously 
whenever they met. Hut Hnriv w T as much more easily appeased, 
because lie was fonder of the child : and when she made mischief, 
used cutting speeches, or caused her lrieuds pain; she excused 
herself tor her fault, not, by admitting and deploring it, but by 
pleadim: not guilty, and asserting iunocenn so constantly, and 
with such seeming artlessness, that it was impossible to question 
her plea. In Inn ihildhnod, they were but mischiefs then which 
she did ; but her power became more fatal as she grew older—■ as 
a kitten first, plays with a ball, and then poune.es on a, bird and 
kills it. Tis not to be imagined that Harry Esmond had all this 
experience ur this early stage of his life, whereof lie is now 
writing the histoir- —many things here noted were but known to 
him in later daw. Almost everything Beatrix did or undid 
seemed good, or at least pardonable, to him then and years 
afterwards 

It happened, then, that Harry Esmond came home to Castle- 
wood for his last vacation, with good hopes of a fellowship at 
bis college, and a contented resolve to advance his fortune that 
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way. Twas in the first year of the present century, Mr. Esmond 
(as far as he knew the period of his birth) being then twenty-two 
years old. He found his,quondam pupil shot up into this beauty 
of which we have spoken, and promising yet more: her brother, 
my lord’s son, a handsome high-spiritecl brave lad, generous and;' 
frank, and kind to everybody, save perhaps his sister, with whom 
Frank was at war (and not from his but her fault) -adoring his 
mother, whose joy he was : and talcing her side iu the unhappy - 
matrimonial differences which were now permanent, while of 
course Mistress Beatiix ranged with her father. When heads of 
families fall out, it must, naturally be that their dependents wear’ 
the one or the other party's colour ; and even in the parliaments 
in the servants' hall or the stables, Harry, who had an early 
observant turn, could see which were my lord's adherents and 
which my lady’s, and conjecture pretty shrewdly how their un¬ 
lucky quarrel was debated. Our lackies sit in judgment on us. 
My lord's intrigues may bo ever so stealthily conducted, but his 
valet knows them ; and mv lady's woman carries her mistress's 
private history to the servant's scandal-market, and exchanges 
it against the secrets of other abigails. 


OH APT RE XTT1 

MY I-oni) LKA V KS l\s AND (IIS KVJ I. UlillIND HIM 

My Lord Mohun (of wiiose exploits and fame some of the gentle¬ 
men of the University had brought down but ugly icports) was 
once more a guest at Oastlcwood, and seemingly more intimately 
allied with my lord e#n than before. Once in the spring those 
two noblemen had ridden to Cambridge from Newmarket, whither 
they had goue for the horse-racing, and had honoured Harry 
Esmond with a visit at his rooms; after which Doctor Montague, 
the master of tile College, who had treated Harry somewhat 
haughtily, seeing his familiarity with these great folks, and that 
my Lord Cnstlewood laughed and walked with his hand on 
Harry’s shoulder, relented to Mr. Esmond, and condescended to 
be very civil to him ; and some days after his arrival, Harry, 
laughing, told this story to Lady Esmond, remarking how strange 
it was that men famous for learning and renowned over Europe, 
should, nevertheless, so bow down to a title, and cringe to 
nobleman, ever so poor. At this Mrs. Beatrix flung up her 
head, and said, it became those of low origin to respect their 
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betters; that the parsons made themselves a great deal too proud, 
... she thought; and that she liked the way at Lady Sark’s best, 
where the chaplain, though he loved pudding, as all parsons do, 
| always went away before the custard. 

'And when I am a parson,’says 3\Jr. Esmond, ‘will you give 
me no custard, Beatrix ?' 

‘You—-you are different/ Beatrix answered. ‘You arc of 
our blood.’ 


‘ My father was a parson, as you call him,’ said my lady. 

‘Hut mine is a peer of Ireland/ says Mistress Beatrix, tossing 
her head. ‘Lei people know their places. 1 suppose you will 
have me go down on my knees and ask a blessing of Mr. Thomas 
Tushev, that has just been made a curate, and whose mother 


was a waiting-maid.’ 


And she tossed out of the room, being in one of her flighty 
humours then. 


When she was gone, my lady looked so Bad and grave, that 
Harry asked the cause of her disquietude. She said it. was not 
merely what he said of New'market, but what she had remaikcd, 
with great anxiety and terror, that, my loid, ever since his 
acfpiaintanee with the Lord Mohun especially, had recurred to 
his loudness for play, which he had renounced since his marriage. 

‘Hut men promise more than they an* able to perform in 
marriage/said m\ lady, with a sigh. ‘I fear he has lost, large 
sums : and our propelty, always small, is dwindling away under 
this reckless dissipation. I heard of him in London with very 
wild company. Since his velum letters and iaw r y< rs are constantly 
coming and going- lie seems to me to have a (on staid anxiety, 
though he hides it under hoisterousnoss and humidor. T looked 
through- through the door last, night/-and and befoie/ said my 
lady, ‘and saw them at, cards after midbight : no estate will 
bear that extravagance, much less ours, which will be so diminished, 
that my son will have nothing at all, and my poor Beatrix no 
, portion { ’ 

*T wish T could help you, madam/said Harry Esmond, sigh¬ 
ing, and washing tlmt unavailingly, and for the thousandth time 
in his life. 

‘Who can? Only (Tod/ said Lady Esmond—‘only (Tod, in 
- whose hands we are.’ And so it is, ami for his rule over his 
family, ami for his conduct to wife ami children —subjects over 
/.whom his power is monarchical, any one who watches the world 
/ must think with trembling sometimes of the account, which many 
.a man will have to render. For in, our society there’s no law to 
control the King of the Fireside. He is master of property, 
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happiness,—life almost. He is free to punish, to make happy or 
unhappy, to ruin or to torture. He may kill a wife gradually, 
and be no more questioned than the Grand Seignior who drowns 
a slyve at midnight. He may make slaves and hypocrites of 
his children ; or friends and freemen ; ov drive them into revolt 
and enmity against the natural law of love. I have heard 
politicians and coffee-house wiseacres talking over the news}taper, 
and railing at the tyranny of the French King, and the Emperor, 
and wondered how these (who are monarchy, too, in their way) 
govern their own dominions at home, where each man rules 
absolute'? When the annals of each little reign are shown to the 
Supreme Master, under whom we hold sovreignty, histories will 
be laid bare of household i,yrants as cruel as Amurath, and as 
savage as Nero, and as reckless and dissolute as Gharles. 

[f Harry Esmond's patron erred, Twas in the latter way, t; >iri 
a disposition rather self-indulgent than cruel : a,ml lie might have 
been brought back to much better feelings, had time been given 
to him to bring his repentance to a lasting leform. 

As my lord and his friend Lord Moluui were such close 
companions, Mistress lleatrix chose to be jealous of the latter; 
find the two gentlemen often entertained each other by laughing, 
in their rude boisterous way, at the child’s freaks of anger and 
show of dislike. ‘When tlmu art. old enough, thou shall marry 
laird Molmn,’ Beatrix’s father would say. on which the girl 
would pout and say, ‘T would rather many Tom Tusliei.’ Ami 
because the Lord Mohan always showed an extreme gallantry to 
my Lady Oastlewnod, whom lie professed to admire devotedly, 
one day, in answer to this old joke of her father’s, lleatrix said, 

‘ I think my lord would rather marry mamma than marry me : 
and is waiting till 3011 die To ask her.’ 

The words were said lightly and pertly b\ the gill one night 
before supper, as the family party were assembled near the great 
tire. The two lords, who were at cards, both gave a start; my 
lady turned as red as scarlet, and hade Mistress Beatrix go to her 
own chamber, whereupon tlx 1 girl, putting 011 , as her wont was, 
the most innocent air, said, ‘I am sure I meant no wrong; J am 
sure mamma talks a great deal more to Harry Esmond than she 
does to papa- -and she cried when Harry went away, and she 
never does when papa goo, away ; and last night she talked to 
Lord Molmn for ever so long, and sent 11 s out of the room, and 
cried when we came back, and * * * ’ 

* D ——11 ! ’ cried out my Lord Castlewood, out of all patience. 
c Oo out of the room, you little viper;’ and he started up and 
fluuo down his cards. 
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'/ ‘ 1 Ask Lord Molmii what I Said to Rim, Brands,’ her ladyship,* 
/said, rising up with a scared face, but yet with a great and touching,!: 
^dignity and candour in her loot and voice. ‘ Come away with me, • 
■/Beatrix.’ Beatrix sprung up too: she was in tears now. / 

■jj ‘Dearest mamma, what have I done?’ she asked. ‘Sure I 
^ meant no harm.' And she clnug to her mother, and the pair went,,,; 
| s out sobbing together. 

f ‘I will tell you what your wife said to me, Frank,’ my Lord', 
; Mohun cried - ‘Parson Harry may hear it; and, as I hope for, 
/heaven, every word I say is true. Last night, with tears in her/ 
C eyes, your wife implored me to play no more with you at dice or/ 
pit cards, and yon know best whether what she asked .was not for ' 
/your good.’ > 

'■p : ‘Of course it was, Mohun, 5 says my lord in a dry hard voice. 

/ ‘Of course, you are a model of a man : and the world knows what 
a saint you are.’ 

My Lord Mohun was separated from his wife, and had had 
/many affairs of honour: of which women as usual had been the 
: cause. 

‘I am no saint, though your wile is—and I can answer for my 
actions as other people must for their words,’said iny Lord Mohun. 
‘Bv (1 —, my lord, you shall,’ cried the other starting up. 

‘We have another little account to settle iirst, my lord,’ says ' 
Lord Mohun.- - Whereupon Harry Esmond filled with alarm for 
the consequences to which this disastrous dispute might lead, 
broke out into the most vehement expostulations with his patron 
and his adversary, ‘Gracious heavens ’ ’ he said, ‘my lord, are 
yon going to draw a sword upon your friend in your own house? 

■ Can you doubt the honour of a lady who is as pure us lleatfen, and 
would die a thousand times rather than do you a wrong? Are the 
■’ idle words of a jealous child to set friends at variance? Has not 
my mistress, as much as she dared do, besought your lordship, as 
the truth must he told, to break your intimacy with my Lord 
s Molmu ; and to give up the habit which may bring ruin on your 
V family ? But for my Lord Mohun’s illness, liad he not left you?’ 

4 ’Faith, Frank, a man with a gouty toe can’t run after other 
{/wen’s wives,’ broke out my Lord Mohun, who indeed was in that 
|’-way, and with a laugh and look at his swathed limb so frank 
/ and comical, that the other dashing his fist across his forehead was 
pCaught by that infectious good humour, and said with his oath, 

■fL-it, Harry, I believe thee,’ and so this quarrel was over, 

jj|,and the two gentlemen, at r words drawn but just now, dropped 
Z/tlieir points and shook bauds. 

^4' fieatipacijici, ‘Go bring my lady back,’said Harry’s patron, 

, l ' f ' 1 t 
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Esmond went away only too glad to' be the bearer of such good,. ;J 
news. He found her at the door; she had been listening there, 
but went bank as he came. She took both his hands, hers were'^ 
"marble cold. She seemed as if she would fall on his shoulder,^ 
t l Thank you, and God bless you, my dear brother Harry/ she snid/| 
She kisRed his hand, Esmond felt her tears upon it : and leading/? 
her into the room, and up to my lord, the Lord Castlrwood with *, 
an outbreak of feeling and affection such as lie had not exhibited^ 
for many a long day, took his wife to his heart, and bent over and g 
kissed her and asked her pardon. / 

‘ ’Tis time for me to go to roost. T will have my gruel a-bed/g 
said my Loyd Molmn : and limped off comically on Harry Esmond’s ? 
arm. ‘Bv George that woman is a pearl/ he said; ‘and ’tis v 
only a pig that wouldn’t value her. Have you seen the vulgar^ 

trapesing orange-girl whom Esmond-’ but here Mr. Esmo. d' 

interrupted him, saying that these were not affairs for him to 
know. "> 

My lord’s gentleman came in to wait upon his master, who was . 
no sooner m his nightcap and <lressing-gown than he had another,, 
visitor whom his host insisted on sending to him : and this was ’ 
no other than the Lady Castlrwood herself with the toast and 
-gruel, which her husband bade her make and carry with her own 
hands in to her guest. 

Lord Castlewood stood looking after his wife as she went on 
' this errand, and as lie looked, Harry Esmond could not but gaze 
on him, and remarked in his patron’s face an expression of love, 
and grief, and care, which very much moved and touched the young 

* man. Lord Oast-lewood’s hands fell down at his sides, and his 
. head on his breast, and presently he said : 

‘‘ ‘You heard what Molmn said, parson V 
; 1 That my lady was a saint 1 ’ 

‘ That there are two accounts to settle. J have been going, 
wrong these five years, Harry Esmond, Ever since you brought 
that damned small-pox into the house, there' lias been a fate 
pursuing me, and I had beat have died of it, and not run away, 
; from it, like a coward. 1 left Beatrix with her relations, and went; 


,to London; and I fell among thieves, Harry, and I got bock to' 1 
/confounded cards and dice, which I hadn’t touched since my 
/ jfnamage- - no, not siuce T was in the Duke’s Guard, with those .; 
/wild Mohocks. And T lmve been playing worse and worse, and, 
>• .going deeper and deeper into it; and I owe Moliun two thousand . 

pounds now; and when it’s paid 1 am little better than a beggar/ 

' I don’t like to look my boy in the face: he hates me, I know he/ 
does. And I have spent Beaty’s little portion; and the Lor#!; 
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‘ knows what will come if I live; the best thing I can do is to die, / 
,.,<and release what portion of the estate is redeemable for tlic boy.’ 

Mohun was as much master at Castlewood as the owner of the' 
m Hall itself; and his equipages filled the stables, where, indeed,, 
r there was room in plenty for many more horses than Harry 
, Esmond's impoverished patron could alibrd to keep. He had 
. arrived on horseback with his people; but when his gout broke 
. out my Lord Mohun sent to London for a light chaise he had, 

I drawn by a pair of small horses, and running as swift, wherever’ 
roads were good, as a Laplander's sledge. When this carriage,; 
;camc, his lordship was eager to drive the Lady Castlmfrood abroad' 
in it, and did so many times, and at a rapid pace, greatly to his,' 
;companion’s enjoyment, who loved the swift motion and the 
- healthy breezes over the downs which lie hard upon Oasllewood, 
and stretch thence towards the sea. As this amusement was very' 
pleasant to her, and her lord, far from showing any mistrust of her • 
intimacy with Lord Mohun, encouraged her to be his companion; 
as if willing, by his present extreme confidence, to make up for 
any past mistrust which his jealousy had shown ; the Lady 
Castle wood enjoyed herself freely in this harmless diversion, which, 
it must be owned, her guest was very eager to give her ; and it 
seemed that she grew the more free with Lord Mohun, and pleased 
with his company, because of some sacrifice which his gallantry 
was pleased to make in her favour. 

Seeing the two gentlemen constantly at cards still of evenings, 
Harry Esmond one day deplored to his mistress that this fatal 
infatuation of her lord should continue ; and now tiny seemed 
reconciled together, begged his lady to hint to her husband Jhat he 1 
should play no more. 

Hut Lady Castlewood, smiling archly and gaily, said she would 
speak to him presently, and that, foi a few nights more at least, 
he might he let to have his amusement. 

‘Indeed, madam,’ said Hairy, ‘you know noi what it costs 
-you; and ’tis easy for any observer who knows the game, to see 
' that Lord Mohun is by far the stronger of the two.’ 

V *1 know he is,’ says my lady, still with exceeding good humour ■ 
y he is not only the best player, but the loudest player in the 1 
world.’ > 

f" ‘Madam, madam,’ Esmond cried, transported and provoked.. 
y Debts of honour must ho paid some time or other ; and my master 
,; L will be ruined if he goes on.’ 

A ‘Harry, shall I tell you a secret? 5 my lady replied, with kiiul- 
.neas and pleasure still in her eyes. ‘ Francis will not he ruined if 

goes on; he will he rescued if lie goes on. I repent of having 
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ftpoken and thought unkindly of the Lord Mohun when he was g 
(•here in the past year. He is full of much kindness and good ; l $ 
,;and ’tis my belief that we shall bring him to better things. I ;. 
have lent him Tillotson and your favourite Bishop Taylor, and he 
is much touched, he says ; and as a proof of his repentance (aiuF' 
herein lies my secret)—what do you think he is doing with,'; 
Francis ? He is letting poor Frank win his money back again. ; 
He hath won already at the last four nights ; and my Lord Mohun y 
says that he will not be the means of injuring poor Frank and my ? 
dear children.’ 

‘And iu'Clod’s name, what do you return him for this sacrifice ? *\ 
asked Esmoud, aghast; who knew enough of men, aiul of this one, 
in particular, to be aware that such a finished rake gave nothing 1 
for nothing. ‘ [low, in Heaven’s name, are you to pay him?' 

‘ Pay him ! With a mother’s blessing and a wife’s prayers \ ’ . 
cries my lady, clasping her hands together. Harry Esmond did 
not know whether to laugh, to be angry, or to love bis dear mis- , 
tress more than ever for the obstinate innoccncy with which she • 
chose to regard the conduct of a man of the world, whose designs 
he. know better how to interpret. He told the. lady, guardedly, 
but so as to make his meaning quite clear to hei, what he knew 
in respect of the foimei life and conduct ol* this nobleman : of 
other women against whom lie had plotted, and whom he had ' 
overcome; of the conversation which he Harry himself had had 
with Lord Mohun, wherein the lord made a boast of his libertinism, 
and frequently avowed that he held all women to be fair game (as 
his lordship styled this pretty sport), and that they were all, with¬ 
out exception, to be won. And the return Harry had for his 
entreaties aud remonstrances was a tit of anger on Ladv Castle- 

Cl M 

wood’s part, who would mot listen to his accusations, she said, and 


retorted that he himself must be. very wicked aud perverted, to 
suppose evil designs, when' she was sure none were meant. ‘ And 
this is the good meddlers get of interfering,’ lfarry thought to 
himself, with much bitterness: and bis perplexity and annoyance,: 
. were only the greater, because lie could not speak to my Lord'; 
Oastlewooil himself upon a subject of this nature, or venture to”; 
advise or wain him regarding a matter so very sacred as his own, 
; honour, of which my lord was naturally the best guardian. ’’ 

But though Lady Castlewood would listen to no advice front 's 
. her young dependent, and appeared indignantly to refuse it when ^ 
offered, Harry had the satisfaction to find that she adopted th©,J 
counsel which she professed to reject; for the next day shfi^ 
pleaded a headache, when my Lord Mohun would have had her drive \ 
out, and the next day the headache continued; and next day, 
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■ laughing gay way she proposed that the children should take her 
-/place in his lordship’s car, for they would be charmed with a ride;’ 
!$df all things; and she must not have all the pleasure for herself,, 
| ; My lord gave them a drive with a very good grace, though I 
j&dare say with rage and disappointment inwardly—not that his. 
(|jiieart was very seriously engaged in his designs upon this simple 
^jady; but the life of such men is often one of intrigue, and they 
£ can no more go through the day without a woman to pursue, than 
;1'h fox-hunter without his sport after breakfast. 

Under an ail'ected carelessness of demeanour, and though there 
d was no outward demonstration of doubt upon his patron’s part 
vsince the quarrel between the two lords, Harry yet saw that Lord 
■pOastlewood was watching his guest very narrowly: and caught' 
■''signs of distrust and .smothered rage (as Harry thought) which 
foreboded no good. On the point of honour Esmond knew I 10 W 1 
d,touchy his patron was: ami watched him almost as a physician 
^watches a patient, and it seemed to him that this one was slow' to 
. take the disea.se, though he could not throw off the poison when 
once it had mingled with his blood. AVe lead in Shakespeare 
, (whom the writer for hits part considers to be far beyond Mr. U 011 - 
, greve, Mr. Dryden, or any of the wits of the present period) that 
when jealousy is once declared, nor poppy nor maudragora, nor 
J'all the drowsv syrups of the East, will ever soothe it or medicine 
* -it away. 

j,V; In tine, the symptoms seemed to be so alarming to this young 
^physician (who indeed young as he was had felt the kind pulses 
of all those, dear kinsmen), that Harry thought it would be his 
. duty to warn my Lord Molmn, and let him know that his Resigns 
were suspected and watehed. So one day when in rather a pettish 
f humour, Ins lordship had sent to Lady Castlewood, who had pro- 
, mised to drive with him, and now refused to conn 1 , Harry said- - 
- ‘My lord, if you will kindly give me a. place by your side I will 
ithank you : I have much to say to > 011 , and would like to speak 
;V<to you alone.’ 

'$• ‘You honour me by giving me your confidence, Mr. Henry 
£'^Esmond,’ says the other, with a very grand bow. My lord was 
H^lways a fine gentleman, and young as he was there was that in 
^.'Esmond’s manner which showed that he was a gentleman too, and 
|yfehat none might take a liberty with him- so the pair went out, 
&Sind mounted the little carriage which was in waiting for them m 
fphe court, with its two little cream-coloured Hanoverian horses 
fevered with splendid furniture and champing at the bit. 

)Ujj, { My lord, says Harry Esmond, after they were got into I lie 
. and pointing to my Lord Mohuu’s foot, which was 
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/awathed in flannel, and put up rather ostentatiously on a cushiony 
|~r~* my lord, I studied luedieino at (Cambridge.' ^ 

\ t ‘ Indeed, Larson Harry,’ says he : ‘ and are you going to take g 
■ put a diploma: and cure your fellow-students of the- 


‘ Of the gout,’ says Harry, intemipting him, and looking him;, 
bal'd in the face, ‘ I know a good deal about the gout.' '• 

b ‘ I hope you may never have it. ’Tis an infernal disease,’ saysf 
my lord, ‘and its twinges are diabolical. All!’ and he made a i 
dreadful wry face, as if he just felt a twinge. 

‘ Your lordship would be much belter if you took oif all that;: 
flannel-—it only serves to inflame the toe, 5 Harry continued, look-* 
iug his man full in the lace. 

‘ Oh ! it only serves to inflame the toe, does it ? 5 says the othor, - 
with an innocent, aii. ) 

\ ‘ If you took off that flannel, and flung that absurd slipper 1 

,away and wore a boot,’ continues Harry. ’’ 

‘ You recommend me boots, INIr. Esmond V asks my lord. 

1 Yes, boots and spurs. T saw your lordship three days ago run 
-down tin 1 gallery fast enough.’ Harry goes on, ‘I am sure that 
taking gruel at night is not so pleasant as claret to your lordship; 
and besides it keeps your lordship’s head cool for play, whilst my 
patron’s is hot and flusteied with drink.’ 

‘’Sdcath, sir, you dare not say that I don’t play fair?’ cries my’ 
lord, whipping his horses, which went away at a gallop. 

‘You are cool when my lord is drunk,’ Harry continued ; ‘yutnp 
lordship gets the better of my patron. [ have watched you as ]f , 
looked up from my books.’ 

‘You young Argus!’ says Lord Mohuu, who liked Harry; 
Esmond,—and for whose company and wit, and a certain daring 
manner, Harry had a. groat liking too —‘You young Argus! you 
may look with all yriur hundred eyes and see wo play fair. I’ve 
played away an estate of a night, and l’\c played my shirt off my', 
back ; ami I've played away my perriwig and gone home in a night-, 
cap. lint no man can say I ever took an advantage of him beyond^ 
the advantage of the game. I played a dice-cogging scoundrel ih,t 
A (satin for his ears ami wou ’em, and have one of ’em in my; 
lodging in Bow Street in a bottle of spirits. Harry Moliun will,- 
play any man for anything—always would.’ 

‘ You are playing awful stakes, my lord, in my patron’s house,’ ; 
Harry said, ‘ and more games than are on the cards.’ ■’ 

‘ What do you mean, sir ? ’ cries my lord, turning round, with a| 
flush on his fare. 


‘ I mean,’ answers Harry in a sarcastick tone, ‘ that your goi$;jp 
1—if ever you had it,.’ 


•well- 


you 
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C/ ‘Sir! * cries my lord, getting hot. , ^ 

^ ‘ And to tell the truth I believe your lordship has ho more gout 4 '} 

than I have. At any rate, change of air will do you good, my} 
f'Lord Mohun. And 1 mean fairly that you liad better go, from 
Castle wood. 7 ‘ ,? 

I ‘ And were you appointed to give me this message ? 7 cries the * 
."Lord Mohuu. ‘ Did Frank Esmond commission you 1 7 } 

* No one did. ’Twas the honour of my family that commis-“ > 
sioned me. 7 ■ $ 


;- ‘And you are prepared to answer this? 7 eries the other,jo 
furiously lashing liis horses. y 

•'* ‘ Quite, my lord : your lordship will upset the carriage if you} 

whip so hotly. 7 . /} 

‘ ISy Georg**, you have a brave spirit! ! any lord o ied out, burst,,$ 
ing into a laugh. ‘ I suppose 7 tis that infernal lotto do Jvmdtiy* 
that makes you so hold, 7 he added. 

‘ ‘Tis the ]>eaee of the family l love best in the world, 7 Harry } 
Esmond said warmly—‘ ’tis the honour of a noble benefactor---the ’ 
.happiness of my «lear mistress and her children. 1 owe them •; 
everything in life, my lord : and would lay it down for any one of 
them. What brings you here to disturb this quiet household?" 
What keeps you lingering month after month in the country*? - 
What makes you feign illness ami invent, pretexts for delay? Is ■ 
it to win my poor patron's money? JJe generous, my lord, and-,' 
spare his weakness for the sake of his wife and children. Is it to! 
practise upon the simple heart of a virtmnis lady ? You might as V 
well .storm the Tower single-handed. Hut you may blemish her 
name by light comments on it or by lawless pursuits and I don’t 
deny that 7 tis in your power to make her unhappy, ttpifre these-! 
iuuoeent people and leave them. 7 \ 

1 lly the Lord. 1 believe thou hast an eye to the pretty Vuritan , : 
thyself Master Harry,’ says my lord, with his reckless, good-} 
humoured laugh, ami as if he had been listening with interest to ! 
the passionate appeal of the young man. ‘ Whisper, Harry. Art ’; 
' thou in love with her thyself ? Hath tipsy Frank Esmond come } 


by the way of all llesh l 7 y 

‘ My lord, my lord, 7 cried Harry, his face flushing and his eyes 
\filling as ho spoke, ‘I never had a mother, blit I love this lady as ) 
one. I worship her as a devotee worships' a saint. To hear her 
name spoken lightly seems blasphemy to me. Would you dare ;! 
- think of your own mother so, or suffer any one so to speak of her !'} 
?I,t is a horror to me to fancy that any man should think of her}; 
■impurely. I implore you, I beseech you, to leave her. Danger !, 
fMU .come out of it. 7 \ r 
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i ^ Danger, pslia! * ways my lord, giving a cut to the horses, which ; 
at this minute -for we were got on to the Downs—fairly ran ofi-| 
;|hto a gallop that no pulling could stop. The rein broke in Lord/i 
'Mohun’s hands, and the furious beasts scamjiered madly forwards,J 
)the carriage swaying to and fro, and the persons within it holding)* 
on to the sides as best they might, until seeing a great ravine^ 
:4before them, where an upset was inevitable, the two gentlemen leapt 
for their lives, each out of bis side of the chaise. Harry Esmond) 
■'Was quit for a fall on the grass, which was so severe, that it stunned ; 
■him for a minute ; but he got up presently very sick, and bleeding) 
'at tile nose, but with no other hurt. The Loul Mohun was not so [ 
fortunate ; he fell on his head against a stone, and lay on the '> 
ground dead to all appearance. 

This misadventure happened as the gentlemen were on their ‘ 
'return homewards; and my Lord Oastlcwoud, with his son a«Xl 
daughter, who were going out fur a ride, met the ponies as they ' 1 
were galloping with the car behind, the broken traces entangling* 
their heels, and my lord’s people turned and stopped them. It was-.; 
young Frank who spied out Lon l Mohun Is scarlet coat as lie lay , 
on the ground, and the part} made up to that unfortunate gentle¬ 
man and ICsmoml, who was now si unding over him. His large 
perriwig and feathered hut had fallen oil', and he was bleeding 
; profusely from a wound on the forehead, and looking, and being, 
indeed, a corpse, 

‘Great God! lies dead ’’ says my lord. ‘Hide some one: 

■ fetch a doctor- stay. Ill go home and bring back Tusher ; he 
knows surgery,’ and my lord, with his son alter him, galloped 


■o? 


away. 

They*were scarce gone when Hurry Lsmond, who was, indeed, 
but just come to himself, bethought him of a similar accident 
which he had seen on a lide from Newmarket to Gambridgc, and 
taking off a sleeve of my lord’s coat, Harry, with a penknife, opened 
a vein in his arm, and was greatly relieved, after a moment, to see 
the blood flow. 11c, was near half an hour before ho came to him¬ 
self, by which time Doctor Tushcr and little Frank arrived, and 
.found my lord not a corpse indeed, but as pale as one. 

After a time, and when he was able to bear motion, they put my 
lord upon a groom's horse, and gave the other to Esmond, the men, 

E liking on each side of my lord, to support him, if need were, and , 
arthy Doctor Tusher with them. Little Frank and Harry rode) 
gether at a foot pace. 

^ When we rode together home, the boy said : ‘We met mamma,,; 
ipho was walking on the terrace with the Doctor, and papa| 
frightened her, and told her you were dead * * * * 
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1 Yhat I was dead V asks Harry. t 
‘ Yes. Papa says : “ Here’s poor Harry killed, my dear }” on’ 
which mamma gives a great scream, aud oh, Harry ! she dropt( 
f down ; arid J thought she Was dead, too. And you never sawi 
t sueli a way as papa was in : he swore one of his great oaths ; and’ 
“lie turned quite pale ; and then he began to laugh somehow, and he 
told the Doctor to take his horse, arid me to follow him ; and we; 
' left him. And l looked back, and saw him dashing water out of 
l the fountain on to mamma. Oh, she was so frightened 1 ’ : 

Musing upon this curious history—for my Lord Molmn’s, namG. 
^was Henry too, and they called each other Prank and Harry often. 

and not a little disturbed and anxious, Esmond rode home. His 
dear lady was on the terrace still, one of her women with her, and 
my loid no longer there. There are steps and u little door thence 
; down into the road. My lord passed, looking very ghastly, with 
; h handkerchief over his head, and without his liat and perriwig,, 
/which a groom earned, but his politeness did not desert him, and 
“he made a how to the lady above. 


‘ Thank Heaven you are safe,' she said. 

‘ And so is Harry, too, mamma,’ says little Frank, ‘ lnmay ! 5 

Harry Esmond got off the horse to run to his mistress, us did 
little Frank, and one of the grooms took charge of the two beasts, 
while the other, hat and perriwig in hand, walked by my lord’s 
bridle to the front gate, which lay half a mile away. 

‘Oh, my hoy < vvliat a fright you have given me ! ’ Lady Castle- 
wood said, when Harry Esmond came up, greeting him with one 
of her shining looks, and a voice of tender welcome ; and she was 
so kind as t<> kiss the young man (’twas the second time she had 
so honoured him), and she walked into the house between turn and 
her son, holding a hand of each. 


CHAPTER XIV 


WE lilUK AFTER HIi1 TO LONDON 


> After a repose of a couple of days, the Lord Mohuri was so far 
f"recovered of his hurt, as to be able to announce his departure for 
Cihe next, morning: when, accordingly, he took leave of Oastlewood, 
^proposing to ride to London by easy stages, and lie two nights upon 
itffcbe road. His host treated him with a studied and ceremonious 

j. v 

gpurtesy, certainly different from my lord’s usual frank and careless 
inoiir; but there was no reason to suppose that the two lords 
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.; partied otherwise than good friends, though Harry Esmond remarked ’ 
iHhat my Lord Viscount only saw his guest in company of other, | 
^ persons, and seemed to avoid being alone with him. Nor did he ^ 
i -ride any distance with Lord Mohnn^as his custom was with niostw; 
;\of his friends, whom he was always eager to welcome and unwilling! 
■f to lose: but contented himself, when his lordship’s horses were'J 
■' announced, and their owner appeared booted- for his journej r , t6$ 

- take a cmtrLeons leave of the ladies of Oastlewood, by following the.V 
Lord Molmn down stairs to his horses, and by bowing and wishing^ 

- him a good-day in the courtyard. ‘1 shall see you in London ) 

More very long, Molmn,’ my hml said, with a smile: ‘when we?-; 
will settle our accounts together.’ -v 

‘Do not. let them trouble you, Prank,’ said the other good-"- 
naturedly, and holding out his hand looked rather surprised at, 
the grim and stately manner in which his host received his pari ng; 
salutation ■ and so, followed by his people, he rode away. 

Harrv Esmond was witness of the departure. It was rery^ 
different to my lord’s coining, for which great preparation had been , 
made (tbe old house putting on its best appearance to welcome its, 
guest), and there was a sadness and constraint about all persons 1 
that day, which tilled Mr. Esmond with gloomy forebodings, and 
, sad indefinite apprehensions. Lord Castle wood stood at the door 
'■ watching his guest and his people as they went out under the arch ; 
of the outer gate. When he was there, Lord Mohuu turned once, 
more, my Lord Viscount slowly raised his beaver and bowed. His , 
face wore a peculiar livid look, Harry thought. He cursed and 
kicked away his dogs, which came jumping about him—then he 
walked up to I he fountain in the centre of the court, and leaned 
against* a pillar and looked »into the basin. As Esmond crossed 
over to his own room, late the Chaplain's, on the other side of the '! 
; court, and turned to enter in at the low door, he saw Lofty Oastle¬ 
wood looking through the curtains of the great window of the;; 
drawing-room overhead at my lord as he stood regarding the foun-y 
. tain. There was in the court a. peculiar silence somehow : and the.;' 
v g scene remained long in Esmond’s memory -the sky bright over- " 
• head: the buttresses of the building, and the sun-dial casting? 
'"' ■shadow over the gilt memento mori inscribed underneath ; the two ’ 
dogs, a black greyhound and a spaniel nearly white, the one with i 
his face up to the sun, and the other snuffing amongst the grass 
j; and stones, and my lord leaning over the fountain, which was.,; 
£ plashing audibly. J Tis strange how that scene, and the sound of 
V:that fountain remain fixed on the memory of a man who luis^ 
y beheld a hundred sights of splendour, and danger too, of which h$l 
,jhas kept no account. 


■s 
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It was Lady Castlewood—she liad boon laughing all" the mom^i; 
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.. mg, and especially gay and lively before her husband and his guest- 
who, as soon as the two gentlemen went together from her room, ;,, 
| ran to Harry, the expression of her countenance quite changed now, 

‘. and with a face and eyes full of care, and said, ‘ Follow them,;; 
? Harry, I am sure something has gone wrong.’ And so it was that/' 
1 Esmond was made an eaves-dropper at this lady’s orders ; and;. 
; retired to his own chamber, to give himself time in truth to try.; 
h and compose a story which would soothe his mistress, for he could ;, 
not but have his own apprehension that some serious quarrel was^ 
. pending between the two gentlemen. 

And now for several days the little company at Castlewood sate --' 
at table as of evenings : this care, though unnamed and invisible,-; 
being nevertheless present alway, in the minds of at least three;- 
persons there. My lord was exceeding gentle and kind. "When* 4 
ever lie «jnitted the room, his wife’s eyes followed him. He \ 
behaved to her with a kintl of mournful courtesy and kindness 
remarkable in one of his blunt, ways and ordinal ily rough manner. 
He called her by her Christian name often and fondl), was very, 
soft and gentle with the chiidien, especially with the hoy, whom 
he did not love. And being lax about church generally, he went 
thither and performed all the offices (down even to listening to 
,, ]>ootor Tushei's sermon) with great devotion. 
f ‘lie pares his room all night: what is it? Henry, find out 
what it is,' Lady Cast low nod said constantly to her young dependent. ' 
‘He lias sent three letters to London,’ she said, another day. 

‘Indeed, madam, they were to a lawyer/ Harry answered, who 
knew of these letters and had seen a part of the correspondence, 
which re).lied to a new loan my lord was raising : and \shen the 
young man remonstrated with his palron. my lord said ‘he was ' 
only raising money lo pay off an old debt on the property which ' 
must be discharged.' 


Regarding the money, Lady Castlewond was not in the least , 

, anxious. Few Irani women feel money-distress ; indeed you can, 
L hardly give a woman a greater pleasure than to bid her pawn her; 
^diamonds for the man she loves : and 1" remember hearing Mr. J 
r Congreve say of my Lord Marlborough, that the reason why my *, 
lord was so successful with women as a young man was, because he 
/took money of them. ‘There arc lew men who will make such a ‘ 
/ sacrifice for them,’ says Mr. Congreve, who knew a part of the sex 
^.pretty well. 

I 1 Harry Esmond’s vacation was just over, and, as hath been said, ■ 
|vhe was preparing to return to the University lor his last term , l 
j&faetora taking his degree and entering into the Church. Tie had 



kmmr'or henry esmond 


his mind for this office, not indeed with that reverence ■ 
which becomes a man about to enter upon a fluty bo holy, but with) 
^ worldly spirit of acquiescence iu the prudence of adopting that^ 
profession for his calling. But his* reasoning was that he owed,)- 
t&H to the family of Uastlewood, and loved better to be near them.? 
than anywhere else in the world ; that he might be useful to his): 
benefactors, who had the utmost confidence in him and affection:^ 
for him in return ; that he might aid in bringing up the young’- 
heir of the house and acting as his governor ; that he might con- ,;. 
tinne to be his dear patron’s and mistress’s friend and adviser, who ; 
both were pleased to say that they should ever look upon him as,-, 
such : and so, by making himself useful to those lie loved best, he 
proposed to console himself for giving up of any schemes of ambition r ; 
which he might have had in his own bosom, Indeed, Ins mistress ' 
had told him that she would not have him leave her ; and what-y 
’ever she commanded was will to him. 

The Lady Castlewood’s mind was greatly relieved in the last 
few days of this well-roinembeiod holy<lay time, by my lord’s- 
announcing 011 c morning, after the post had brought him letters , 
from London, m a careless tone, that the Lord Molt mi was gone to 
'Paris, and was about to make a great journey m Europe; and 
though Lord Castle wood's own gloom did not went oil* or his , 

,behaviour alter, yet this cause of anxiety being removed from his a 
lady’s mind, she began to be more hopeful and easy in her spirits,' 7 " 
striving, too, with all her heart, and bv all tin* means of soothing in 
her power, to call buck my lord’s cheerfulness and dissipate his , 
moody humour. 

He accounted for it himself, by saying that lu* was out of health; 
that he wanted to see bis physician ; that lie would go to London, , 
and consult Doctor Cheyiie. It was agreed that his lordship and 


Harry Esmond should make the journey as far as London together; 
vjuid of a Monday morning, the 1 Oth of October, in the year 1700,. 
ffchey set forwards towards London on horseback. The, day before 
.being Sunday, and the rain pouring down, the family did not visit - 
church ; and at night my lord read the service to his family, very.;, 
.finely, and with a peculiar sweetness and gravity,—speaking the” 
^parting benediction, Harry thought, as solemn as ever he heard “ 
Ijit. And he kissed and embraced his wife and children before they ,, 
•went to their own chambers with more fondness than he was * 


i ordinarily wont to show, and witli a solemnity and feeling, of which ;■ 
'they thought in after days with no small comfort. 

They took horse the next morning (after adieux from the family ; 
hq tender as on the night previous), lay that night on the road J: jv 
£nd entered London at nightfall; my lord going to the Tru Eg|g| 
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in the Cockpit, Whitehall, an house used by the military in his 
time as a young man, and accustomed by his lordship ever since. 

An hour after my lord's arrival (which showed that his visit 
had been arranged beforehand), my lord’s man of business arrived 
from Cray's Inn ; and thinking that his patron might wish to be 
private with the lawyer, Esmond was for leaving them ; but my 
lord said his business was short ; introduced Mr. Esmond par¬ 
ticularly to the lawyer, who had been engaged for the family in the 
old lord's time ; who said that he had paid the money, as desired 
that day, to my Lord Mohim himself, at his lodgings in Low 
Street ; that his lordship had expressed some surprise, as it was 
not customary to employ lawyers, he said, in such transactions 
between men of honour ; but, nevertheless, he had returned my 
Lord Viscount's note of hand, which he held at his client's dis¬ 
position. 

‘1 thought the Lord Mohun had been in Paris'’ cried Mr. 
Esmond, in great alarm and astonishment. 

@tlc is come buck at my invitation,’ said my Lord Viscount, 
‘We have accounts lo settle together. 7 

‘ I pray Heaven they are over, sir,’ says Esmond. 

‘Oh, quite,’ replied the other, looking hard at the young man. 
‘ He was rather troublesome about that, money which I told you T 
had lost to him at play. And now ’tis paid, and we are quits on 
that score, and we shall meet good fiiends again.’ 

1 My lord,’ cried out Esmond, ‘ .1 am sure you are, deceiving me, 
and that, there is a qua riel between the Loid Mohun and von.’ 

‘ (.Quarrel pish ! We shall sup t >gother this very night, and 
drink a bortle. Every man is ill-humoured, who loses such a sum 
as I ha\e lost. I Jut. now 'tis paid, and my anger is gone with it.’ 

‘ Where shall we sup, sir '! ’ says IIany. 

4 Wv ' Lei some gentlemen wait till they are asked,’ says my 
Lord Viscount, with a laugh. 4 You go to Duke Street, and see 
Mr. Uetterton. You love tin* play, I know. Lravv me to follow 
my own devices ; aml in the morning we’ll breakfWt togethei, with 
what appetite we may, as the play says.’ 

‘]»y (5— ! my lord. I will not leave you this night,’says Harry 
Esmond. £ l think 1 know the cause of your dispute. 1 swear 
to you ’t.is nothing. On tin* very day the accident befell Lord 
Mohun, I was speaking to him about it. I know that nothing has 
passed hut idle gallantry on his part.' 

■ ‘You know that nothing has passed hut idle gallantry betwen 
Lord Mohun and my wife,’ says my lord, in a thundering voice 
‘ you knew of this, and didn’t tell me 1 ’ 

‘I knew more of it than my dear mistress did herself, sir—a 
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thousand times more. How was she, who was as innocent as a . 
child, to know what was the meaning of the covert addresses of a 
, villain V 

‘ A villain he is, you allow, and would have taken my wife away • 
from me.' ; 

‘ Sir, .-die is as ]mre .as an angel,’ cried young Esmond. 

‘ Have I said a word against her ’ shrieks out my lord. ‘ Did 
I ever doubt that she was pure 1 It would have been the last day 
of her life when I did. l)o you fancy 1 think that s/ic would go 
astray? No, she hasn’t passion enough for that. She neither sins 
nor forgives. I know her temper—and now I’ve lost her : by 
Heaven 1 love her ten thousand times more than ever T did- -yes, 
when she was young and as beautiful as an angel when she ’ 
smiled at me in her old father's house, and used to lie in wait for 
me there as 1 came from hunting when 1 used to fling my he«d 
down on her little knees and cry like a child on her lap—and 
swear J would reform and drink no more, and play no more, and 
follow women no more ; when all the men of the Gourt used to . 
be following her—when she used to look with her child more 
beautiful, by George, than the Madonna in the Queen's Chapel. 

J am not good like her, i know it. Who is, by Heaven, who is? 

.1 tired and wearied her, T know that very well. 1 could not talk 
to her. You men of wit and books could do that and 1 couldn't 
—1 felt 1 couldn’t. Why, when you was but a boy of fifteen I 
could hear you two together talking your poetry and your books 
till 1 was in such a rage that I was fit to strangle you. Hut you 
were always a good lad, Harry, and [ loved you, you know 1 did. 
And T felt she didn’t belong to me : and the children don’t. And 
J besotted myself, ami gambled, and drank, and Look to all sorts of 
devilries out of despair and fury. And now comes this Moliun, 
and she likes him, T know she likes him.’ 

‘Indeed, and on my soul, you are wrong, sir,’ Esmond eiied. 

‘ She takes letters from him. 7 cries my lord - ‘ look here, Harry,’ 
and he pulled out a paper with a brown stain of blood upon it. 

‘ It fell from him that day be wasn’t killed. One of the grooms 
picked it up from the ground and gave it me. Here it is in their 
d- ; —-d eomcilv jargon. “Divine Gloriana -Why look so coldly ~ 
on your slave who adores you ? Have you no compassion on the 
tortures you have seen me siffenng? Do you vouchsafe no reply 
to billets tluit are written with the blood of my heart." She had 
MU ore letters from him.’ 

‘ Hut she answered none,' cried Esmond. 

‘ That's not Moliun’s fault, 7 says my lord, ‘ and I will be^ 
revenged on him, as God’s in Heaven, I will.’ f. 
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f For a light word or two, will you risk your lady’s honour 
and your family’s happiness, my lord ? ’ Esmond interposed be¬ 
seechingly. 

; ‘ Psha—there shall be no question of my wife’s honour/ said 

/my lord ; 1 we can quarrel on plenty of grounds beside. If I live, 
4 ',‘that villain will be punished : if 1 fall, my family will be only the 
’ better : there will only be a spendthrift the less to keep in the 
' world : and Frank has better teaching than his father. My mind 
is made up, llarry Esmond, and whatever the event is 1 am easy 
. about it. 1 leave my wife and >ou as guardians to the children.’ 

Seeing that rny lord was bent upon pursuing this quarrel, and 
that no entreaties would draw him from it, Hairy Esmond (then of 
a hotter and more impetuous natme than now, when care and 
reflection, and grey hairs have calmed him) thought it was his 
duty to stand by his kind generous patron, and Haul,- ‘ My loicl, if 
von are determined upon war, you must not go into it alone. ’Tis 
the duty of mir house to stand by its chief : and I should neither 
forgive myself nor you if you did not call me, or I should be absent 
from you at a moment, of danger.’ 

‘"Why, Hnriv, my poor boy, you aie bred for a parson/ says my 
lord, taking Esmond bv the hand ver\ kindly . "and it were a 
great pity that you should meddle in the matter.’ 

‘Your lordship thought of being a ehuichmaii, once/ Ilairy 
answered, ‘and jour father’s older* did not prevent him fighting at 
Onstlewood against the Roundheads. Your enemies are mine, sir : 
I can use the foil*, as you have seen, indiffmently well, and don’t 
>, think 1 shall be afraid when the buttons are taken off’em.’ And 
then Ham explained, with some blushes and hesitation (for the 
matter was delicate, and he feared lest, by having put himself for¬ 
ward in the quarrel, he might, have offended his patron), how he 
had himself expostulated with the Lord Mohim, and pioposed to 
. measure swords with him if need were, and he could not be got to 
. withdraw peaceably in this dispute. ‘ And 1 should have beat 
him, sir,’says Harry, laughing. ‘He never could puny that bufte 
I brought from Cambridge. Let us have half an hour of it, and 
rehearse —1 can teach it your lordship: ’tis the most delicate 
point in the world, and if you miss it- your adversary’s sword is 
through you.’ 

‘By George, Harry! you ought to be the head of the house/ 
- says my lord, gloomily. ‘You had been better Lord Gas tie wax id 
.‘/than a lazy sot like, me/ he added, drawing his hand across his 
*' eyes, and surveying his kinsman with very kind affectionate 
glances. 

4 , ‘Let ub take our coats off and have half an houi’s practice 
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before nightfall,’ says Harry, after thankfully grasping his patron’s 
manly hand. 

‘You are but u little bit of a lad/ says my lord, good- 
humouredly ; ‘ but in faith, 1 believe you could do for that fellow. 
No, my boy/ he continued. ‘ I’ll have none of your feints and 
tricks of stabbing; I can use my sword pretty well too, and will 
fight my own quarrel my own way.’ 

‘ Rut 1 shall be by to see lair play,’ cries Harrv. 

‘ Yes, Hod bless you -you shall be by.’ 

‘Whi'ii is it, sir 1 ?’ says Harry, for lie saw that the matter had 
been arranged privately, and beforehand, by my lord. 

‘ ’Tis arranged thus: I sent oil a courier to Jack Westbury to 
say that l wanted him specially. He knows for what, and will 
be here presently, and drink part of tied bottle of sack. Then we 
shall go lo the theatre in Duke Street, where we shall metis 
Mnhun ; and then we shall all go sup at the Rose or the 
(Ireyhound, Then we shall call for cards, and there will be 
probably a difference over the cards -and then, Hod help us! - 
either a v\ ieked villain and traitor shall go out of the world, or a 
poor worthless devil, that doesn’t care to remain in it. 1 am 
better away, Hal, —my wife will he all tlm happier when I am 
gmie/ says my lord, with a groan, that tore the heart of Harry 
Esmond so that he fairly broke into a sob over lus patron's kind 
hand. 

‘The business was talked over with Moliun before lie left home 
---Castlewood 1 mean 1 -my lord went on. ‘ 1 took the letter in 
to him, which 1 had read, and I charged him with his villainy, 
and he could make no denial of it, only he said that my wife was 
innoeflit.’ 

‘ And so she is; before Heaven, my lord, she is! ’ cries 
Harry. 

‘No doubt, no doubt The\ always are,’says my lord. ‘No 
doubt, when she heard he was killed, she fainted from accident.’ 

'Hut, my lord, du/ name is Harry/ cried out Esmond, burning 
red. ‘ You fold my lady, “ Harry was killed ' ” ’ 

‘Damnation ! shall 1 fight you, too?’ shouts my lord, in a fury. 
‘Are you, you little scrp< at, wanned by my fire, going to sting— 
yon ? - No, my boy, you’re an honest boy ; you are a good boy.’ 
(And here lie broke from rage into tears even more cruel to see.) 
‘ You are an honest boy, and 1 love you; and, by heavens, I am 
so wretched that I don’t care what, sword it is that ends me. 
Stop, here’s Jack Westbury. Well, Jack! Welcome, old boy! 
This is my kinsman, Harry Esmond.’ 

‘ Who brought your bowls for you at Castlewood, sir ! ’ says 
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Harry, bowing: and the three gentlemen sate down and drank of 
that bottle of sack which was prepared for them, 

‘Harry is number three/ says iny lord. ‘You needn’t be 
afraid of him, Jack.’ And the Colonel gave a look, as much as to 
' say, ‘Indeed, he don’t look as if T need.’ And then my lord 
explained what lie had only told by hints before. When he 
quarrelled with Lord Mohun lie was indebted to his lordship in a 
, sum of sixteen hundred pounds, for which Lord Mohun said he 
proposed to wait until my Lord Viscount should pay him. My 
; lord had laised the sixteen hundred pounds and sent them to Lord 
Mohun that morning, ami before quitting home had put his affairs 

■ into order, and was now quite ready to abide the issue of the 
quarrel. 

When we had drunk a couple of bottles of sack, a coach was 
called, and the three gentlemen went to the Duke's Play-house, as 
agreed. The play was one of Mr. Wycherley V Lnu in a Wood. 

Harry Esmond has thought of that play ever since with a kind 
of terror, and of Mrs. llracegirdle, the actiess who performed the 
girl’s part in the comedy. She was disguised as a page, and came 
and stood before the gentlemen as they sate on the stage, and 
looked over liei shoulder with a pair of arch black e\cs, and 
laughed at my lord, and asked what ailed the gentleman from the 
country, and had he had bad news bom Pulloek Fair? 

Hetween the acta of the pla\ tie.' gentlemen crossed over and 
conversed freely. There were two of Lord Molum's party, Captain 
Macartney, in a military habit, and a gentleman in a suit of blue 
velvet and siher in a fair perriwig, with a. rich fail of point of 
Venice lace -mv loid the. Fail of Watwick and Holland. Mv 

• V 

lord had a paper of manges, which he ate and nflerr<l*to the 
actresses, joking with them. Ami Mm. Jiracegiidle, when my 
Lord Mohun said something rude, tinned e-u him, amt asked him 
what lie did Ihete, and whelher he and his fiiends had come to 
stab anybody else as they did poor Will Mountfoid ' My lord’s 
daik face grew darker at this taunt, and wore a mischievous fatal * 
look. The> that saw it, remembered it, and said so afterward. 

When the play was ended the two parties joined company ; 
and my Lord Custlewood then proposed that they should go to a 

■ tavern and sup. Lock it's, the Greyhound, in Charing Cross, wad 
the house selected. All six marched together that way ; the three 

'lords going ahead, Lord Mohun’s captain, and Colonel West bury, 
gaud Harry Esmond, walking behind them. Ah they wmlked, 
rWestbury told Harry Esmond about his old friend Dick the 
• Scholar, who had got promotion, and was Cornet of the Guards, 
find had wrote a book called the Christian Hi to, ami had all the 
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Guards to laugh at him for his pains, for the Christian Hero was 
breaking the commandments constantly, Westbury said, and had 
fought one or two duels already. And, in a lower tone, Westbury 
besought young Mr. Esmond to take no part in the quarrel. 

‘ There was no need for more seconds than one,’ said the Colonel, 
‘and the Captain or Lord Warwick might easily withdraw.’ But 
Harry said no; he was bent on going tliiough with the business. 
Indeed, he had a plan in his head, which, he thought, might 
prevent my Lord Viscount from engaging. 

They went in at the bar of the tavern, and desired a private 
room and wine and cards, and when the drawer had brought these, 
they began to drink and called healths, and as long as the servants 
were in the room appeared very friendly. 

Harry Esmond’s plan was no other than to engage in talk with 
Lord Molmu, to insult him, and so get tin; first of the. quarrel.” 
So whim cards were proposed he offered to play. ‘ Pslia,’ says 
my Lord Molmu (whether wishing to save Harry, or not choosing 
to try the bnttr <tr Jcsuifr, it is not to he known)—‘Young 
gentlemen from College should not play these stakes. You are 
too young.’ 

‘ Who dares say 1 am too young 7 ’ broke out Harry. ‘Is your 


lordship afraid?’ 

‘Afraid ! ’ erics out Mohun. 

But my good Lord Viscount saw the move -‘I’ll plav you for 
ten moidores, Mohun,' says he ‘You silly boy, we don't play for 
groats here as you do at Cambridge:’ and Hairy who had no 
such sum in his pocket (for his half-year’s salary was always pretty 
well spout before it was due) fell back with rage and vexation in 
his heart that lie had not. money enough to stake. 

‘I'll stake the young gentleman a crown,' says flic Lord 
Molmn’s captain. 

‘ l thought crowns were rather scarce with the gentlemen of 
the army,’ says Harry. 

i! ‘ Do limy birch at College?’ says the Captain. 

‘They birch fools,’ says Harry, ‘and they cane bullies, ami they 
fling puppies into the water.’ 

‘ Faith, then, there's s. me escapes drowning,’ says tin* Captain, 

' who was an Irishman ; and all the gentlemen began to laugh, and 
.made poor Harry only more angry. 

My Lord Mohun presently snuffed a candle. It was when the 
drawers brought in fresh bottles and glasses and were in the room 
—on which my Lord Viscount said—‘The Deuce take you, 
Mohun, how damned awkward you are! Light the candle, you 


drawer.’ 
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‘Damned awkward is a damned awkward expression, my lord,’ 
Bays the other. ‘ Town gentlemen don’t use such words—or ask 
pardon if they do.’ 

‘ I’m a country gentleman,’ says my Lord Viscount. 

‘I see it by your manner,’says my Lord JMohun. ‘No man 
shall say damned awkward to me.’ 

‘1 fling the words m yonr fane, my lord,’ says the other; ‘shall 
T send the cards too?' 

‘ Gentlemen, gentlemen ! before the servants ! ’ cry out < 'olonel 
Westbury and the Lord Warwick in a breath. Tin 1 diawers go 
out of the, loom hastily. They tell the people below of tbe quarrel 
upstairs. 

‘Enough has been said,’ says Goloncl Westbury. ‘Will your 
lordships meet to-morrow morning 

‘Will my Lord Castlewood withdraw his w’onls ?” asks the Earl 
of Warwick 


‘Mv Lord ('astlewood will be -fust,’ says Goloncl Westbury, 

1 Then we have nothing for it. Take notice, gentlemen, there 
have been outiageous words- -reparation asked and refused.’ 

‘And refused,’says my Lord Gastlewood, putting on his hat. 
‘Where shall the meeting be'? and when ?’ 

‘Since my lord refuses me satisfaction, which l deeply regret, 
there is no time so good at; now,’ says my Lord JVfnhun. ‘Let. us 
have chairs and go to Leicester Field.’ 

‘Are your Midship and J to have ilie honour of exchanging a 
pass or two T savs Golouel Westbuiy, with a low how to my Loid 
of Waiwiek and Holland. , 

1 It is an honour lor me,' says my lord, with a profound congee, 
‘to be matched with a gentleman who has been at Mans and 
Namur.’ 

‘Will your Reverence permit me to give you a lesson?’ says tbe 
Captain. 

‘Nay, nay, gentlemen, two on a side are plentv,’ says Harry’s 
patron. ‘Spare the boy, Captain Macartney,’ and be shook 
Many's hand- - for the last time, save one, in his life. 

At the bar of the fatern all the gentlemen stopped and my 
Lord Yismint said, laughing, to the banvoman, that those cards 
set people sadly a-quarrelling ; but that the dispute was over now, 
and the parties were all going away to my Lord Mohun’s house, in 
Bow t Sturt, to drink a bottle more before going to bed. 

A half-dozen of chairs were now called, and the six gentlemen 
stepping into them, the word wars privately given to the chairmen 
to go to Leicester Field, wdiere the gentlemen were set down 
^opposite the Standard Tavern. Tt was midnight, and the town 
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was a-bed by this time, and only a few lights in the windows of 
the houses ; but the night was bright enough for the unhappy , 
purpose which the disputants came about; and so all six entered 
into that fatal square, the chairmen standing without the railing - 
and keeping the gate, lest any persons should disturb the meeting. 

All that happened there hath been matter of pubiiek notoriety, : 
and is recorded for warning to lawless men, in the annals of our 
count iy. After being engaged for not more than a couple of minutes, 
as Harry Esmond thought (though being occupied at the time 
with ids own adversary’s point, which was active, he may not 
have taken a good note of time), a cry from the chairmen without, 
who were smoking their pipes, and leaning over the railings of the 
field as they watched the dim combat within, announced that some 
catastrophe had happened which caused Esmond to drop his, 
sword ami look round, at which moment his enemy wounded him* 
in the right hand. Hut the young man did not heed this hurt 
much, and ran up to the place where he saw Ida dear master was 
down. 


My Lord Mohun was standing over him. 

‘Are you much hurt, Frank ?’ hi* asked, in a hollow voice. 

‘ I believe I’m a dead man,’ my lord said from the ground. 

‘No, no, not so,’ says the other; ‘and 1 call Hod to witness, 
Frank Esmond, that f would have asked your pardon, had you but 
given me a chance. In—in the first, cause of our falling out, 1 
swear that no one was to blame but me, and - and that my 

la<l.y - - 1 

‘Hush!’ says my poor Lord Viscount, lifting himself on his 
elbow, and speaking faintly. ‘’Twas a dispute about the cards — 
the culled cards. Harry, my boy, arc you wounded, too? (kid 
I help thee ! I loved thee, Harry, and thou must watch over my . 
little Frank and and carry this little heart to my wife.’ 

Ami here my dear lonl felt in his breast for a locket he wore 
there, and, in the act, fell back, fainting. 

We were all at this terrified, thinking him dead ; but Esmond” 
and Colonel West bury bade tlie chairmen to come into the field; and 
so my lord was carried to one Mr. Aimes, a surgeon, in Long Acre, . 

, who kept a bath, and then' the house was wakened lip, and the - 
• victim of this quarrel carried in. 

My Lord Viscount was pin to bed, and bis wound looked to by ' 

;; the surgeon, who seemed both kind and skilful. When lie had ['■ 

i looked to my lord, he bandaged up Harry Esmond’s hand (who., 

■ from loss of blood had fainted, too, in the house, and may have 

been some time unconscious); and when the young man came to 7 
himself yon may be sure lie eagerly asked what news there were ^ 
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of his dear patron; on which the surgeon carried him to the room 
where the Lord Castlewood lay ; who had already sent for a priest; 
and desired earnestly, they said, to speak with his kinsman. He 
was lying on a bed, very pale and ghastly, with that fixed, fatal 
look in his eyes, which betokens death ; and faintly beckoning all 
the other persons away from him with his hand, and crying out 
‘ Only Harry Esmond,’ the hand fell powerless down on the 
coverlet, as I Tarry came forward, and knelt down and kissed it. 

‘ Thou art all hut a priest, Harry,’ my Lord Viscount gasped 
out, with a faint smile, and pressure of his cold hand. ‘Are they ■ 
all §0110? a Let me make thee a death-bed confession.’ 

And with sacred Heath waiting, as it were, at the bed-foot, asr 
an awful witness of his words, the poor dying soul gasped out his : 
last washes in respect of his family his humble profession of 
contrition for his faults ; and his charity towards the world he 
was leaving. Some things he said concerned Harry Esmond as 
much as they astonished him. And my Lord Viscount sinking 
visibly, was in the midst of these strange confessions, when 
the ecclesiastic,k foi whom my lord had sent, Mr. Atterbury, 
arrived. 

This gentleman had reached to no gnat church dignity, as yet, 
but was only preacher at St. liride's, drawing all the town thither 
by Ins eloquent, sermons. He was godson to my lord, who had 
been pupil to his father, had paid a visit to Castlewood from 
Oxford more than once; and it was by Ids advice, 1 think, that 
Harry Esmond was sent lo Cambridge, rather than to Oxfoid, of 
which place Mr. Atterbury, though a distinguished member, spoke 
but ill. 

Out messenger found the good priest already at his Ttooks, at 
, five o’clock in the morning, and he followed the man eagerly to 
the house wdirre my poor Lord Viscount lay,—Esmond watching 
him, au>l taking his dying words from his mouth. 

My lord, hearing of Mr. Atterbury\s arrival, and squeezing 
Esmond’s hand, asked to be alone with the priest , and Esmond 
left them there, for this solemn interview. You may he sure that 
his own prayers and giief accompanied that dying benefactor. My 
lord had said to him that, wdiicb confounded the young man - in¬ 
formed him of a secret which greatly concerned him. Indeed, 
after hearing it, he had had good cause for doubt and dismay ; for 
mental anguish, as wall as resolution. While the colloquy between 
Mr. Atterbury and his dying penitent took place within, an 
immense contest of perplexity was agitating Lord Castle wood’s 
young companion. 

At the end of an hour—it may be more—Mr. Atterbury came 
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out of the room, looking very hard at Esmond, and holding a 
paper. 

‘He is on the brink of (rod’s awful judgment,’ the priest 
whispered. ‘He has made his hreast clean to me. He forgives 
and believes, and makes restitution. Shall it be in ]niblick? Shall 
we call a witness to sign it?’ 

‘God knows,’ sobbed out the young man ; ‘my dearest lord has 
only done me, kindness all his life.’ 

The priest put the paper into Esmond's hand. He looked at 
it. It swam before his eyes. 

‘ 'Tis a confession,’ he said. k 

‘ ’Tis as you please,’ said Mi. Atterbury. 

There was a lire in the room, where the cloths were drying for 
the baths, and there lay a heap in a corner, saturated with the bloed 
from my dear lord’s body. Esmond went to the fire, and threw the 
paper into it. Twas a great chimney with glazed Dutch tiles. 
How we re i ue m her such trifles in such awful moments!—the sciap 
of the hook that we have read in a, great grief- -the taste of that 
last dish that we. have eaten before a duel, or some such supreme 
meeting or parLing. Du the Dutch tiles at the Ihignio was a rude 
picture representing Jacob in hairy gloves, ('heating Isaac of 
Esau’s birthright. The burning papei lighted it up. 

1 'Tis onlv a confession, Mr. Atterburv,’ said the voting man. 
He leaned his head against the mantelpiece: a burst of teais came 
to his eyes. They were the first lie had shed as he sate by his 
lord, seared by this calamity and more yet by what the poor 
dying gentleman had told him, and shocked to think that lie 
should tie the agent of bringing this double, misfortune on those lie 
loved bc.ffc. 

‘Let. us goto him,’said Mr. Esmond. And accordingly they 
went into the next chamber, where, by this time, the dawn had 
broke, which showed my lord’s poor pale face and wild appealing 
eyes, that wore that awful fatal look of coming dissolution. The 
surgeon was with him. He went into the chamber as Atterbury 
came out thence. My Lord Viscount turned round his sick eyes 
towards Esmond. It choked the other to hear that rattle in 
his throat. 

‘My Lord Viscount,’ says Mr. Atterbury, ‘Mr. Esmond wants 
no witnesses, and hath burned the paper.’ 

‘My dearest master ! ’ Esmond said, kneeling down, and taking 
. his hand and kissing it. 

My Lord Viscount sprang up in his bed, and llung his arms 
round Esmond. ‘God bl--bless . . was all he said. The 
’ blood rushed from his mouth, deluging the young man. My 
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dearest lord was no more. He was gone with a blessing ,#n his 
lips, and love and repentance and kindness in his manly heart. 

‘ Benedicti benedicentes,’ says Mr. Atterbury, and the young 
man, kneeling at the bed-side, groaned out an Amen. 

‘Who shall take the news to her?’ was Mr. Esmond’s next 
thought. And on this he besought Mr. Atterbury to bear the 
tidings to Hustle wood. He could not face his mistress himself 
with those dreadful news. Mr. Atterbury complying kindly, 
Esmond writ a hasty note on his table-book 1 o my lord’s man, 
bidding him get the horses for Mr. Atterbury, and ride with him, 
anrl send Esmond’s own valise to the (I alehouse prison, whither 
he resolved to go and give himself up. 
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CHAPTER I 


1 AM IN PRISON, \N1> VISITED, RUT NOT CONSOLED THERE 


Those iruiv imagine, who have seen Death untimely strike down 
persons revered and beloved, and know how unavailing consolation' 
is, what was H.irry Esmond's anguish after being an actor in that 
ghastly midnight scene of blood and homicide. lb-could not, lm 
felt, have faced his dear mistress, and told her that stoiy. He 
was thankful that kind Atterlmry consented to break the sad 
news to her , but, besides his grief, which lie took into prison 
with him, he had that in his heml which secretly cheered and 
consoled him. 

A great secict laid been told to Esmond by his unhappy stricken 
kinsman, lying on his death-bed. Were In* to disclose it, as in 
equity and honour he might do, the discovery would but bring 
greater giirf upon those whom lie loved i»e.-t in the world, and 
who weie sad enough already. Should he lnmg down shame and 
perplo.xilv upon all those beings to whom he was attached by so 
many tender ties of ailed,ion and gratitude ’' degrade his father's 
widow’/ impeach and sully his father's and kinsman's honour? 
and for what l toi a barren title, to be worn at the expense of an ' 
innocent bov. the son of his doaresi benefactress. lie had debated 
this matter in his conscience, whilst his poor lord was making his 
dying confession. On one side were Ambition, Temptation, Justice, 

‘ even ; but Love, (Latitude, and Fidelity, pleaded on the other. 
And when the struggle was over in Harry's mind, a glow’ of righteous 
'happiness tilled if; and it was with grateful tears in his eyes that’ 
he returned thanks io Cod for that decision which he had been 
enabled to make. 

‘When I was denied by my own blood,’ thought he, 4 these 
‘.dearest friends received and cherished me. When l was a name¬ 
less orphan myself, and needed a protector, 1 found one in yonder 
xfcind soul, who has gone to his account repenting of the innocent 
.wrong he has done.’ 
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' . And with this consoling thought he went away to give Mmself 
Up at the prison, after kissing the cold lips of his benefactor, y. 

It was on the third day after lie had come to the Gatehouse 
prison (where he lay in no small pain from his wound, which ; 
inflamed and ached severely), and with those thoughts and resolu¬ 
tions that have been just spoke of, to depress, and yet to console, 
him; that 11. Esmond's keeper came and told him that a visitor 
was asking for him, and though lie could not see her face, which A 
was enveloped in a black hood, her whole figure, too, being veiled, 
and covered with the deepest mourning, Esmond knew at once|. 
that his visitor was his dear mistress. 

He got up from his bed, vdierc he was lying, being very weak; 
and advancing towards her, as the retiring keeper shut the door 
upon him and his guest in that sad place, lie put forward his left 
hand (for the right was wounded and bandaged), and lie wotJd 
have taken that kind one of his mistiess, which had done so many 
offices of fiiendship for him for so many years. 

Hut the Lady Gastlewond went hack from him, putting back 
her hood, and leaning against the great stanchioned door which 
the gaoler had just closed upon them. Her face was ghastly 
white, as Esmond saw it, looking from the hood ; and her eyes, 
ordinarily so sweet ami tender, were fixed at him with such a 
tragiek glance of woe and anger, as carmid the young man, un¬ 
accustomed to unkindness from thal person, to avert his own 
glances from her face 

‘And this, Mr. Esmond,’ she said, ‘ is whore f see you; and 
’tis to this you have, brought me !’ 

‘Yon have, come to coin-ole me in my calamity, madam,’ said 
lie (though, in truth, lie source knew how to address her. his 
emotions, at beholding her, so overpowered him). 

She. advanced a little, but stood silent, and trembling, looking 
out ai him from her black draperies, with her small white hands 
clasped together, and quivering lips and liollmv eyes. 

‘Not, to reproach me/ he continued, after a pause. ‘ My grief 
is sufficient as it is. 5 

1 Take back your band —do not touch me with it ' she cried. 

‘ Look 1 there's blood on it' 5 

‘.T wish they had taken it all/ said Esmond, ‘if you are un¬ 
kind to me.’ 

‘ Where is my husband 1 5 she broke out. ‘ (live me back my 
- husband, Henry. Why did you stand by at midnight and see him; 
murdered? Why did the traitor escape who did it? You, the 
champion of your house, who offered to die for us ! You that he' 
loved and trusted, and to whom I confided him—you that vowed 
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devotion and gratitude, and I believed you—yes I believed you— 
why are you here, and my noble Francis gone ? Why did you 
-.come among us? You have only brought us grief and sorrow: 
and repentance, bitter, bitter repentance, as a return for our 
love and kindness. Did I ever do you a wrong, Henry? You 
were but an orplnm child when I first saw you when he first saw 
. you, who was so good, and noble, and trusting. He would have 
had you sent away, but like a foolish woman, I besought him to 
let you stay. And you pretended to love us, and we believed you 
i, - and you made our bouse wretelied, and my husband's heart 
went from me : and 1 lost him through you - 1 lost him—the 
husband of my youth, J say. 1 worshipped him : you know I 
worshipped him- and he was changed to me. Ib- was no more 
my Francis of old- my dear, dear soldier. He loved me before 
be saw you : and J loved him. Oh, (hid is my witness bow I 
loved him! Why did he not send j on fiom among us? ’Twas 
only bis kindness that could refuse me nothing then. And, 
young as yen weic, yes, mul weak and alone—there was evil, I 
knew there was evil, in keeping you. J read it in your face and 
eyes. I saw that they boded harm to - and it came, 1 knew it 
would. Why did you not die when you had the small-pox—and 

3 came myself and watched you, and you didn’t know me in your 
delirium— and you railed out for me, though I was then* at your 
side. All that lm.'* happened since, was a just judgment, on my 
wicked heart my wicked jealous heart.» Oh, 1 am punished, 
awfully punished ! My husband lies in his blood- murdered for 
defending me, my kind, kind, generous lord— and you were by, 
and you let him die, Henry ! ’ 

These words, altered in the wildness of lin grief, by 040 who 
was ordinalily <|uiet, and spoke seldom except a\ ifli a gentle smile 
and a scot,lung tone, rung in Esmond's ear . and "tis said that lie 
repeated many of them in the fever into which he now fell from 
his wound, and perhaps fiom the emotion which such passionate 
undeserved upbraidiugs caused him. It seemed as if his very 
sacrifices and love for this lady and her family were to turn to evil 
/and reproach : as if his presence amongst them was indeed a cause 
'Of grief, and the continuance of bis life but woe and bitterness to 
theirs. As the Lady (Jastlewood spoke bitterly, rapidly, without 
a tear, he never offered a word of appeal or remonstrance : but sate 
/ at the foot of his prison-bed, stricken only with the more pain at 
thinking it was that soft and beloved band which should stab 
him so cruelly, and powerless against her fatal sorrow 7 . Her words 
-as she spoke struck the chords of all his memory, and the whole 
g-of his boyhood and youth passed within him, whilst this lady, so 



; fond and gentle but yesterday,—this 'good angel whom Ire had 
gloved and worshipped,—stood before him, pursuing him with keen-} 
j ;words and aspect malign. \ ^ 

; 1 1 wish I were in my lord’s place,’he groaned out. ‘It waft;; 

‘not my fault that I was not there, madam. But Fate is stronger £ 
tthan all of us, and willed what has come to pass. It had been' 
better for me to have died when I had the illness.’ • 

‘Yes, Henry,’ said she-- and as she spoke she looked at him, 
with a glance that was at once, so fond and so sad, that the young - 
man tossing up his arms wildly fell back, biding bis head in the. 1 ;, 
coverlet of the bed. As be turned lie struck against the wall with" 
his wounded hand, displacing the ligature ; and lie felt the blood, 
rushing again from the wound. He remembered feeling a secret 
pleasure at the accident—and thinking ‘Suppose 1 were to end. 
now, who would grieve for me V - ^ 

This hemorrhage, or the grief and despair in which the luckless 
young man was at the time of the accident., must, have brought or a 
delitpiium presently ; for he had scarce any recollection afterwards, 
save of some one, his mistress probably, seizing his hand- -and 
then of the buzzing noise in liis ears as lie awoke, with two or 
three persons of the prison around his bed, whereon he lay in a 
pool of blood from Ins arm. 

It was now' bandaged up again by the prison surgeon, who, 
happened to be in the place: and the governor’s wife and servant, 
kind people both, were with the patient. Esmond saw his mistress , 
still in the room when he awoke from his trance: but she went, 
away without a word ; though the governor’s wife told him that 
she sate in her room for some time afterward, and did not leave the 
prison»until she heard that Esmond was likely to do well. 

Days afterwards, when Esmond was brought out, of a lever • 
which he had, and which attacked him that night pretty sharply, 
the honest keeper’s wife brought her patient a handkerchief fresh ;■ 
washed and ironed, and at the corner of which lie recognised his 
mistress’s w'ell-known cypher and viscountess’s crown. ‘ Tin* lady . 
had bound it round his arm when he fainted, and before she called ■ 
for help,’ the keeper’s wife said. ‘ Poor lady ; she took on sadly / 
about tier husband. He lias been lmricd to-day, and a many of tha ij 
coaches of the nobility went with him,— my Lord Marlborough’s? 
and my Lord SunderJaiid’s and many of the officers of the (.luardft,/« 
.in which lie, served in the old King’s time: and my lady has been a 
with her two children to the King at Kensington, arid asked for \ 
justice against my Lord Mohun. who is in hiding, and my lord,-* 
the Earl of Warwick and Holland, who is ready to give himself up:J 
and take his trial.’ 
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[' Such were the news, coupled with assertions about her own 
'honesty and that of Molly her maid, who would never have stolen 
a certain trumpery gold sleeve-button of Mr. Esmond’s that was ( 
■missing after his fainting lit, that the keeper’s wife brought to . 
her lodger. His thoughts followed to that untimely grave, the ‘ 
brave heart, the kind friend, the gallant gentleman, honest of ■ 
■word and generous of thought (if feeble of purpose, but arc his 
.betters much stronger than he 1 ?), who had given him bread and 
.shelter when he had none; home and love when he needed them) ; 
‘and who, if he had kept one vital secret from him, had done that 
of which lie repented ere dying,—a wrong indeed, but one followed , 
by remorse., and occasioned by almost irresistible temptation. 

Esmond took his handkerchief when his nurse left him, and 
very likely kissed it, and looked at the bauble embroidered in the 
corner. ‘It has cost thee grief enough,’ he thought, ‘ dear lady, so 
loving and s<> tender. Shall I take it from thee and thy children? 
,No, neve) - ! Keep it, ami wear it, my little Frank, my pretty boy. 
If I cannot make a name for myself, 1 can die without one. Some 
. day, when my dear mistress sees my heart, l shall be righted ; or 
if not here or now, why, elsewhere ; where Honour doth not follow 
us, but wheie Love reigns perpetual/ 

Tis needless to ielate here, as the reports of the lawyers already 
have chronicled them, the particulars or issue of that trial which 
ensued upon my Lord Castle wood’s melancholy homicide. Of the 
two lords engaged in that sad matter, the second, my lord the 
Earl of Warwick and II >lland, who had been engaged with 
Colonel Westhury, and wounded by liiru, was found not guilty by 
Viis peers, before wlmm he was tried (under the pi evidence of the 
Lord Steward. Lord Somers); and the principal, the Lord Mohun, 
being found guilty of the manslaughter (which, indeed, was forced 
upon him, and of whidi he re] ten ted most sincerely), plehdcd his 
clergy ; and so was discharged without any penalty. The widow of 
the slain nobleman, as it was told us in prison, showed an extra- 
, ordinary spirit, and though she had to wait for ten years before her 
j son was old enough to compass it, declared she would have revenge 
'of her husband's murderer So much and suddenly had grief, 
iauger, and misfortune appeared to change her But fortune, 
t good or ill, as 1 take it, does not change men and women. It 
'.but develops their characters. As there arc a. thousand thoughts 
flying within a man that he does not know till he takes up the pen 
>,to*write, so the heart is a secret even to him (or her) who has it 
? ; ,in his own breast. Who hath not found himself surprised into 
^revenge, or action, or passion, for good or evil; whereof the seeds 
flay within him, latent and unsuspected until the occasion called 
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them forth ? With the death of her lord, a change seemed to come 
over the whole conduct and mind of Lady Castlcwood ; hut of ■ ;■ 
this wo shall speak in the right season and anon. 

- The lords being tried then before their peers at Westminster, ' 
according to their privilege, being brought from the Tower with < 
state processions and barges, and accompanied by lic.uteuants and 
axemen, the commoners engaged in that melancholy fray took their 
trial at Newgate, as became them ; and, being all found guilty, ■, 
pleaded likewise their benefit. of clergy. The sentence, as we all 
know, in these eases is, tli.it the culprit lies a year in prison, or ■ 
during the King’s pleasuic, and is burned in the hand, or only . 
stamped with a cold iron ; iw this part of the punishment is . 
altogether remitted at the grace of the Sovereign. So Harry 
Esmond found himself a criminal and a piisoner at two-und-lwenty \ 
years old ; as for the two colonels his comrades, they took the " 
matter very lightly. Duelling was a part of their business; and ' 
they could not. in honour refuse any invitations of that sort. 

But. the ease was different with Mr. Esmond. His life was 
changed by that stroke of the sword which destroyed Ins kind • 
patron’s. As he lay in prison, old Dr. Tuslier fell dl and died; 
and Lady Dastlewood appointed Thomas Tuslier to the vacant 
living; about the tilling of which she had a thousand limes fondly ' 
talked to Harry Esmond : how they never should part ; how he 
should educate her boy ; how to lx* a country clergyman, like 
saintly (le.nrge Herbert or pious Di. Km, wa* the happiest and 
greatest lot in life; how (if lie wen 1 obstinately held on it, though, 
for her part, she owned rather to holding Dueen Hess's opinion, 
that bishop should have no wife, and if not a bishop, w hy a 
clergyman 0 she would timl a good wife foi Harry Esmond : and 
so on, with a hundred pretty prospects told by fireside evenings, 
in fond prattle, as the ehildien played about the hall. All these 
plans wore overthrow'll now. Thomas Tuslier wrote to Esmond, as 
he lay in prison, announcing that his patroness had conferred upon , 
him the living his reverend father had held for many years ; that 
she never, after the tragical events which had occurred (whereof 
Tom spoke with a very edifying horror), could see in the revered 7 
Tusher’s pulpit, or at her son’s table, the man who was answerable 
for tins lather’s life ; that her ladyship hade him to say that she 
prayed for her kinsman’s repentance and his worldly happiness ; \ 
that he was free to command her aid for any scheme of life which’ 
lie, might propose to himself, but that on this sidr of the grave ^ 
she would see him no more. And Tuslier, for his own part, added 
that Harry should have his prayers as a friend of his youth, aiidj : ‘; 
commended him whilst he was in prison to read certain works ol-'§- 
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theology, which his Reverence pronounced to be very wholesome 
, for sinners in his lamentable condition. 

And this was the return for a life of devotion—this the end of 


years of affectionate intercourse and passionate fidelity ! Harry 
would have died for his patron, and was held as little better than 
his murdeier: he had sacrificed, she did not know how much, for 
his mistress, and she threw him aside—he had endowed her family 
with all they had, and she talked about giving him alms as to a 
menial! The grief for his patron’s loss : the pains of his own 
present position, and doubts as to the futuie: all these were for¬ 
gotten under the sense of the eonsuiiunatc out.) age which he had to 
endure, and overpowered by the superior pang of that torture. 

He writ back a. letter to Mr. Tusher from his pi Eon, congratu¬ 
lating his Revel once upon his appointment to the living of Uastle- 
wood : sarcastically bidding him to follow' in the footsteps of his 
admirable father, whose gown had descended upon him thanking 
her ladyship for her offer of alms, which he said lie should trust 
not to need; and beseeching her to remember that if ever her 
determination should change towards him, he would be ready to 
give her proofs of a fidelity which had never wavered and which 
ought never to have been questioned by that house. ‘And if we 
meet no more, or only as strangers in this world,’ Mr. Esmond 
concluded, ‘ a sentence against the cruelty and injustice of which 
I disdain to appeal ; hereafter she will know who was faithful to 
her, and whether she had any cause to suspect the love and devo¬ 
tion of her kinsman and servant.’ 


After the sending of this letter, the poor young fellow's mind 
was more at ease than it had been previously. The blow had been 
stiuck, and he had home it. His cruel (Joddess had shaken her 
wings and lied ; and left him alone and friendless, but turlulc sun. 
And he had to heal him up, at once the sense of his light, and the 
feeling of his wrongs, his honour and lus misfortune. As I have 
seen men waking and running to arms, at a sudden Ir.unpet ; before 
emergency a manly heart leaps up resolute ; meets the threatening 
danger with undaunted countenance; and whether conquered or 
conquering faces it always. Ah ! no man knows his strength or 
his weakness till occasion proves them. If there be some thoughts 
and actions of his life from the memory of which a man shrinks 
with shame, sure there are some which lie may be proud to own 
and remember ; forgiven injuries, conquered temptations (now and 
then), and difficulties vanquished by endurance. 


It was these thoughts regarding the living, far more than any 
great poignancy of grief respecting the dead, which affected Harry 
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Esmond whilst in prison after his trial; but 'it may be imagined 
dfchat he could take no comrade of misfortune into the confidence of . 
this feelings, uml they thought it was remorse and sorrow for his \ 
/'"patron's loss which affected the young man, in error of which 
'opinion lie chose to leave them. As a companion he was so moody 
'•Wid silent that tin* two officers, his fellow-sufferers, left him to 
-.himself mostly, liked little May likely what they knew of lmn, 

> cousoled themselves with dice, cards, and the bottle, and whiled 
away their own captivity in their own way. It seemed to Esmond 
; as if he lived years in that prison : and Avns changed and aged 
when he came out of it. At certain periods of life we live a ears 
of emotion in a few weeks - and look back on those times, as oil 
great gaps between the old life anti the new. You do not know 
how much you suffer in those critical maladies of the heart, until 
the disease is over and you look hack on it afteiwards. 1 hiring 
-the time the suffering is at least sufferable. The day passes in 
more or less ot pain, and the night avcuis away somehow'. Tis 
only in after days that we see what the danger lias been—as u 
man out a-hunting m riding for Ins life looks at a leap, and 
wonders how lie should have survived the taking of it. 0 dark 
months of grief and rage ! of a\ rung and cruel endurance 1 He is 
old now who recalls you. Long ago he has forgiven and blest the 
soft hand that Avuundcd him: but the mark is there, and the 
wound is cicatrized only no time, team, caresses, or repentance 
.< can obliteiate the sear. IVe a,re indocile to put up A\ith grief, 
however. Ki/icimm s m<V.s tjuoMfts • we tempt the ocean again 

and again, and tiv upon new vcutuies. Esmond thought, of his 
early tiim 1 as a noviciate, and of this past trial as an initiation 
' before entering into life- as our young Indians undcigo tortures 
■silently before they pass to the lank of waniois in the Iribc. 

The. officers, meanwhile, avIio Avere not let into the secret of the 
grief which was gnawing at the side of their silent young triend, 

, and being accustomed to such transactions in which one comrade 
or another was daily paying the forfeit of the sword, did not of 
course bemoan themselves very inconsolably about tin- fate of 
■•their late companion in arms. This one told stories of former 
^adventures of We, or Avar, or pleasure, in which poor Frank 
o'Esmond had been engaged; t’other recollected how a constable 
yhnd been bilked, or a. tavern-bully beaten : whilst my lord’s poor 
1 widow was sitting at his tomb worshipping him as an actual saint 
^nd spotless hero,—so the visitors said who hud news of Lady 
lyOastlewooil; and Westbnry and Macartney had pretty nearly had 
ytlill the town to come and see them. 

h\ The duel, its fatal termination, the trial of the two peers and i 
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;the three commoners concerned, bad caused the greatest excitement 
.yin the town, The prints and News Letters were full of them. 
>Thc three gentlemen in Newgate were almost as much crowded as 
j.lthe bishops in the Tower, or a highwayman before execution. We 
* were allowed to live in the Governor’s house, as hath been said, 
Vboth before trial ami after condemnation, waiting the King’s 
^pleasure; nor was the real cause of the fatal quanol known, so 
^closely had my lord and the two other poisons who knew it kept 
;^the secret, but every one imagined that the origin of the meeting 
was >t gambling dispute. Except fresh nil, the prisoners had, 
Upon payment, most things they could desire. Interest was made 
' that they should not mix with the vulgar convicts, an hose, ribald 
choruses and loud laughter and curses could he heaid from their 
own part of the prison, where they and the misciahlc debtors were 
confined pell-mell. 


CHAV TEH II 


T COMK TO THU l«M> OF MY CAPTIVITY, 

MV TUOUUU-; 


HUT NOT OK 


Amono tin' company which came to visit the two office]s was an 
old acquaintance of Many Esmond, that gentleman ot the Guards, 
namely, who lud been so kind to Harry when Captain Westbury’s 
troop had been quartered at Castlewood more Ilian seven years 
before. Hick the Scholar was no longer Hick the Trooper now', 
but Captain Steele, of Lucas’s Fusi leers, and secretary to my Lord 
Cutts, that famous officer of King Williams, the bravest and most 
beloved man of the English army. The two jolly prisoners had 
been drinking with a party of friends (for oiu eellai and that of 
the keepers of N ewe ate too, were supplied with en-llcss hampers 
of Burgundy and Champagne that the friends of the Colonels sent 
in); and Harry, having no wish for their drink, or their conversa¬ 
tion, being too feeble in health for the one, and too sad in spirits 
for the other, was sitting apart in his little room, reading such 
hooks as he. had, one evening, when honest Colonel Westbury, 
flushed with liquor, and always good-humoured in and out of his 
r'.eups, came laughing into Harry’s closet, and said, ‘ Ho, young 
.Killjoy! here’s a friend come to sec thee; he’ll pray with thee, or 
'he’ll drink with thee; or he’ll drink and pray turn about. Hick, 
$ny Christian Hero, here’s the little scholar of Castlewood.' ; 

| Diek came up and kissed Esmond on both cheeks, imparting a ' 
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strong perfume of burnt sack along with his caress to the young 
’■man, 

‘ f What! is this the little man that used to talk Latin and letch,*/ 
our bowls ? JJow tall thou art grown ! 1 protest I should have , 1 

-known thee anywhere. And so you have turned ruffian and 
fighter; and wanted to measure swords with Mohun, did you? I 
protest that Molmn said at the Uuard dinner yesterday, where , 
there was a pretty company of us, that the young fellow wanted 
to fight him, and was the better man of the two.’ 

‘ I wish we could have Died and proved it, Mr. Steele,’ says 1 
Esmond, thinking of his dead benefactor, and Ins eyes filling with 
tears. 

With the exception of that one eruel letter which he had from ' 
his mistress, Mr. Esmond heard nothing from her, and she seemed „ 

, determined io execute her resolve of parting from him and dis- 1 * 
owning him. Hut lie had news of her, such as it was, which Mr. , 
Steele assiduously brought him from the Prince's and Jhineess’ij 
Court, where our honest Captain had been advanced to the post of ,» 
gentleman waiter. When oil duty there, Captain Lick often came ■ 
to console his friends in captivity; a good nature and a friendly 
disposition towards all who were m ilM’oitiine no doubt piumptiug 
him to make his visits, and good fellowship and good wine to 
prolong them. 

‘Faith/ says "Westbury, ‘the little scholar was tin 1 first to 
begin the quarrel I mind me of it now -at Lock it's. 1 always 
Initial that fellow Molmn. What, was the real cause, of the quairel 
betwixt him and pour Frank ? 1 would wager ’twas a woman.’ 

‘’Twas a quanel about play- on my word, about play,’llarry 
said. * My poor lord lost great sums to bis guest at Castlewood. 
Angry wools passed between them ; and though Lord Castlewood 
was the kindest and most pliable soul alive, his spirit was very 
high ; and lienee that meeting which has brought u^ all hem,’ says , 
Mr. Esmond, resolved never to acknow ledge that there had ever 
been any other cause but cards for the duel. 

‘1 do not like to use bad wools of a nobleman,' says Westbury. 
‘Hut. if my Lord Mohun were a commoner, 1 would say, ’twas a , 
pity he was not hanged. He was familiar with dice and women, ' 
at a time other boys are at school, being birched ; he was as wicked y*. 
as the oldest rake, years ere he had done growing; and handled a \ 
sword, and a foil, and a bloody one, too, before ever he used a 
razor, lie held poor Will Mouutford in talk that night, when '/ 
bloody Dick llill ran him through. He will come to a bad ciul, * 
will that young lord; and no end is bad enough for him/ says 
honest Mr. Westbury: whose prophesy was fulfilled twelve yearsf 
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after, upon that fatal day, when Moliun fell, dragging down one of 
the bravest an<t greatest gentlemen in England in his fall. 

From Mr. Steele, then, who brought the publick rumour, as well 
as his own private intelligence, Esmond learned the movements of a 
his unfortunate mistress. Steele’s heart was of very inflammable 
composition ; and the gentleman usher spoke in terms of boundless 
admiration both of the widow (that most beautiful woman, as he 
said), and of her daughter, who, in the Captain’s eyes, was a still 
greater paragon. If the pale widow, whom Captain Richard, in 
his poetick rapture, compared to a Niobe in tears,--to a Sigismunda, 
—to a weeping Belvidera, was an object the most lovely and 
patlietiek which his eyes had ever beheld, or for which his heart had 
melted, even her ripened perfections aud beauty were as nothing, 
compared to the promise of that extreme loveliness which the good 
captain saw in her daughter. It was mat re pufrra jUia pulrriur. 
Steele composed sonnets whilst he was on duty in his Riiuce’s 
antechamber, to the maternal and filial eharms. He would speak 
for hours about, them to Many Esmond; and, indeed, he could 
have chosen few subjects more likely to interest the unhappy young 
man, whose heart was now as always devoted to these ladies ; and 
who was thankful to all who loved them, or praised them, or 
wished them well 

Not that his fidelity was recompensed by any answering kind¬ 
ness, or show of relenting even, <>u th** pail of a mistress obdurate 
now aftei ten years of love and benefactions. The poor young 
man getting no answer, save Tosher’s, to that Irttei which he had 
written, and being too proud to write, inoie, opened a part of his 
heart to Steele, than whom 110 man, when unhappy, could tind a 
kinder hearer, or more friendly emissary, described (in words 
which were, no doubt patlietiek, lbr they came into pee Lore ^ and 
caused honest Rick to weep plentifully) his youth, his constancy, 
his fond devotion to that household which had reared him; his 
affection, how earned, and how tendcily requited until but jester- 
day, and (as far as he might) the circumstances and causes for 
which that sad quarrel had made of Esmond a prisoner under 
sentence, a widow and orphans of those whom in life lie held 
dearest. In terms that might well move a harder-hearted man 
than young Esmond’s confidant ; for, indeed, the speaker’s own 
heart was half broke as he uttered them ; lie described a part of 
what had taken place in that only sad interview which his mistress 
had granted him; how she had left him with.anger and almost 
1 imprecation, whose words and thoughts until then hud heen only 
- blessing and kindness ; how she had accused him of the guilt of that - 
. blood, in exchange for which he would cheerfully have sacrificed 
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his own (indeed, in this the Lord .Mohun, the Lord Warwick, and 
tall the gentlemen engaged, as well as the common humour out of 
ijbors—Steele told him—bore out the luckless young man); and,' 
&vith all his heart, and tears, he besought Mr. Steele to inform his 
'Inistress of her kinsman’s unhappiness, and to deprecate that cruel 
'anger she showed him. Half frantick with grief at the injustice. 

■ done him, and contrasting it with a thousand soft recollections of 
love and confidence gone by, that made liis present misery in ex- 
prossibly more bitter, the poor wretch passed many a lonely day 
'and wakeful night in a kind of powerless despair and rage against 
his iniquitous fortune. It was the softest hand that struck him, 
the gentlest and most compassionate nature that persecuted him. 

* I would as lief,’ he said, ‘ have pleaded guilty to tin* murder, and 
•have suffered for it like any other felon, as have to endure the 
torture to which my mistress subjects me.' 

„ Although the recital of Esmond’s story, and his passionate 
appeals and remonstrances drew so many tears from Dick who 
heard them, they had no effect upon the person whom they were 
designed to move. Esmond’s ambassador came back from the 
-mission with which the poor young gentleman had charged him, 
'with a sad blank face and a shake of the head which told that 
there was no hope for the prisoner ; and scarce a, wretched culprit 
,in that prison of Newgate ordered for execution, and trembling for 
a reprieve, felt more cast down than Mr. Esmond, innocent and 
; condemned. 

As had been arranged between the prisoner and his counsel in 
their consultations, Mr. Steele had gone to the dowager’s house in 
■Chelsea, where it has been said the widow and her orphans wore, 
had seeif my Lady Viscountess and pleaded the cause of her un¬ 
fortunate kinsman. ‘ And l think T spoke well, my poor boy,’says 
Mr. Steele : ‘for who would not speak well in such a cause, and 
before so beautiful a judge? I did not see the lovely Beatrix (sure 
her famous namesake of Floieuce was never half so beautiful), only 
Hhe young viscount* was in the room with the Lord Churchill, my 
.'Lord of Marlborough’s eldest son. But these young gentlemen ’ 
gwent off to the garden, 1 could see them from the window tilting 
j.jat each other with poles in a mimielt tournament (grief touches the ‘ 
'young but lightly, and I remember that T beat a drum at the coffin , 
: of my own father). My Lady Viscountess looked out at the two , 
’boys at their game, and said—“You sec, sir, children are taught 
‘to use weapons of death as toys, and to make a sport of murder,”.; 
and as she spoke she looked so lovely, and stood there in herself so, 

* sad anrl beautiful an instance of that doctrine whereof I am a. 
-humble preacher, that had I not dedicated my little volume of the; 

« 1 1 ‘ ,V'»i 
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Christian Hero —(I perceive, Harry, thou hast net cut the leave?. 1 ' 
/ of it. The sermon is good, believe me, though the preacher’s life 
1 may not answer it)—I say, hadn’t I dedicated the volume to Lord:; 
s , Outts, I would have asked permission to place her ladyship’s name 1 ’ 
i on the first page. I think I never saw such a beautiful violet as> 
that of her eyes, Harry. Her complexion is of the pink of the;: 
> blushrose, she hath an exquisite turned wrist and dimpled hand,/ 
( and I make no doubt-’ 

\ ‘Hid you come to tell me about the dim]ties on my lady’s :!’ 
hand '( ’ broke out Mr. Esmond, sadly. ,, 

‘A lovely creature in affliction seems always doubly beautiful to’, 
; me,’ says the poor captain, who indeed was but too often in a'! 

state to see double, and so checked he resumed tin* interrupted 
- thread of his story. ‘As 1 spoke my business,’ Mi. Steele said, 
‘and narrated to your mistress what all the world knows, and the ; 
other side hath been eager to acknowledge that you had tried tp, 
put yourself between the two lords, and to take your patron’s v ; 
quarrel on your own point,: ,1 recounted the general praises of yonfC 
, gallantry, besides my Lord Mohun’s particular testimony to it : I 
thought the w idow listened with some inteirst, and hei eyes—3 
have never seen such a violet, Harry- - looked up at mine once or ’ 
twice. Hut after 1 had spoken on this theme for a while she 
suddenly broke away with a cry of grief. “1 would to (lod, sir,” 
she said, “I laid never heard that, word gallantry which you use, - 
or known the meaning of it. Mv lord might have been lure but 
for that ; my boon; might be happy; my poor boy have a father. * 
It was what you gentlemen call gallantry came into my home, and 
drove my husband on to the cruel sword that killed him. You , 
should not speak the word to a Christian woman, sir* a poor ; 
widowed mother ol' orphans, whose home was happy until the 
world came, into it the wicked godless world, that takes the blood , 
of the innocent and lots the guilty go free.” 

‘As the afflicted lady spoke in this strain, sir,’ Mr. Steele com ; 
■ tinued, ‘it seemed as if indignation moved her, even more than!| 
f grief. “ Compensation ! ” she went on passionately, her cheeks and ;} 
eyes kindling, “what compensation does your world give the/ 
widow for her husband, and the children for the murder of their, 

;■ father? The wretch who did the deed has not even a punishment.’- - 
Conscience ! what conscience has he, who can enter the house of a . 
f friend, whisper falsehood ami insult to a woman that never harmed 
I'hini, and stab the kind heart that trusted him? My Lord—my - 
/Lord Wretch, my Lord Villain’s, my Lord Murderer’s peers meet , 

/ to try him, and they dismiss him with a word or two of reproof// 
/and send him into the world again, to pursue women with lust and 
^.ve 1 - 
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falsehood, and to murder unsuspecting guests that harbour him. 
That day my Lord—my Lord Murderer—(I will never name him) 
—was let loose, a woman was executed at Tyburn for stealing in a ' 
shop. But a man may rob another of liis life, or a lady of her , 
honour, and shall pay no penalty! I take my child, run to the 
throne, and, on my knees, ask for justice, and the King refuses me. 
.The King! he is no king of mine lie never shall be. He, too, 
robbed the throne from the king his father—the true king—and 
, he lias gone unpunished, as the great do.” 

‘I then thought to speak foj you,’ Mr. Steele continued, ‘and 
I interposed by saying, “There was one, madam, who, at least, 
would have put his own breast between your husband’s and my 
Lord Mohun’s sword. Your poor young kinsman, Harry Esmond, 
hath told me that he tried to di.uv the quarrel on himself.” 

‘“Are you come from hint '! ” asked the lady’ (so Mr. Steel. ¥ 
.went on), ‘vising up with a great seieiity and stateliness. “I 
thought you had come fmm the Princess. I saw Air. Esmond "u 
his prison, and hade him farewell. Ho brought misery into my 
house. He never should have entered it.’ 

‘“Madam, madam, he is not to blame,” f interposed,’continued 
Mr. Steele. 

‘ “ l)o 1 blame him to you, sir ?” asked the widow. “ If "tis he 
who sent you, say that 1 have taken counsel, where ’’—she spoke 
with a very pallid cheek now, and a break in her voice- “ whore, 
all who ask may have it and that it bids me to pait from him, 
and to see him no more. We met. in the prison for the last time 
- -at least lor yea is to come. It may be, in years hence, when - 
when our knees and our tears and our contrition have changed our 
sinful hearts, sir, and wrought our pardon, vve may meet again - - 
but not now. After what has passed. 1 could not bear to see him. 

1 wish him well, sir : but 1 wish him farewell, too ; and if he has 
that -that regard towards us, which lie speaks of. I beseech him to 
prove it by obeying me m this.” 

‘ “1 shall break the young man's heart, madam, by this hard 
sentence,” ’ Air. Steele said. 

‘The lady shook her head,’ continued my kind scholar. 1 “The 
hearts of )ouug men, Atr, Steele, are not so made,”she said. “Mr. 
Esmond will find other- other friends. The mistress of this house 
has relented very much towirds the late lord’s son,” she added, ' 
with a blush, “ and has promised me, that is, has promised that * 
she will care for his fortune. Whilst I live in it, after the horrid,, 
horrid deed which lias passed, Castle wood must never be a home to- 
' him—never. Nor would I have him write to me—except—no—V 
I would have him never write to me, nor see him more. Giver* 

, . . AJi' 
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,'liini, if you will, my parting—Hush 1 not .a word of this Dfefore niy \ 
^daughter.” - - ■/,. 

‘ Here the fair Beatrix entered from the river, with her cheeks 
^flushing with health, and looking only the more lovely .and fresh-v 
kfor the mourning habiliments which she wore. And my Lady £ 
I.Viscountess said : ' i 

|k’ ‘ u Beatrix, tins is Mr. Steele, gentleman usher to the Princess $ 
^Highness. When does your new eomedy appear, Mr. Steele?” - 1 '^ 
^ hope thou wilt he out of prison for the first night, Harry.’ v'js 

£ The sentimental eaptain concluded his sail tale, saying, ‘ Faith, 
|the beauty of Filin pulrrwr drove pufrraiu mat mu out of my ^ 
*4 head. ; and yet, as I came down the liver, and thought about the . 
pair, the pallid dignity and exquisite grace of the niation had t 
i. the uppermost, and 1 lliouglit her even more noble than the ; 


virgin 


>? 


",i The parly of planners lived very well m Newgate, and with V 
comforts very diilerent to those which were awarded to the poor ii 
wretelies there (Ins insensibility to their misery, their gaiety still ' 
more fiightl’iil, their nurses and blasphemy, hath struck with a 
/, kind of shame since- us proving how selfish dining his imprison- „ 
ment, his own particular grief vas, and how entirely the thoughts 
of it absorbed him) • if the three gentlemen lived well under the 

r * 

' care outlie Warden of Newgate, it w as because they paid well : and 
indeed the cost at the dealest ordinary or the grandest tavern in 
’. London could nor have furnished a longer reckoning, than our 
'.host of the Handcuff Inn—as Colonel Wcstbuiy called it. Our. 

h _ ' 

V rooms wen* the three in the gate over Newgate — on the second 1 
history looking up Newgate Street towards Cheapside and Paul’s , 
’ Church. And we had leave to walk on the roof, and could see 
1 [ thence Sniithtirld and the Blueeoat Hoys’ School, Cardens, and the 
;» Chartieux. where, as Harry Esmond remembered, Dick the Scholar, y 
>•* and his friend Tom T usher, laid laid their schooling. 

} , u 

Harry could never have paid his share of that prodigious heavy ,,; 
.^reckoning which my landlord brought to his guests once a week 
jf’for lie had but three pieces in his pockets that fatal night- before *’ 
|Vthe duel, when the gentlemen were at cards, and offered to play 
^ five. But whilst he was yet ill at the Gatehouse, after Lady-- 
^Oastlewood had visited him there, and before bis trial, there came \ 
ft p tie in an orange-tawny coat and blue lace, the livery which the, „ 
pjEsmonds always wore, and brought a sealed packet for Mr. Esmond, "t 
|’'Which contained twenty guineas, and a note saying that a counsel ’ 
been appointed for him, and that more money would be forth-’} 
^itig whenever he needed it. Y 
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L ’Twas a queer letter from the scholar as she was,’or as she^ 
i'feailecl herself: the Dowager Viscountess Oastlewood, written in the"' 
;-htrauge barbarous French, which she and many other fine ladies of "! 
/ that time—witness her Grace of Portsmouth —employed. Indeed,. $ 
^'spelling wjis not an article of general commodity in the world then, ;; 
Valid my Lord Marlborough’s letters can show that lie, lor one, had,^ 
*' but a little share of this part of grammar. V V 

£ '■ IB ^ 

‘ Moni; Ooiiwxin/ my Lady Viscountess 1 lowager wrote, ‘ je 8cay;/> 
■■ que vous vous etes bravemeut batew et grievement. blessay—-du^ 
costo dc feu M. le "N r icomte. M. le (Jompte de Yarique ne seplayt'/f 
qua parlay tie vous : M. dc Moon aiu;y. II <li quc vous avay* 
voulew vous bastrc avecque luy— que vous estes plus fort que luy 
lur Fay sen mine- -quil’y a surtout ccrtaine Butte quc vous scevay 
quil n’ a jammay seen paiia v : et que e’en cut etc fay dc luy'si 
■ vouscluy vous vous fussiay battews ansamb. Aimy ee pauv 
Vicompte est mort. Mort et peutayt -Mon coussm, ttimi coussiu !*’ 
jay dans la tavste que vous u’ostes quuug pety Monst -angey que . 
les Esmonds ong tousjours estc. La veuve est clniy moy. .Fay ' 
recuilly cut’ pauve la mine. Kile est. furieuse cent vous, allans tous " 
les jours chrrcher le I toy (d'ley) demandant a gran eri revanche 
pour sou Mary. Klie ne veux voyre ni entende parlay dc vous : 
pourtaut die ne fay quYn parlay milloy pai jour. Quand vous - 
seray hor prison veuay me voyre. . 7 ’auray soing de vous. Si cette , 
petite Prude vent so defanv do song petv Munste (ll( : las je eraing 
iji'iil lie soy trotar !) je m’on charge ray. .Pay encor (piehju interay ,V 
et quelques earns de costay. 

‘La V r euve sc racc.ommode aver Miladi Marlboro qui est tout 
pui^aifte aveeipic. la Itcine Auue, Get dam senteraysent pour la / 
petite prude , qui pometnut a uu li du mesrne asgc que vous savay, ’ 

' Eu sortaut de pnsong venez icy. ,Jc m* puy vous rccevoir 
chaymoy a cause dcs mcehauset.es tin lnomlc, may pre du moy vous ’/ 
- aurez logement. Isaueli.k ViroMrTUssn d’Esviond.’ 

Marihioiiess of Ksmoud this lady sometimes called herself, inf 
virtue of that patent which had been given by the late. King James 
to Harry Esmond’s fatuer : and in this state she had her trainCt 
} carried by a knight’s wife, a cup aud cover of assay to drink', 
1 from, ami friuged cloth. 

He who was of the same age as little Francis, w hom we shall!| 
f henceforth call Viscount Castle wood here, was H.R.H. the Princ& ; |£ 
of Wales, born in the same year and month with Frank, aud just ; || 
• proclaimed at Saint Germains, King of Great Britain, France 
;' Ireland. 
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CHAPTER ITT 


- I TAKE THE QUEENS PAY IN QUINS KElilMHNT 

“ The follow in the orange tawm livery with blue lace ami facings 

■ was in waiting when Esmond came out of prison, and taking the* 
, young gentleman’s slender baggage, led the way out of that odious 

; Newgate, and by Elect Conduit, down to the Thames, where a'- 
i pair of oars was ealled, and they went up the river to Chelsea.' 
Esmond thought the sun had never shone so bright , nor the air 
■felt so flesh and exhilarating. Temple Carden, as they rowed hy, 
looked like the Carden of Eden to him, and the aspect of the 

■ quays, wharves, and buildings by the rner, Somerset House, and 
'Westminster (when 1 the splendid new bridge was just beginning), 

Lambeth tower and palace, and that busy shining seem* of the 
-Thames swarming with boats and barge's, tilled his heart with 
■pleasure and cheerfulness- as well such a beautiful scene might, 
to one who had been a prisoner so long, and with so main dark 
thoughts deepening the gloom of his captivity. They rowed up 
at length to the pretty village of Chelsea, where the nobility 
have manv handsome country-houses : and so came to my Ladv 
Visconiitisss house; a cheerful new house in the row filing the 
rive.i, with a handsome garden behind it, and a pleasant look-out 
both towards Surrey and Kensington, where stands the noble 
ancient palace of the Loid Warwick, Harry’s reconciled adversary. 

Here m her ladyship’s saloon, the young man saw again some 
of those pictures which had been at Castlewood, and whif.li she 
had lenmved thence on the death of lmr lord. Many’s lather. 
Specially, and in the place of honour, was Sir Peter LclyV, picture 
. of the Hoimurablc Mistress Isabella Esmond as Diana, in yellow 
satin, with a bow in her hand and a crescent in her forehead ; and 
.dogs li hiking about her. ’Twas painted about the time when royal 
t'Endymions weie said to find fuumr with this virgin huntress ; 

aud as goddesses have youth perpetual, this one believed to the 
?day of her death that she never grew older: and always persisted 
in supposing the picture was still like her. 

After he had been shown to her room hy the groom of the 
^.chamber, who tilled many offices besides in her ladyship's modest 
^household ; and after a. pi oper interval, this elderly goddess Diana 
5Vouchsafed to appear to the young man. A blackamoor in a 
' Turkish habit, with red boots and a silver collar on which the 
0 u 3 couutcss’s arms were engraven, preceded her and bore her. 
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cushion; then came her gentlewoman; a little pack of spaniels’, 
barking and frisking about' preceded the austere huntress—then,!;' 
behold, the Viscountess herself ‘dropping odours.' Esmond 
recollected from his childhood that rich aroma of musk which* 
his mother-in-law (for she may he called so) exhaled. As the;' 

sky grows redder and redder towards sunset, so, in the decline' 

of her years, the cheeks of my Lady .Dowager blushed more, 
deeply. Her face was illuminated with vermilion, which appeared 
the blighter from the white paint employed to sot it off. She 

wore the ringlets which had been in fashion in King Charles’s, 

time ; whereas the ladies of King William's had head-dresses like*! 
the towers of Cybele. Her eyes gleamed out from the midst of 
this queer structure of paint, dyes, and pomatums. Such was my 
Lady Viscountess, Air. Esmond’s father s widow. 

He made her such a profound bow as her dignity and relation-'’ 
ship merited: and advanced with the greatest gravity" and once 
more kissed that hand upon the trembling knuckles of which , 
glittered a score of rings-- - remembering old times when that, 
trembling hand made him tremble. ‘ Marchioness,’ says he, 
bowing, and on one knee, ‘is it only the hand I may have the 
honour of saluting V Lor, accompanying that inward laughter, 
which the sight of such an astonishing old figure might well 
produce in the young man, then; was good-will too, and the 
kindness of consanguinity. She had beeu his father’s wife, and 
was his gland father’s daughter. She luid sidle] od him in old 
days, and was kind to him now after her fashion. And now that 
bar-sinister was removed from Esmond’s thoughts ; and that secret 
opprobrium no longer cast upon his mind ; he was pleased to feel 
family ties and own them—perhaps secretly vain of the sacrifice 
he had made, and to think that lie, Esmond, was really the chief 
of his house, and only j ire vented by his own magnanimity from 
advancing his claim. 

At least, ever since lie had learned that secret from his poor 
patron on his dying bed, actually as lie was standing beside it, he'-, 
had felt an independency which he had never known before, and ‘ 
which since did not desert him. So lie calk'd his old aunt,'' 
Marchioness, lmt with .»,n air as if he was the Marquis of Esmond 
who so addressed her. 

Did siie read in the young gcutleman’s eyes, which laid now 
no fear of Iters or their superannuated authority, that he knew of; 
suspected the truth about his birth '( She gave a start of surprise'; 
at his altered manner; indeed, it was quite a different hearing to ■ 
that of the Cambridge student who had paid her a visit two years!! 
since, and whom she had dismissed with five pieces sent by thjjjg. 



THE HISTOllY OF HENRY ESMOND , 


m 


V , V 


155 ' 


■> 


‘groom of the chamber. . She eyed him, then trembled a little more 
'than was her wont, perhaps, and said, ‘Welcome, cousin/ in a 
^'frightened voice. 

'» Hi 8 resolution, as has been said before, had been quite different, 
namely, so to bear himself through life as if the secret of his birth 
^was not known to him : but lie suddenly ahd rightly determined on 
• a different course. He asked that her ladyship’s attendants should 
, be dismissed, and when they wore private— c Welcome, nephew, 

; at least, madam, it should he,’ he said. ‘ A great wrong has been 
.' done to me and to you, and to my poor mother, who is no more.’ 

<’ ‘1 declare before Heaven that I was guiltless of it,’she cried', 

out, giving up her cause at once. ‘It was vour wicked father 
who- —’ 

, ‘ Who brought this dishonour on our family,' says Mr. Esmond. 

4 1 know it full well. I want to disturb no one. Those who are 
in present possession have been my deaiest benefactors, and are 
quite innocent ol intentional wrong to me. The late lord, my dear 
patron, knew not, the truth until a lew months before his death, 
when Father Holt brought the news to him.’ 

‘ The wretch 1 he had it in confession ' He had it in confession ! ’ 

, cried out the dowager lady. 

‘JN'ol so. He learned it elsewhere as well n> in confession,’ 
Mr. Esmond answered. ‘My hither, when wounded at the Boyne, 

, told the tinth to a French priest, who was in hiding after the 
battle, as well as to the priest there, at whose house he died. This 
gentleman did not. think ‘it to divulge the story till lie met with 
Mr. Holt at Saint Omer’s. And the latter kept it back for his 
own purpose, and until he had learned whether my mother was 
alive or no. She is dead yeais since : my poor potion told me with 
his dying breath ; and J doubt him not. I do not know' even 
whcthei I could prove a marriage. 1 would not if 1 could. 1 do 
not care to bring shame on mu* name, or grief upon those whom I 
love, however hardly they may use me. My father's son, madaiu, 
won’t aggravate the wrong my father did you. I’ontiuuc to lie, 
j/'liis widow, and give me your kindness. Tis all ( ask from you; 

' and I shall never speak of this matter again.’ 
y ‘Mais vous etes mi noble joune liominc !’ breaks out my lady, 
speaking, as usual with her when she was agitated, in the French 
/language. 

ri , ‘ Noblesse oblige,’ says Mr. Esmond, making her a low bow. 
There are those alive to whom, in return for their love to me, I ; 
/often fondly said I would „give my life away. Shall 1 be their ■ 
|?enemy now, and quarrel about a title ? What matters who has it ? 
IjpPis with the family still.’ 
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‘What can there be in that little prude of a woman, that makes j 

'inen so raff da r about, her 1 ’ cries out my Lady Dowager. 4 She \ 

jwas here for a month petitioning the King. She is pretty, and] 

Well conserved ; but she has not the be l air. In his late Majesty's^ 

Court all the men pretended to admire her; and she was no better^ 

than a little wax doll. She is better now, and looks the sister of!'. 

her daughter but what mean you all by bepraising her? Mr.< 

Steele, who uas in waiting on Prince (leorgc, seeing her with her' 

two children going to Kensington, writ a poem about her ; and says 1 ' 

he shall wear her colours, and <1 1 css in black for the future. Mr. { 

7 . p 
Congreve says he will write a Mourning Widow, that shall be 1 ; 

better tliau his Mourning Bride. Though their husbwnds'- 

ouarrclled and fought when that wretch Churchill deserted the 

L »J. 

King (for which he deserved to be hung), Lady Marlborough has 
again gone wild about the little widow ; insulted mein my own 
drawing-room, by saying that ’t,was not the oM widow, but the 
young viscountess, she had come to see. Little Castle wood and 
little Lord Churchill are to be sworn friends, and have boxed each 
other twice or thrice like brothers already. Twas that wicked 
young Mohim who, coming luck from tin 1 provinces last year, 
where he had disinterred her, raved about her all the winter ; said 
she was u pearl set before swine : and killed pool 1 stupid Frank. 
The quarrel was all about his wile. T know Twas all about her.' 
Was theie anything between her and Molmn, nephew ? Tell me 
now ; was there anything 0 About yourself, I do not ask you to 
answer questions.’ 

Mr. Esmond blushed up. ‘My ludyV virtue is like that of a 
saint in heaven, madam,' he cried out. 

‘Kb ! —moil neveu. Many saints get to heaven after having a 
deal to repent of. I believe you are like all the rest of the fools, 
and madly in love with hei.’ 

1 Indeed, l loved anil lionoured|her before all the world,’ Esmond 
answeied. ‘I take no shame in that.’ 

‘And she has shut her door on you-—given the living to that* 


horrid young cub, son of that horrid old bear, Tusher, and says 
she will never see you more. Monsieur mon neveu we are all 
like that. When I was a young woman, 1 am positive that a 
■ thousand duels were fought about me. And when poor Monsieur 
de Souchy drowned himself m the canal at Bruges, because I danced 
• with Count Springbuck, T couldn’t squeeze out a single tear, but; 
glanced till five o’clock the next morning. ’Twas the Count --no * 
At was my Lord Ormond that payed the fiddles, and his Majesty] 
did me the honour of dancing all night with me.—How you arty 
, grown ! You have got the be l air. You are a black man. Q«$jj 
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Esmonds arekll black. The little prude’s son is fair; so was his 
father- fair and* stupid. You were an Ugly little wretch, when' 

you came to Oastlewood—you were all eyes, like a young crow.- 
We intended von should be a priest. That awful Father Holt- — ,'; 
how he used to frighten me when 1 was ill ! J have a comfortable - 
■director now- -the Abbe Douillette a dear man. We make* 
meagre on Fridays always. My cook is a devout, pious mau.J 
You, of course, are of the right way of thinking. They say the-' 
Prince of Orange is very ill indeed.’ •’ 

In this way the old Dowager rattled on remorselessly to Mr. “ 
Esmond, who was quite astounded with her piesent volubility, ; 
Contrasting it with her former haughty behaviour to him. EuF 
she had taken him into favour for the moment, and chose not only 
,to like him, as far as her nature permitted, but to be afraid of him ; 
and he found himself to be as familiar with her now as a young‘‘ 
man, a**, when a boy, In* hud been timorous and silent. She w’as 
as good as her word respecting him. She introduced him to her 
company, of which she entertained a good deal of the adherent# 
of King -lames, of course—-and a great, deal of loud intriguing 
took pi are ovei her card tables. She presented Mr. Esmond as 
her kinsman lo many persons of honour; she supplied him not 
illiberally with money, which he had no scruple in accepting from 
her, considering the relationship which he boie to her, and the 
sacrifices which lie himself was making in behalf of the family. 
Jlut he had made up his mind to continue at no woman’s apron¬ 
string* longer; and p< ilmps had east about how he should 
■distinguish himself, and make himself a name, which his singular • 
fortune had denied him. A discontent with his former bookish’ 


life and quietude, a bitter feeling of remit at that slavery ill 
which he had chosen to confine himself for the sake of those whose 
hardness towards him made his hearr bleed, -a restless wish to sec , 

^‘r 

men and the woild,- led him to think of the military profession:"/ 
at any rate, to desire to see a few campaigns, and accordingly he 
pressed Ins new patroness to get him a, pair of colours ; and one , 
day had the honour of finding himself appointed an ensign in 
/Colonel Quin’s regiment of Fusiliers on the Irish establishment. 

Mr. Esmond’s commission was scarce three weeks old when that : 
accident befell King William which ended the life of the greatest, " 
the wisest, the bra,vest, and most clement sovereign whom England 
'jjpvei knew. 'Tvvas the fashion of the hostile party to assail this , 
tgreat primr/s reputation during his life ; but the joy which they 
.’and all his enemies in Euanie showed at his death, is a proof of 
;‘the terror in which they'mild him. Young as Esmond was, he * 
&rfun wise enough (and generous enough, too, let it be said) to scorn 
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that indecency of gratulation which broke out amongst.the followers, 

■ of King James in London, upon the death of this illustrious prince, , 
j' this invincible warrior, this wise and moderate statesman. Loyalty ■ 
#’io the exiled king’s family was traditional, as has been said, in that 

house to wltich Mr. Esmond belonged. His father’s willow had all 
' her hopes, sympathies, recollections, prejudices, engaged on King. 
V James’s side; and was certainly as noisy a conspirator as ever ■ 
asserted the King’s rights or abused his opponents, over a 
• quadrille table or a dish of bolica. Her ladyship's lumse swarmed 

■ with ecclesiastics, in disguise and out ; with tale-bearers from St. 
Germains • and quidnuncs that knew the last news from Versailles^ 

> nay, the exact force and number of the next expedition which the 
French king was to send from Dunkirk, and which was to swallow 
up the Prince of Orange, his army, and his court. She had receive^ - 
the Duke of Berwick when he landed here in ’90. She kept tn& 

» 7 glass he drank from, vowing she never would use it till she drank 
, King James the Third’s health in it on Liis Majesty’s return ; she 
- had tokens from the (^iicen, and relics of the saint wlm, if the story 
was true, had not always beeu a saint as* far as she and many 
others were concerned. She believed in the miracles wrought at 
Ills tomb, and had a hundred authentic!; stories of wondrous cures 
effected by the blessed King’s rosaries, tin* medals which he wore, 
the locks of his hair, or what not. Esmond remembered a score 
. of marvellous talcs, which the credulous old woman told him. 

■ There was the Bishop of Autim, that w T as healed of a malady he 
; had for forty years, and which left linn after lie said mass foj the 

repose of the King’s soul. There was M. Mai.us, a surgeon in 
Auvergne, who had a palsy in both his legs, which was cured ; 
through the King’s intercession. There was Philip Pitet, of the 
Benedictines, who had a suffocating cough, which well-nigh killed 
.him, but he besought relief of Heaven, through llie merits and iutcr- 
cession of the blessed King, and lie straightway felt a. profm-e sweat 
breaking out all over him, and was recovered perfectly. Ami there 
was the wife of Mons. Lepervier, dancing-master to the Duke of 
’J Saxe Gotha, who was entirely eased of a. rheumatism by the King’s. 
■V intercession, of which miracle, there could be no doubt, for her 
'bsurgo.on ami his apprenti, e had given their testimony, under oath, 
:v * that they did not in any way contribute to the cure. Of these 
. 'tales, and a thousand like them, Mr. Esmond believed as much as' 
he chose. His kinswoman’s greater faith had swallow for them all A 
The English High Church party did not adopt these legends.; 
But t ruth and honour, as they thought bound them to the exiled 


\ King’s side : nor had the banished family any warmer supported 
■than that kind lady of Castle wood, in whose house Esmond wafij 
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brought up. She influenced her husband, very much more perhaps 
than my lord luiew, wlio admired his wife prodigiously though he ; 
might bo inconstant to her, and who. adverse to the trouble of . 
thinking himself, gladly enough adopted the opinions which she!' 
chose for him. To one of her simple and faithful heart, allegiance - 
to any sovereign but the one was impossible. To serve Kingr 
"William for interest's sake would have been a monstrous hypocrisy 
and treason. Her pure conscience could no more have consented 
to it than to a theft, a forge? y, or any other base action. Lord 
Clastic wood might have been won over, no doubt, but his wife, 
never could; and lit; submitted his conscience to hers in this case 
as he did in most others, when he was not tempted too sorely, "• 
And it was from his affection and gratitude most likely, and fiom 
that eager devotion for his mistress, which characterised all % 
Esmond’s youth, that the young man substaibed to this, and other ', 
articles of faith, which his fond benefactiess set him. Had she 
been a, Whig, he had been one ; had she followed Mr. Fox, and - 
turned Quaker, no doubt he would have abjured rutiles and a 
perriwig. and have forsworn swords, lace coats, and flocked 
stockings. In the scholars’ boyish disputes at the University, 
when 1 parties ran very high, Esmond was noted as a Jacobite, and- 
very likely iron? vanity as much as allection took the side of his 
family. 

Almost the whole of the ciorgv of the country a.id more than a 
half of the nation were on this side. Ours is the; most loyal people 1 
in the world s.iidy ; we ulniire our kings, and are faithful totlien^. 
long after they have ceased to be true tu us. Tis a wonder to 
any one who looks back at the history of the Stuart family, to 
think lu>w r they kicked their crowns away trom them; bmv they 
flung away chances after chances ; what tioasures of loyalty they' 
dissipated, and how fatally they wen; bent on consummating their 
own ruin. If ever men had fidelity, ’tw.is they; if ever men; 
squandered opportunity, 'tvvas they ; and of all tin* enemies they' 
had. they themselves were the most fatal. 1 

When the Princess Anne succeeded, the wearied nation was 
glad enough to cry a truce from all these wars, controversies, and 
conspiracies, and to accept in the person of a Princess of the blood- 
royal a compromise between the parties into which the country was. 
diviiied. The Tories could serve under her w ith easy consciences ; 
though a Tory herself, she represented the triumph of the Whig 
opinion. The people of England, always liking that their Princes 
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Should be attached to their own families, were pleased to think the 
^Princess was faithful to hers ; ahd up to the very hist day and ^ 
phour of her reign, and but for that fatality which he inherited'! 
pfrom his fathers along with their claims to the English crown,'); 
I'King James the Thin! might have, worn it. But lie neither knew 
f how to wait an opportunity, nor to use it when he had it; lie was, * 
, venturesome when he ought to have been cautious, ami cautious ^ 

■ when he ought to have dared everything. ’Tis with a sort of rage ’ l $ 
at his inaptitude that one thinks of his melancholy story. Do they 

’ Fates deal more specially with kings than with common men 
One is apt to imagine so, in considering the history of that royal ; 
race, in whose behalf so much fidelity, so much valour, so much 
blood weie desperately and hootlessly expended. 

^ The King dead then, the Piinress Aunt* (ugly Anne Hyde’s ; 
’daughter, our dowager at Dhelsea called her) was proclaiim'd by". 
> trumpeting heralds all over the town from Westminster to Ludgate 
1 Hill, amidst immense jubilations of the people. 

.Next week my Lord Marlborough was piomoted to the darter / 
.and to be daptain-deneral ol her Majesty’s forces at home and 
f .abroad. This appointment only inflamed the Dowager’s rage, or, 
has she thought it, her fidelity to her rightful sovereign. ‘The, 

’ Princess is but a puppet in the hands of that buy of a woman, 
’’who comes into my drawing-room and insults me to my face. 

* What can come to a country that is given ovei to such a woman V 

■ says the Dowager. ‘As for that double faced traitor, my Loul 
JVtarlborougli, he has hetiayed every man and every woman with 

whom lie has had to deal, except, his hoi rid wife who makes him 
tremble. ’Tis all over with the country when it has got into the 
clntchesoif such wretches as these ’ 

Esmond’s old kinswoman saluted the new powers in this way; 
but some good fortune a,t last occurred to a family which stood in 
£ great need of it. bv tile advancement of these famous personages 
..who benefited humbler people that had the luck of being in their ’ 
flavour. Before Mr. Esmond left England in the month of August. 
v^and being then at Portsmouth where lie had joined his regiment, / 
iftnd wa.s busy at drill, learning the practice and mysteries of the ■ 
:musket and pike, he heard that a pension on the Stamp Office had .. 
j/beeu got for his late beloved mistress, and that the young Mistress , 
^Beatrix was also to be taken bito Oourt. So much good, at least, 
Vbad come of the poor widow’s visit to London, not revenge upon, i 
x|)er husband’s euemie.s, hilt reconcilement to old friends, who pitied, 
and seemed inclined to serve her. As for the comrades in prison^ 
'and the late misfortune: (Jolonel Westbury was with the Captain-'^ 
General gone to Holland ; Captain Macartney was now; 

•L 1 ■ 
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,Portsmouth, with his regiment of Fusile.ers and the force under';; 
'.command of his Grace the Duke of Ormond, bound for Spain it,-} 
( was said ; my Lord Warwick was returned home ; and Lord JVlohm),$i 
. so far from being punished for the homicide, which had brought sb/T 
much grief and change into the Esmond family, was gone in.'; 
company of my Lord Macclesfield's splendid embassy to the Elector- 
of Hanover, carrying the Garter to his High nos and a compliment- j) 
,arv letter from the t k )uccn. $ 


OH ALTER IV 

ilKf!A PlTl 1 NATION'S 
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, From such fitful lights as could be cast upon his dark history by \ 
the broken narrative of his poor patron, turn by remorse and “ 

, struggling in the last ]>angs of dissolution, Mr, Esmond had been',, 
made to understand so far, that his mother was long since dead;;’ 
and so there could be no question as regarded her or her honour,/ 
tarnished by her husband’s desertion and in.jmy, to influence her,-/ 
scat in any steps which he might take either for prosecuting or 
relinquishing his own just, claims. It, appeared from my poor lord’s ‘ 
hurried confession, that he had been made acquainted with the, , 
real facts of the en*e only two years ■'Mice, when Mi. Holt visited,, 
him, and would have implicated him in one of those many 1 ’, 
oouspirneies hy which tin* strict leadeis of King Janie./s party in ' 
this country wen* ever endeavouring to destioy the Prince of,'. 
Orange’s life 01 power ; coii'-piracies so like murder, so covuiully in 
the means used, so wicked in the end, that our nation lias sure' 
done, well in tluowmg off all allegiance and fidelity to the unhappy '; 
family that could not vindicate its right except by such treachery,P 1 
; —by such dark intrigue and base agents. There weie designs 
.against King William that weie no more honourable than the,.; 
ambushes of cut-throats and footpads ’Tis humiliating to t-liiuk ■ 
that a great Prince, possessor of a great and saered right, and Vs 
upholder of a great cause, should have stooped to such baseness of i 
assassination and treasons as are proved by the unfortunate King £ 
/James’s own warrant and sign-manual given to his supporters in •' 
f.ihis country. What lie and they ealled levying war was, in truth, 
$;no better than instigating murder. The noble Prince of Orange 4 
'(burst magnanimously through those feeble meshes of conspiracy in ■ ■ 
v'which his enemies tried to envelop him: it seemed as if theiri: 
^'cowardly daggers broke upon the breast of his undaunted resolution//- 

• "' l \ 4, , ‘ 
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4 , After King James’s death, the'Queen and her people at St / 
v'Oermaitis--priests and women, for the most part—continued their g 
^intrigues in bclialf of the young Prince, James the Third, as he ■ 
Vwjik called in France and by his party here (this Prince, or 
fOhevalier de St. (< cargo, was born in the same year with Esmond’s 
;young pupil Frank, my Lord Viscount’s son): ami tin* Prince's.] 
£affairs, being in the hands of priests and women, were conducted 
■' as priests and women will conduct them, artfully, cruelly, feebly, 
■and to a certain had issue. The moral of the Jesuits’ story I think 
as wholesome a one as ever was writ: the artfullest. the wisest, 
the most toilsome, and dexterous plot-builders in the world,—there 

■ always comes a day when the roused publick indignation kicks their ' 
flimsy edifice down, and scuds its cowardly enemies a-tlying. Mr. 
Swift hath finely described that passion for intrigue, that love of 
secrecy, slander and lying, which belongs to weak people, hangers* 
on of weak courts. ’Tis the nature of such to hate and envy the 
strong, and conspire their ruin ; and the conspiracy succeeds very ' 
well, and everything presages the satisfactory overthrow of the 
great victim ; until one, day (lulhver rouses himself, shakes off the 

. little vermin of an enemy, and walks away unmolested. Ah ! the 
*Irish soldiers might well say after the lloyne, ‘Change kings with 
' us, and we will fight it over again.’ Indeed, the fight was not 
fair between the two. Twas a weak priest ridden, woman-ridden 

■ mail, with such puny allies and weapons as Ins own poor nature 
led him to choose, contending against Iho .schemes, the generalship, 
the wisdom, and the heart of a hero. 

On one of tlie.se many coward’s errands, then (for, as J view them 
now, I can call them no less), Mr. Holt hail come to my lord at : 
Castle weed, proposing some infallible plan for the Prince of Orange’s , 
. destruction, in which my Lord Viscount, loyalist as he was, had 
indignantly refused to join. As far as Mr. Esmond could gather 
.from his dying words, Holt came to my lord with a plan of insur- 
recti on, and offer of the renewal, in his person, of that marquis’s 
title, which King .Tames had conferred on the preceding viscount; ; 
and on refusal of this bribe, a threat was made, on Holt’s part, to 
.* upset my Lord Viscount’s claim to his estate and title of dastle- 
• wood altogether. To back this astounding piece of intelligence, of r 
f which Henry Esmond’s patron now had the first light. Holt came 
.. armed with the Lite lord’s dying declaration, after the affair of the >; 
■eBoviie, at Trim, in Ireland, made both to the Irish priest and a / 
\ French ccclesiastick of Holt’s order, that was with King James’s / 
’ army. Holt showed, or pretended to show, the marriage certifi-.L 
/cate of the Lite Viscount Esmond with my mother, in the city/ 
/*pjf Brussels, in the year 1077, when the Viscount, then Thomas / 
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show, he said, that this Gertrude, deserted by her husband long ' 
Since, was alive, and a professed nun in the year 1685, at Brussels, : 
,in which year Thomas Esmond married his uncle’s daughter, Isa-. : 
bella, now called Viscountess Dowager of < 'astlewood : and leaving " 
him, for twelve hours, to consider this astounding news (so the ■" 
‘poor dying lord said), disappeared with his papers in the mysterious 
"way in which he came. Esmond knew how, well enough: by . 
that window' from which he had seen the father issue :—but 
there was no need to explain to poor lord, only to gather /’ 
from his parting lips the words which he would soon be able to , 
Utter no more. 

Ere the twelve hours were over, Molt himself was a prisoner, : 
implicated in Sir John Fenwick’s conspiracy, and locked up at •; 
Hexton first, whence lie was transferred to the Tower : leaving the - 
poor Lord Viscount, who warn not. aware of the other’s being taken, 
in daily apprehension of his return, when fas my Dud Castle wood 
declared, calling Cod to witness, and with tears in his dung eyes) 
it had been his intention at once to give up his estate and his title 
to their proper owner, and to retire to his own house at Walcote 
with his family. ‘Ami would to Cod I had done it,’ the poo* , 
lord said, ‘ 1 would not. be here now, wounded to death, a miser¬ 
able, stricken man 1 ’ 

My lord waited day after day, and, as may be supposed, no 
messenger came ; but. at a month’s end Holt got means to convey 
to him a message our of the Tower, which was to this effect : That 
he should consider all unsaid that, had been said, ami that things. 


were as they were. 


‘1 had a sore temptation,’said my poor lord. ‘ Since I had 
come into this curbed title of Castlewood, which hath never pro¬ 
spered with me, I have spent far more than the income of that s 
estate, and my paternal one, too. I calculated all my means down ‘ 
to the last shilling, ami found ] never could pay yui back, my poor ^ 
.Harry, whose fortune L had had for twelve years. My wife and 1 
, children must have gone out of the house dishonoured, and beggars. / 
"God knows, it hath been a, miserable one for lue and mine. Like a f 
coward, I clung to that respite which Holt gave me I kept the 
truth from .Rachel ami you. I tried to win money of Mnlmn, and v > 
' only plunged deeper into debt: I scarce dared look tliee. in the face '■« 
||wheii I saw thee. This swmrd hath been hanging over my head 
othese two years, 1 swear 1 felt happy, when Molnm's blade entered 
Jxny side.’ 

>; , After lying ten months in the Tow r er, Holt, against whom '■ 
I'lipthing could be found, except that he was a Jesuit priest, known 
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to be lin King James’s interest, was put on shipboard by the in cor-,, 
irigible forgiveness of King William, who promised him, however,/ 
la hanging, if ever he should again set foot on English shore. More 
.than oner, whilst he was in prison himself, Esmond had thought. 
• where those papers could be, which the Jesuit had shown to his/ 
patron, and which had such an interest for himself. They were 1 
not found on Mr. Holt’s person when that Father was apprehended, - 
for inul such been the case my lords of the council had seen them,,- 
and this family history had long since been made publick. IKftink'ni 
Esmond cared not to seek the papers. His resolution loo wisest, 
his poor mother dead ; what matter to him that docuorld,- -there 
proving his right to a title which he was determined kicks their j 
and of which he vowed never to deprive that family wiring. Mr. ' 
best in the world 1 ? Perhaps he took a greater pride t love of 
sacrifice than he would have had in those honoms vvhichugers- 
’ resolved to forgo. Again, as long as these titles were not ttlie ,■ 

■ coming, Esmond's kinsman, dear young Francis, was the honor 
able and undisputed owner of the Castlewood estate and titl& i 
The mere word of a Jesuit could not overset Frank's right, of oecu- ■ 
pancy, and so Esmond’s mind felt actually at case to think the 
■papers were missing, and in their absence bis dear mistress and her 
son the 1 lawful Lady and Em-d of (’astlewood. 

Very soon after his liberation, Mr. Esmond made it his business 
; to ride to that village of Ealing where lie had passed his earliest 
years in this country, and to sec if his old guardians wen* still 
alive and inhabitants of that place, lint the only udujuc which he 
found of old M. Pastoureaii was a stone in the churchyard, which 
told that Athanasius Pastoureaii, a native of Flanders, lay there 
, buried,»• aged 87 years. The old man’s cottage, which Esmond 
’ perfectly recollected, and the garden (where in his 'childhood he 
had passed many hours of play and reverie, and laid many a heat¬ 
ing from his termagant of a fostei-mother), wen* now in the, occu- 
, pation of quite a different family ; and it was with diflieulty that 
lie could learn in the village what had come of Pnstouroau’s widow 
aud children. The clerk of the parish recollected her the old 
man was scarce altered in the fourteen years that had passed since 
last Esmond set eyes on him it appeared she had pretty soon 
consoled herself after the death of her old husband, whom she 
filled over, by taking a new one younger than herself, who spent, 
her money and ill-treated her and her children. The girl died | 
one of the boys ’listed ; the other had gone apprentice. Old Mr.- 
h Rogers, the clerk, said be had heard that Mrs. Ptistoureau was’ 
.dead too. She and her husband had left Ealing this seven year g 
hand so Mr. Esmond’s hopes of gaining any information regarding-, 
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;&is'parentage from "this family, were'brought to an end! He gave 
ft he old clerk a crown-piece for his news, smiling to think of the; 
^irne. when he and his little .playfellows had slunk out of the: 
phurchygird, or hidden behind the gravestones at the approach of 
hthis awful authority. 

iff Who was his mother ? What had her name been ? When did 
Jfche die ? Esmond longed to find some one who could answer these 
^questions to him, and thought even of putting them to his aunt 
£the Viscountess, who had innocently taken the name which be¬ 
longed of right to Henry’s mother. But she knew nothing, or 
l/chose to know nothing, on this subject, nor, indeed, could Mr. 
Esmond press her much to speak on it. Father Holt was the 
g$nly man who could enlighten him, and Esmond felt he must wait 
i&ntil some fresh chance or new intrigue might put him face to face! 
flrith his old liiend, or bring that restless indefatigable spirit back- 
C$o England again, 

l<\ The appointment to his ensigney, and the preparations necessary' 
i-lfor the campaign, presently gave the young gentleman other matters 
.'to think of. His new patroness treated him very kindly and 
“liberally ; she promised to make interest and pay money, too, to 
get him a company speedily; she hade him procure a handsome 
outfit, both of clothes and of arms, and was pleased to admire 
•him when In' made his first appearance in his laced scarlet coat, 
;.&nd to permit him to salute her on the occasion of this interesting 
•investiture. ‘ lied,’ says she, tossing up her old head, ‘ hath always 
been the colour worn by the Esmonds.’ .And so her ladyship wore 
it on her own cheeks very faithfully to the last. She would have 
"him be dressed, she said, as became his father’s son, and paid 
'-cheerfully for his five-pound beaver, his black buckled pesriwig, 
■and his tine hoi land shirts, and his swords, and his pistols, mounted 
with silver. Since the day he was born, poor llarry had never’ 
looked such a. fine gentleman : his liberal stepmother filled his 
purse with guineas, too, some of which Captain Steele and a few 
Choice spirits helped Harry to spend in an entertainment which 
jDick ordered (and, indeed, would have paid for, but that he had 
?#io money when the reckoning was called for; nor would the land¬ 
lord give him any more credit) at the Garter, over against the 
|gate of the Palace, in Pall Mall. 

The old Viscountess, indeed, if she had done Esmond any wrong 
jormcrly, seemed inclined to repair it by the present kindness of 
r behaviour: she embraced him copiously at parting, w T ept 
plentifully, bade him write by every packet, and gave him an 
inestimable relick, which she besought him to wear round his neck 
“4a medal, blessed by I know not what Pope, and worn by his 
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late sacred Majesty King James. So Esmond arrived at his;., 
regiment with a better equipage than most young officers could fj 
afford. He was older than most of his seniors, and had a further^ 
advantage which belonged but to very few of the army gentlemen^ 
iu his day -many of whom could do little more than write their! 
names —that, lie had read much, both at homo and at the Univer-4,| 
sity, was master of two or three languages, and had that further^ 
education which neither books nor years will give, lmt which some *! 
men get from the silent teaching of adversity. She is a greats! 
schoolmistress, as many a poor fellow knows, that hath lu*]<l Ids'! 
hand out to her ferule, and whimpered over his lesson before her > 
awful chair. j 


CHAPTER V 


I OO ON THE VICO BAY EXPEDITION, TASTE KAT.T-WATEU 

ANJ) SMKJ.L POWDER 


The first expedition in which Mr. Esmond had the honour to be 
engaged, rather resembled one of the invasions projeeted by the , 
redoubted Captain A very, or Captain Kid, than a war between 
crowned heads, carried on by generals of rank and honour. On 
the first day of July, 1702, a great fleet, of a hundred and fifty 
6 tiil, set sail from Spilhead, under the command of Admiral S ho veil, 
having ori board 12,000 troops, with his Grace the Duke, of 
Ormond as the Oapl.-General of the expedition. One of these 
12,000 heroes having never been to sea before, oi, at least, only 
.once in his infancy, when he made the voyage to England from 
that unknown country where he was born,—one of those 12,000 — 
the junior ensign iff Col. Quin’s regiment of Fusi leers—was in , 
a quite unheroic state of corporal prostration a few hours after: 
sailing; and an enemy, had lie boarded the ship, would have hadr 
easy work of him. From Portsmouth we put into Plymouth, and 
took iu fresh reinforcements. We were off Finisterre on the .'list \ 
of July, so Esmond's table-book informs him; and on the 8tli of- 
; August made the rock of Lisbon. By this time the ensign wasy, 
grown bold as an admiral, and a week afterwards had the*! 
fortune to be under fire for the first time,—and under water, too, ^ 
—Mr boat being swamped in the surf in Toros bay, where th$| 
■ troops lauded. The ducking of his new coat was all the harm the v .j 
'young soldier got in this expedition, for, indeed, the Spaniard#! 
' made no stand before our troops, and were not in strength to da|$g 
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-g ’ But the campaign, if not very glorious, was Very pleasant •' 
$New sights of nature, by sea and land,—a life of action, beginning, 
|uow, for the first time,—occupied and excited the young man. :1 
|;The many accidents, and the routine of shipboard,—the military 
/duty,—the new acquaintances, botli of his comrades in arms, and ' 
/of the ofiiccrs of the iloct, served to cheer and oecupy his mind, ; 
!<and waken it out of that selfish depression into which his late 
‘/unhappy fortunes had plunged him. He felt as if the ocean 
Lseparated him from bis past care, and-welcomed the new’ era of 
■ life which was dawning for him. Wounds heal rapidly in a heart \ 
-of two-and-tweuly ; hopes revive daily ■ and eourage rallies, in \ 
/spite of a man. Perhaps, as Esmond thought of Ins late despond-^' 
;; eney and melancholy, and how irremediable it laid seemed to 1 
, him, as he lay in his prison a few months back, he was almost 1 
mortified in his secret mind at finding himself so cheerful. ( 

To see with one’s own eyes men and countries, is better than ' 
"reading all the bucks of travel in the world ; and it was w 7 ith 
extreme delight and exultation that the voung man found himself ' 
■actually on his grand tour, and in the view of people and cities 
which he hud read about as a boy. He beheld w r ar, for the first 
.time -the pride, pomp, and circumstance of it, at least, if not 
much ot the danger, lie saw actually, and with his own eyes, 
those Spanish cavaliers and ladies whom he had beheld in imagina¬ 
tion in that, immortal story of Cervantes, which had been the 
delight of his youthful leisure. Tis ibrt> years since Mr. Esmond 
witnessed those scenes, In. I they remain as fresh in his memory as . 
" on the day when first he saw them as a young man. A cloud, as 
of grid, that had hovered over him, and had wrapped the last 
years <>!' his lid in gloom, seemed to clear away from Esmond 
"during this fortunate voyage and campaign. 11 is energies seemed 
' to awaken and to expand, under a cheerful sense of freedom. Was 
shis heart secreth glad to hate escaped from that fond but ignoble ‘ 
bondage at borne 'l Was it that the inferiority to which the idea 
* of his base birth had compelled him, vanished with the knowledge , 
/ of that secret, which though, perforce, kept to himself, was yet - 
/enough to cheer and console him? At any rate, young Esmond 
l, of the army was quite a different being to the sad little dependent 
f/of the kind Uastlewood household, and the melancholy student of 
lv3Mnity Walks ; discontented witli his fate, and w’ith the vocation 
into which that drove him, and thinking, with a secret indignation, 
that the cassock and bands, and the very sacred office with which 4 
he had once proposed to invest himself, were, in fact, but marks 
of. a servitude which was to continue all his life long. For, dis- 
ajhiise it as he might to himself, he had all along felt that to be 
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Oastlcwood’s chaplain was to be Castle wood’s inferior still, aid 
that his life was but to be a long, hopeless servitude. So, indeed^ 
he was far from grudging his old friend Tom Tusher’s good fortune 
(as Tom, no doubt, thought it). Hud it been a mitre and Lambeth 
which his friends offered him, and not a small living and a country 
parsonage, he would have felt as much a slave in one ease as inj 
the other, and was quite happy and thankful to be free. 

The bravest man I ever knew in the army, and who had been 
present in most of King William’s actions, as well sis in the cam¬ 
paigns of the great Luke, of Marlborough, could never be got to 
tell us of any achievement of his, except that once Thiuec Eugene 
ordered him up a tree to reconnoitre the enemy, winch feat he 
could not achieve on account of the horseman’s boots lie wore; 
and oil another day that he was very nearly taken prisoner because 
of these jack-boots, which prevented him from running away. T^e 
present narrator shall imitate this laudable reserve, and doth not 
intend to dwell upon his military exploits, which were, in truth,, 
riot very different from those of a thousand other gentlemen. This 
first campaign of Mr Esmond’s lasted but a few da\ s; and as it 
score of books have been wiitten concerning it, it may be dismissed, 
very briefly here. 

When our fleet came within view of Cadiz, our commander sent 
a boat with a white flag and a couple of officers to the Governor 
of Cadiz, Don Seipio de Jlraneaeeio, with a letter from his Grace, 
in which he hoped that as Don Seipio laid lbiuierly served with the 
Austrians against the, French in England, ’lavas to he hoped that 
his Excellency would now declare himself against the French king 
and for the Austrian in tin* war between King Fhilip and King 
Churls*. But his Excellency, Don Seipio, prepared a reply, in 
which lie announced that, having served his former king with 
honour and fidelity, lie hoped to exhibit the same loyalty and 
devotion towards his present sovereign, King Philip Y. ; and by 
the time this letter was ready, the officers, who had been taken to 
see the town, and the alamcda, and the theatre, where bull-fights 
are fought, and the convents, where the admirable works of Don 
Bartholomew Murillo inspired one of them with a great wonder 
and delight -such as he had never felt before - concerning this 
divine art of painting ; and these sights over, and a. handsome 
refection and chocolate being served to the English gentlemen, 
they were accompanied hack to their shallop with every courtesy^ 
and were the only two officers of the English army that saw af 
that time that famous city. 

The General tried the power of another proclamation on fbti 
Spaniards, in which he announced that we only came in the mteiml 
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of Spain and King Charles, and for ourselves wanted to make noil 
^conquest or settlement in Spain at all. But all this eloquence > 
! Jwas lost upon the Spaniards, it would seem : the Oaptain-G on oral ■ 
jjfof Andalusia would no more listen to us than the Governor of'; 
^Cadiz; and in reply to his Grace’s proelamal ion, the Marquis of $ 
pVilladanas fire<l off another, which those who knew the Spanish * 
tihought rather the best of the two ; and of this number was Harry y 
.'.Esmond, whose ldml Jesuit in old days had instructed him, and',; 
fftow had the honour of translating for his Grace these harmless^ 
documents of war. There was a hard touch for his Grace, and, | 
indeed, for other generals in her Majesty's service, in the concluding^; 
'sentence of the. ]>on. ‘ That lie and his council had the generous , 

’example of their ancestors to follow, who had never yet sought, < 
their elevation in the blood or in the flight of their kings. lt Mori / 
pro jMffriit ’’ was his device, which the Duke might communicate to ^ 
✓the Princess who governed England.’ ’ * 

, Whether the troops were angry at this repartee or no, ’tis I 
certain something put them in a fury, for not being able to get 
possession of O.idiz, our people seized upon Port Saint Mary's and . 
sacked it, burning down the merchants’ storehouses, getting drunk 
with the famous wines there; pillaging and robbing quiet, houses 1 
and convents, murdering and doing worse. And the only blood 
which Air. Esmond drew in this shameful campaign, was the 
knocking down an English mmtinel with a half-pike, who was 
offering insult to a poor trembling nun. Ts she going to turn out * 
a bounty?—-or a princess? - or perhaps Esmond’s mother that lie had ! 
-lost, and never seen? Alas no, ir, was hut a poor wheezy old • 
dropsical woman, with a wart upon her nose. Hut having been 
early taught, a part of the linnum icligion, he never had the*horror ■ 
of it that some Protestants have shown and seem to think to be . 
a part of oms. 

After the pillage and plunder of St. Mary’s, and an assault upon ; 
a fort 01 two, the troops all took shipping ami finished their ■■ 
expedition, at any rate more brilliantly than it had begun. Hear-, 
ling that the French fleet with a great treasure was in Vigo ]>a,y, "/ 
four Admirals, Rouke and Hopson, pursued the enemy thither ; the 
' troops landed and carried the forts that protected the hay, Hopson I 
passing the. boom first on board his ship the Torbay , and the rest , 
fof the ships, English and Dutch, following him. Twenty ships 
|Wcre burned or taken in the Port of Redondilla. and a vast deal 
► more plunder than was ever accounted for; but poor men before ,• 
jjthat expedition were lich afterwards, and so often was it found 
remarked that the Vigo officers came home with pockets full y 
f looney, that the notorious Jack Shaft© who made such a figure j 
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ait the coffee-houses and ghluiiig-tables in London, and gave oU&£ 
that he had been a soldier at Vigo ; owned when he was about 
be hanged, that Bagshot Heath had been his Vigo, and that hq.;| 
only spoke of La Kedondilla to turn away people’s eyes from thef 
.real place where the booty lay. Indeed, Hounslow or Vigo—•*$ 
which matters much '! The latter was a bad business, though Mr. 
Addison did sing its praises in Latin. That honest gentleman’s^ 
muse had an eye to the main chance ; and 1 doubt whether sliei 
saw much inspiration in the losing side. v j 

But though Esmond, for In's part, got no share of this fabulous^ 
booty, one great prize which he liad out of the campaign was, that', 
excitement of aelion and change of scene, whieh shook off a great' 
deal of his previous melancholy* lie learnt at any rate to hear: 
his fate cheerfully. lie brought back a browned face, a heart;, 
resolute enough, and a little pleasant store of knowledge and 
observation, from that expedition, whieh was over with the autumn, 
when the troops were back in England again , and Esmond giving; 
up his post of secretary to (iVneral Lumley, whose command was' 
over, and parting with that oilierr with many kind expressions of 
good w r ill on the (leiienil’s ,-ide, had leave to go to London to see- 
if he could push his fortunes any way fiutlirr, and found himself ; 
once more in hi* downier aunt's comfortable i {nailers at (Jhelsca, , 
and in greater favour than ever with the old lady. He propitiated 
l\er with a present of a comb, a fan, and a black mantle, such as 
the ladies of Cadi/, wear, and which my Lady Vwuuntess pro¬ 
nounced became her style of beauty mightily. And she was greatly' 
edified at hearing of that storv of his rescue of the mm, and felt 
very little doubt but that her King James’s reliek, which he had 
always? dutifully worn in his desk, had kept him out of danger, 
and averted the shot of the. enemy. My lady made feasts for 

him, introduced hun to nio’c company, and pushed his fortunes 
with such enthusiasm and success that she got a promise of a 
company for him through the Lady Marlborough’s interest, who 
was graciously pleased to accept of a diamond worth a couple of 
hundred guineas, which Air. Esmond was enabled to present to.. 
' her ladyship through his a,unt’s bounty, and who promised thatj< 
, she would take charge of Esmond’s fortune. He had the honoi^ 
vto make his appearance at the Queen’s drawing-room occasional^ 
Land to frequent my Lord Marlborough’s levees. That great matvr| 
goeived the young one with very especial favour, so Esmond’s comrade 
psaid, and deigned to say that he had received the best reports of Atk 
IjEsmond, both for courage and ability, whereon you may be sui*$| 
^o^onng gentleman made a profound bow, and expressed himself 
rye, under the most distinguished captain in the world. f 
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; Whilst’ his business was going oh thus prosperously, Esmond 
fiad his share of pleasure, too, and made his appearance along with 
Mother young gentlemen at the coifcc-housqp, the theatres, and the p 
Mall He longed to hear of his dear mistress and her family: » 
ppiany a time, in the midst of the gaieties and pleasures of the 1 
$town, his heart fondly reverted to them ; and often as the young £ 
^fellows of his society were making merry at the tavern, and calling " 
* toasts (as the fashion of that day was) over their wine, Esmond • 

' thought of persons—of tw r o fair women, whom he had been used L 
pto adore almost, and emptied liis glass With a sigh. 
t By this time the elder Viscountess lmd grown tired again of 
the younger, and whenever she, spoke of my lord’s widow, ’tv us in ' 
' terms by no means complimentary towards that poor lady : the ' 
, younger woman not needing her protection any longer, the elder 
‘ abused her. Most of the family qnarrels that I have seen in life , 
(saving always those arising from money-disputes, when a division 
1 of twopenee-halfpenny will often drive the dearot relatives into 
;war and estrangement,) spring out, of jealousy and envy. Jack 
and Torn, born of the same family and to the same fortune, live 
very cordially together, not until .Tack is ruined when Tom deserts 
him, but until Tom makes a sudden rbe in prosperity, which .Jack 
can’t forgive. Ton times to one ’t/s the nnprosperous man that /s' 
angry , not the other who is in fault. 'Tin Mrs. Jack, who can " 
only affoul a chair, that sickens at Mrs. Tom’s new coach-und-six, 
cries out against her sisters airs, and sets her husband against his 
brother, Tis .lack who sees his brother shaking hands with a 
lord (with whom .Tack would like to exchange snuff-boxes himself); / 
that goes home and tells his wife how poor Toni is spoiled, ho 
fears, and no better than a sneak, parasite, and beggar on*horse- 
bark. I remember how furious the coffee-house wits were with X 
I)ick Steele when he set up his coach, and tine house in Blooms-, t\ 
bury : they began to forgive him when the bailiff's were after him, ;4 
and abused Mr. Adnison for selling Dick’s country-house. And $ 
yet Dick in the spunging-liouse, or Dick in the Park, with his four 
knarcs and jdated harness, was exactly the same gentle, kindly, Jt 
^improvident, jovial Dick Steele; and yet Mr. Addison was per-'I 
pfectly right in getting the money which was his, and not giving up, 'fj 
■jfche amount of his just claim, to be spent by Dick upon champagne # 
|ttul fiddlers, laced clothes, fine furniture, and parasites, Jew and-4 
Jmstiaii, male and female, who clung to him. As, according to>| 
lap famous maxim of Monsieur de Rochefoucault, “ in our friends^ 
Misfortunes there’s Something secretly pleasant to us ; ’ so, on the; 

ther hand, their good fortune is disagreeable. If ’tis hard for aT 
;iaan to bear his own good luck, ’tis harder still for his friends to 
S&V'A.f. . - , 
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.bear it fur him ; and but few of them ordinarily can stand that 
atrial: whereas one of the ‘ precious uses ’ of adversity is, that it! 
Jta a great reconciler; thftt it brings buck averted kindness, disarms! 
hftnimosity, and causes yesterday’s enemy to fling his hatred aside,,? 
/and hold out a hand to the fallen friend of old days. There’s pityi; 
and love, as well as envy, in the same heart and towards the same: 
.'person. The rivalry stops when the competitor tumbles; and, as 
I view it, we should look at these agreeable and disagreeable 
qualities of our Immunity humbly alike. They are consequent 
and natural, and our kindness ami meanness both manly. < , k 

So you may either read the sentence, that the elder of Esmond’s' 
two kinswomen pardoned the younger her beauty, when that had 
■lost somewhat of its freshness, perhaps; and forgot most her 
griovanr.es against the other, when the subject of them was no 
longer prosperous and enviable ; or we may say more benevoleir.ty 
•■(but the sum conies to the same iiguies, woiked either way), that. 
Isabella repented of her unkindness towards Ituchel, when linehcl’ 
was unhappy ; and bestirring herself in behalf of the poor widow, 
and her children, gave them shelter and friendship. The ladies 
were quite good friends as long as the weaker one needed a pro¬ 
tector. llofore Esmond went away on his first campaign, his 
.mistress was still on terms of friendship (though a poor little chit, 
.a woman that had evidently no spirit in her, etc.) with the eldef 
Lady Oastlewood ; and Mistress Beatrix was allowed to be a 
beauty. 

But between the first year of Queen Anne’s reign, and the 
second, sad changes for the worse had taken place in the two, 
younger ladies, at least in the elder’s description of them. Kachel, 
Yiscoifiitess Castle worn l, had no more face than a dumpling, and 


Mistress Beatrix was grown quite, coarse, and was losing all her 
. beauty. Little Lord 111amIford--(she never would call him Lord 
Blandford ; his father was Lord Churchill- the King, whom he 
betrayed, had made him Lord Churchill, and ho was. Lord 
Churchill still)--might be making eyes at her; but his mother, 
.that vixen of a Sarah Jennings, would never hear of such a folly. 
Lady Marlborough had got her to be a maid-of-honour at Court 
to the Princess, but she would repent of it. The w'idow Francis 
; ; (she*was but Mrs. Francis Esmond) was a scheming, artful, heart¬ 
less huBsy. She was spoiling her brat of a boy, and she would 
' end by marrying her chaplain. § 

■; ‘What, T usher 1’ cried Mr. Esmond, feeling a strange pang of 
i, rage aud astonishpmnt. * j 

‘ Yes — Tusher, my maid 's son ; and who has got all the qualities 
of his father, the lacquey in black, and his accomplished mamma^ 
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"the waiting woman,' cries my latly. ‘ What, do you suppose tliat'^ 
® sentimental widow, who will live down in that dingy dungeon l 
> ; of a Cur tie wood, where she spoils her hoy, kills the poor with her} 
jllrugs, has prayers twice a day, and sees nobody blit the chaplain t 
;>—what do you .suppose. she can do, imm Cousin, but let thtj^ 
horrid parson, with his great square toes, and’hideous little grech^ 
,seyes, make love to her? Cel a e’est. vu, mon Cousin. When 1 wasy 
’a girl at Castlewood, all the chaplains fell in love with 
'they've nothing else to do.' ,yj 

; My lady went on with more talk of this kind, though, in truth/} 
Esmond had no idea of what she said further, so entirely did her | 
,Jitst wolds occupy his thought. Were they true? Not all, nor % 
^talf, nor a tenth part of what the garrulous old woman said, was ? 
■'true. Could this he so? No ear had Esmond for anything else,f 
though his patroness chattered on for an hour. } 

Some young gentlemen of the town with whom Esmond hatCf 
made acquaintance had promised to present him to that most' 
charming of accesses, and lively and agreeable of women, Mrs.;; 
Evacegirdle, about whom Harry’s old adversary Moh 1111 had drawn 1 
swords, a few yeais before my pool lord and he fell out. The 
famous Mi. Congieve had stamped with his high approval, to the., 
which tlwre was no gainsaying, this delightful person; and she’ 
was acting in Dick Steele’s comedies, and linally, and for twenty- 
four hours after beholding her, Mr. Esmond felt himself, 01 thought.* 
himself, to D* as violently enamoured of this lovely bnmette, as* 

' were a thousand other young fellow,-, about the city. To have; 1 
.once seen her was to long to behold her again : and to he offered, 
the dclighffid privilege of her acquaintance was a pleasure the, 
very idea of wlimh set the young lieutenants limit on lire. A; 
man cannot live with comrades under the tents without finding', 
out that he too is 1 l\ e-aml-t we.nty A young fellow cannot be cast-' 

down by grief and misfortune ever so severe but some night he^ 
begins to sleep sound, and some day vlien dinm r-time conies to;; 
feel hungry for a, beefsteak. Time, youth, and good health, newj 
; scenes and the excitement of action and a campaign had pretty.' 

; well brought Esmond’s mourning to an end ; and his comrades said" 
-that Don Dismal, as they called him, was Don Dismal no more, ’ 
t3o when a party was made to dine at the Uose and go to the . 
.playhouse afterward. Esmond was as pleased as another to take./ 
; his share of the bottle and the play. •> 

Jy How was it that the old aunL’s news, or it might lie scandal 
|about Tom Tusher, caused such a strange and sudden excitement ? 
0 1 Tom's old playfellow ? Hadn't he sworn a thousand times ih.%; 

niiud, - that the Lady of Castlewood, who had treated him i| 
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.^with such kindness once, and then had left him so cruelly, 1 *was," 
|fancl was to remain henceforth, indifferent to him for ever ? Had; 
I’his critic, and his sense of justice not long since helped him to cure 
</the pain of that desertion —was it even a pain to him now 1 Why, 
pmt last night as he walked across the fields and meadows to 
^'Chelsea from Ball Mall, had he not composed two or three stanzas 
$pf a song, celebrating Bracegirdle’s brown eyes, and declaring them 
:;a thousand times more beautiful than the brightest blue ones that 
A ever languished under the lashes of an insipid fair beauty. But 
v, Tom Tusher ! Tom Tusher, the waiting woman’s son, raising up 
‘ his little eyes to his mistress ! Tom Tusher presuming to think of 
‘ Oastlewood’s widow 1 Huge and contempt filled Mr. Harry’s heart 
at the very notion ; the houour of the family, of which he was the' 
* chief, made it his duty to prevent so monstrous an alliance, and to 
. chastise the upstart who could dare, to think of such an insult 
their house. ’Tis true Mr. Esmond often boasted of republican 

■ principles, and could remember many fine speeches he had made at 
college and elsewhere, with worth and not hirth for a text: out 
Tom Tusher, to take the place of the noble, Castlewood— faugh ! 

' ’twas as monstrous as King Hamlet’s widow taking olf her weeds 
for Claudius. Esmond laughed at all widows, all wives, all 
women ; and were the banns about to be published, as no doubt 
\ they were, that very next Sunday at Waleote ('Lurch; Esmond 

■ ,swore that he would he. present to shout No ! in the. face, of the 
a\ : congregation, and to take a private revenge upon the ears of the 

bridegroom. 

Instead of going to dinner then at the Bose that night, Mr. 
Esmond bade his servant pack a portmanteau and get horses, and 
i was utVFurnham, half way on the road to Waleote, thirty miles off, 
t before his comrades had got to their supper after the play. He 
[ bade his man give no hint to my Lady Downgci’s household of the 
i expedition on which he was going: and as Chelsea was distant 
from London, the roads bad, and infested by foot-pads; audEsmond, 
\ often in the habit, when engaged in a party of pleasure, of lying at 
C a friends lodging in town, there was no need that his old aunt 
r- should be disturbed at his absence—indeed nothing more delighted 
the old lady than to fancy that in on Cousin, the incorrigible young 
/"sinner, was abroad boxing the watch, or scouting St. Giles’s, 
t When she was not at her books of devotion, she. thought Etheridge 
?and Sedley very good reading. She laid a hundred pretty stories 
^ about Rochester, Harry Jermyn, and Hamilton ; and if Esmond 
/.would but have run away with the wife even of a citizen, ’tis my 
C belief she would have pawned her diamonds (the best of them went 

to our Lady of Ohaillot) to pay his damages. ■' J 

’> /‘a 
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[I; My lord’s little house of Waleote, which he inhabited before he .-, 
-'■.took his title and occupied the house of Castlewood—lies about .»;> 
'-mile from Winchester, aud his widow had returned to Waleote?^ 
yafter my lord’s death as a place always dour to her, and where hetyf 
{-earliest and hapj)iest days had been spent, chcerfuller than Castle^ 
"wood, which was too large for her straitened means, and giving 1 '^ 
her, too, the protection of the ex-J)eun, her lather. The youngs'; 


' Viscount had 
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a year's .schooling at the famous college there witfryl 
Mr. Tusher as Ids governor. So much news of them Mr. Esmond'!} 
, had had during the past year from the old Viscountess, his own^ 
- father’s widow ; from the young one there had never been a word. ^ 
%'* Twice or thrice in his benefactor’s lifetime, Esmond had been to, ; | 
"'Walcoto ; and, m»w, taking blit a couple of hours’ rest only at the , 1 ; 
■inn on the nud, lie was up again long before daybreak, and made'\ 
: sueli good speed, that he was at Walcoto by two o’clock of the day. 
He rid to the inn of the village, where lie alighted and sent a 
man thence to Mr, Tusher with a message that a gentleman from-,; 
London would speak with him on urgent business. The mes-,‘N 
senger came b.uk to say tin 1 Doctor was in town, most likely at 
prayeis in the Cathedral. My I.adv Viscountess was there too ;’ 
she always went lo C.itludral piuyeis every day. 

The horses belonged to the post-house at Winchester. Esmond ’* 
mounted again, and rode on to the (leorge ; whence he walked, 
leaving lus grumbling domesti"k at last happy with a dinner, straight, - 
to the Dathcdral. The organ was playing: the winter's day wag 
already growing giey ■ as lie passed undt i the street-arch into the. 
cathedral yaid, and maile his way into the ancient solemn edifice. 


OHALTEE VJ 


Till-: 211TH DKCKMUKU ; 

?' Tfjf.ee was scarce a score of persons in the Cathedral besides the 
\Doan and some of his clergy 7 , and tin 1 choiisteis, young and old,,.' 
, that performed the beautiful evening prayer. Hut Dr. Tusher was 
'.one of the. officiants, and read from the eagle, in an authoritative, 
F voice, and a great black perriwig ; and in the stalls, still in her 
; black widow’s hood, sat Esmond’s dear mistress, her son by her 
y'side, very much grown, and indeed a noble-looking youth, with hie 
j&nother’s eyes, and his father’s curling brown hair, that fell over 
lips point de Venue - -a pretty picture such as Vandyke might havo ; 

- Mons. Rigaud’s portrait of my Lord Viscount, done at 
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„ f alter wards, gives but a French version of his manly, 

^English face. When he looked up there were two sapphire beams 1 ' 
tfbut of his eyes, such as no painter's palette has the colour to match,-; 
£i think. Oil this day there was not nmrli chance of seeing that, 
tjpiarticular bounty of my young lord’s countenance ; for the truth is,| 
file kept his eyes shut for the most part, and, the. anthem being!; 
^father long, was asleep. ' J 

But tlic musick ceasing, my lord woke, up, looking about him,,/ 
JJand his eyes lighting on Mr. Esmond, who was sitting opposite 1 
\lnm, gazing with no small tenderness and mehuicholy upon two, 
^persons who had had so much of his heart for so many years ; Lord-.; 
Castle wood, will] a start, pulled at Ins mofher’s sleeve (her ftwfej 
t'had scarce bum lif ted from her book), and said, ‘ Look, mother ! 

loud, Mint Esmond could hear on the other side of tire church,, 
''and the old Dean on his 11 ironed stall, lardy (’astlewond looked 
£for an instant as her son bade lier, and hehl up a warning finger to 
aFrank ; Esmond felt his whole face flush, and his heart throbbing,. 

that dear lad) beheld him once more The rest of the prayers 
rwero. speedily over: Mr. Esmond did not hear them ; nor did liis 
'/mistress, very likely, whose hood went more closely over her face, 
-;?aud who never lifted her head again until the service was over, the 
blessing given, ami Mr. Dean, and his procession of ecelesiasticks, 
out of the inner chapel. 


v„, Young (la.stlewooi’l earnc clambering over the stalls before the 


orgy were fairly gone, and running up to Esmond, eagerly 
/embraced him, 4 My dear, dearest old Ilarrv,’ he said, ‘are you 
//come back > Have you been to the wars? Voil’ll take me with 
f you when you go again '! Why didn’t you write to us ? Come to 
^mother.* 

Mr. Esmond could hardly say more than a Cod bless you, my’ 
/boy, for his heart was very full and grateful at all this tenderness. 
£on the lad’s part; and he was as much moved at seeing Frank, as. 
,/bc was fearful about that other interview which was now to take 
llplace ; for he knew not if the widow would reject him as she had. 
j^done so cruelly a year ago. 

‘It. was kind of you to come back to in-, llenry,’ Lady Esmond 
‘ I thought you nrght come.’ s 

* We read of the tlect coming to 1’ortsmooth. Why did you not/ 

phonic from Portsmouth f’ Flunk asked, or my Lord Viscount as he-’ 
must be called. ; 

Esmond hud thought of that too. He would have given one of; 
/his eyes so that he might see his dear friends again once more ; but' 
/believing that his mistress had forbidden him her house, he haijb 
£.obeyed her, and remained at a distance. - - ' 

Wj\' 
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,v lf 4 Yon had but to ask, and you knew I would be bore, he said, 
$, : ’-' : She gave him hex hand, her little fair hand: there was only ? 
'her marriage ring on it. The quarrel was all over. The year * 
‘pf grief and estrangement was past. They never had been: 
^separated. ITis mistress had never been out of his mind all that' 
(time. No, not once. No, not in the prison ; nor in the camp j; 
; nor on shore before the enemy ; nor at sea under the stars of 
solemn midnight, nor us lie watched the glorious rising of the; 
dawn : not even at the table where lie sate carousing with friends, 
;or at the theatre yonder where he tried to fancy that other eyes, 
were brighter than hers. Brighter eyes there might be, and; 
faces more beautiful, but none so dear—no voice so sweet as that: 
of his beloved mistress, who had been sister, mother, goddess to 
him during his youth—goddess now T no more, for he knew' of her, 
weaknesses ; and by thought, by suffering, and that experience it' 
brings, was older now than she; but more loudly cherished as 
woman perhaps than ever she had been adored as divinity. What 
is it ? Where lies it. ? the secret which makes one little hand the 
dearest of all 7 Whoever can unriddle that mystery? Here she 
was, her son by his side, his dear boy. Here she was, weeping 
and happy. She took his hand in both hers ; he felt her tears. 
It was a rapture of reconciliation. 

‘ Here comes Sijuaretoes,’ says Frank. ‘ Here’s Tusher.’ 

Tuslier, indeed, now appeared, creaking on his great Heels. 
Mr. Tom had divested himself of his alb or surplice, and came 
forward habited in his cassock and great black porriwig. How had 
Harry Esmond ever been for a,moment jealous of this fellow? 

‘Hive us thy hand, Tom Tusher,’ he said. The chaplain made 
him a very low and stately bow. ‘I am charmed to see Captain 
: Esmond,’ says he. ‘My lord and I have read llie lteddax in- 
coh/hfnn />rtrnj\ and applied it, 1 am sure, to you. You come 
back with (Jadit.mian laurels: when 1 heard vou were bound 


thither, J wished. 1 am sure. I was another Septnnins. My Lord 
'Viscount, your loidship remembers Seplimi , (Jndis itdihuv mecumV 
J. ‘There’s an angle of earth that I love better than Cades, 

;Tusher,’ says Mr. Esmond. ‘’Tis that one where your Keverence 
'hath a parsonage, and where our youth was brought up.’ 

‘A house that has so many sacred recollections to me,’ says 
j;Mr. Tusher (and Harry remembered how Tom s father used to flog, 
(him there)—‘a house near to that of my respected patron, my 
(most honoured patroness, must ever be a dear abode to ine. But K 
(madam, the verger waits to close the gates on your ladyship/ 

!>. ‘And Harry’s coming home to supper, Huzzay! huzzayl’: 
y&ies my lord. ‘Mother, shall I run home and bid Beatrix put 

feav' ' 
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per ribbons on ? Beatrix is a maid of honour, Harry. Sucli a fine ' 

let-up Jhin x ! 5 j 

*S"' ‘Your heart was never in the Church, Harry, 1 the widow eaid/r 
4h her sweet low tone, as they walked away together. (Now, jtt£! 


-seemed they had never been parted, and again, as if they had beeny! 
i&ges asunder.) * f always thought you had no vocation that way £<j 
and that ’twas a pity to shut yon out from the world. You would? 
’’but have pined and chafed at Castle wood : and ’tis better you® 
■should make a name for yourself. 1 often said so to niv dear lord.| 
How he loved you ! 'Twas my lord that made von stay with os.’ | 
' ‘I asked no better Hum to stay near you alwnyV said Mr,?' 
Esmond. b 

‘But to go was best, Ilavry. When the world cannot give; 
peace, you will kuow where to find it, but one of your strong , 
imagination and eager desires must try the, world first before 
tires of it. ’Twas not to be thought of, or if it once was, it was"; 
only by my selfishness, that you should remain as chaplain to a£ 
'-country gentleman and tutor to a little boy. You are of the blood* 
of the Esmonds, kinsman ; and that was always wild in youth.; 
Look at Francis. He is but fifteen, and I seaiee can keep him in 
;my nest. His talk is all of waif and pleasure, and he longs to 
serve in the next campaign. Perhaps he and the young Lord 
.Churchill shall go the next. Lord Marlborough has been good to ' 
.us. You know bow kind they were in my misfortune. And so' 
was your —your father’s widow. No one knows how good the’ 
^world is, till grief comes to try us. ’Tis through my Lady Marl- ' 
^borough's goodness that Beatrix hath her plaee at Court; and, 

' Frank is under my Lord Chamberlain. And the dowager lady, your-. 


'/.father’s,widow, has promised to provide for you—ha< she not IP 
f 1 Esmond said ‘ Yes. As far as present favour went, Lady; 
Castle wood was very good to him. And should her mind eliango/; 
the added gaily, ‘as ladies' minds will, 1 am strong enough to bear 
\ my own burthen, and make mv way somehow. Not by the sword 
; very likely. Thousands have a better genius for that than I, but:; 
there are many ways in which a young man of good parts and* 
Education can get on in the world ; and T am pretty sure, one way. 1 
\$br other, of promotion ! ’ Indeed, he had found patrons already in.! 
; Vthe army, and amongst persons very able to serve him, too; and' 1 ' 
'told his mistress of the flattering aspect of fortune. They walked^ 
^afi- though they had never been parted, slowly, with the grey/? 
>twiliglit closing round them. '% 

j|;, ‘And now we are drawing near to home,’ she continued. ‘I* 
ggoi gw you would come, Harry, if- - if it was but to forgive me fop* 
shaving spoken unjustly to you after that horrid—horrid misfortune:! 

1 i ... s .. ..'.'eiSj 
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i I was half frantiek with grief then, when 1 saw you. And I know 
‘..now—they have told me. That wretch, whose name I can never 
^mention, even has said it: how you tried to avert the quarrel, 
'and would have taken it on yourself, my poor child: but it was 
G-od’s will that I should be punished, and that my dear lord 
;should fall.’ 

$ 

* ‘ He gave me his blessing on his death-bed,’ Esmond said. 

‘Thank God for that legacy 1 ’ 

] ‘Amen, amen! dear Henry,’ says the lady, pressing his arm. 
■‘I knew it. Mr. Attcrbury, of St. Bride’s, who vs as called to him, 
told me so. And I thanked God, too, and in my prayers ever 
since, remembered it.’ 

‘You had spaaed me many a bitter night, had you told me 
, sooner,’ Mr. Esmond said. 

‘ I know it, 1 know it,’ she answered, in a tone of such sweet 
■'humility, as made Esmond repent, that he should ever have dared 
to reproach her. ‘ T know how wicked my heart has been ; and T 
have suffered too, my dear, I confessed to Mr. Attei bury 1 
must not tell any more. He 1 said 1 would not wiite to you or 
go to you —and it was better, even, that having parted, we should 
part. But T knew you would come back—L own that. That is 
no one’s fault. And today, Henry, in the anthem, when they 
sang it, “ When the Bold turned the captivity of Zion, we were 
like them that, dream,’’ f thought, yes, like them that (beam -them 
that dream. And then it went, “They that sow in tears shall 
■ tea}) in joy ; and ho that goo.th forth and weepeth, shall doubtless 
come home again with rejoicing, bringing his sheave-. with him;” I 
looked up from the book, and saw you. f was not surprised when 
I saw you, I knew you would come, my dear, and saw tin* gold 
, sunshine round your head.’ 

She smiled an almost, wild smile, as she looked up at him. The 
moon was up by this time, glittering keen in the frosty sky. He 
could hoc. for the iirst time, now' clearly, her sweet careworn face, 
i' ‘Do you know what day it is?’ she continued. ‘Jt is the 
29tli of December—it is your birthday! But last year we did 
Itnot drink it—no, no. My lord was cold, and my Harry was likely 
Vto die : and my brain was in a fever ; and w ? e had no wine. But 
.now—now you are come again, bringing your sheaves v’ith you, 
rtny dear.’ She burst into a wild flood of weeping as she spoke; 
; Rne laughed and sobbed on the young man’s heart, crying out 
■y. wildly, ‘bringing your sheaves with you —your sheaves with you !’ 
,€ As fic had sometimes felt, gazing up from the deck at. midnight 
Jinto the boundless starlit depths overhead, in a rapture of devout 
fonder at that endless brightness and beauty—in some such a 

"si'-/’ r V ■ t 
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Way now, the depth of this pure devotion (which was, for the first '* 
time, revealed to him quite) smote upon him; and filled his heart. 
with thanksgiving. Gracious God, who was he, weak and friend- ? 
less creature, that such a love should be poured out upon him?. 
Not in vain—not in vain lias lie lived,—bard and thankless should 
he bo to think so—that has such a treasure given him. What is 
ambition compared to that? but selfish vanity. To be rich, to be ; 
famous? What do those profit a year lienee, when other names, 
sound louder than yours, when you lie hidden away under, 
ground, along with the idle titles engraven on your coffin? But, 
only true love lives after you,—follows your memory with secret! 
blessing,- -or precedes you, and intercedes for jou. A r on omnia 
mttriar, —if dying, I yet live in a tender heart or two; nor am 
lost and hopeless living, if a sainted departed soul still loves and 
prays for me. v 

‘ If—if ’tis so, dear lady,’ All. Esmond said, ‘why should I 
ever leave you? If God hath given me this great boon,- and near 
or far from me, as 1 know now, llie heart, of my dearest mistress 
follows me ; let me have th.it blessing near me, nm i"ier part with 
it till death separate us. Gome away--leave this Europe, this 
place which has so many sad lecollections for you. Begin a new 
life in a new woihl. My good lord often talked of visiting that 
hind in Virginia which King (diaries gave us gave his ancestor. 
Prank will give us that. No man there will a>k if there is a blot 
on mv name, or inquire in the woods what my title is.’ 

‘And my children,- and my diu.\,- -and my good father? — 
Henry,’ she broke out. ‘ He has none but me now ; for soon 
mv sister will leave him, and the old man will be alone. He has 
eonfovmed since the new (Queen's reign ; and here in 'Winchester, 
where they love him, Ihey have found a church for him. When 
the children leave me, 1 will stay with him. 1 cannot follow them 

into the great world, when' their way lies it scares me. They 
will come and visit mo; and you will, sometimes, Henry—yes, 
sometimes, as now, in the Holy Advent season, when T have seen, 
and blessed you once more.’ ’ 

1 1 would leave all to follow yon,’ said Mr. Esmond ; ‘and can 
you not he as generous for me, dear lady?’ 

‘Hush, bo\ ! 5 she said, and it was with a mother’s sweet’ 
plaintive tone and look that she spoke. c The world is beginning;" 
lor you. For me, 1 have been so weak and sinful that I must/- 
leave it, ami pray out an expiation, dear Henry. Had we houses^ 
of religion as there wen* once, and many divines of our church^ 
would have them again, I often think T would retire to one andii 
pass my life in penance. But I would love you still—yes, there ,: 



'g- 4 the HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND , ' • 181 

is no sin in such a love as mine now; and my dear lord in Heaven' 
may sec my heart.; and knows the tears that have washed my sin ' 
away—and now -now my duty is here,, by my children whilst 
they need me, and by my poor old father, and-’ 

‘And not by me Henry said. 

‘ Hush ! ’ she said again, and raised her hand up to his lip. ‘ I 
have been your nurse. You could not see me, Harry, when you 
wore in the small-pox, and I came and sate by you Ah ! 1 prayed' 
that I might die, but it would have been in sin, Henry. Oh, it is. 
horrid to look back to that time. It is over now and past, and it- 
has been forgiven me. When you need me again 1 will come 
ever so far. When your heart, is Mounded, then come to me, my 
dear. T>e silent! let me say all. You never loved me. dear 
H eury-no, you do not now, and I thank Heaven for it. I used 
to watch you, and knew by a thousand signs that it was so. l)o 
you remember how glad you were to go away to College? ’Twas 
I sent you. I told my papa, that, and JWr. Atterbury too, when I 
spoke to him in London. And they both gave me absolution— 
both—and they are godly men having authority to bind and to 
loose. And they forgave me, as my dear lord forgave me before 
lie went, to Heaven.’ 

‘1 think the niigels are not all in Heaven,’ l\Ir. Esmond said. 
And as a brother folds a, sister to his heart; and as a. mother 
cleaves to her son’s breast — so for a few moments Esmond’s, 
beloved mistress came to him and blessed him. 


CHAPTER VII 

f AM MADE WELCOME AT WALCOTK 

As they came up to the house at Walcote, the windows from 
within wore lighted up with friendly welcome : the. supper-table 
was spread in the oak parlour ; it seemed as if forgiveness and 
love were awaiting the returning prodigal. Two or three familiar 
faces of ilomesticks were on the look-out at the porch—the old 
housekeeper was there, and young Lockwood from Castlewood 
in my lord’s livery of tawney and blue. His dear mistress pressed 
his arm as they passed into the hall. Her eyes beamed out on 
him with affection indescribable. ‘ Welcome,’ was all she said : as 
she looked up, putting back her fair curls and black hood. A 
swpet rosy smile blushed on her fane ,* Harry thought he had 
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*never seen her look so charming. Her face was lighted with & ' 
‘joy that was brighter than beauty—she took a hand of her son,, * 
who was in the hall waiting his mother—she did not quit f 
Esmond’s arm. / 

‘Welcome, Harry!’ my young lord echoed after her. ‘ Here, 
we are, nil come to say so. Here’s old Pincot, hasn’t she grown : 
handsome?’ and I’incot, who was older, and no handsomer than ' 
usual, made, a curtsey to the Captain, as she, called Esmond, and • 
told my lord to * Have done, now.’ 

‘And here’s Jack Lockwood. He'll make a famous grenadier, 
Jack ; and so shall 1 ; we’ll both ’list under you, cousin. As' '• 
soon as L am seventeen I go to the army—every gentleman goes 
to the army. Look! who comes here—ho, ho!' lie burst into a 
, laugh. ‘ ’Tis Mistress ’Trix, with a new ribbon ; 1 know she would 
put one on as soon as she heard a Captain was coming to suppir.’ 

This laughing colloquy took place in the hall of Walcote House : 
in the midst of which is a staircase that leads from an open 
gallery, where are the doors of the sleeping chambers: and from 
, one of these, a wax candle in her hand, and illuminating her, came 
Mistress Beatrix—the light falling indeed upon the scarlet ribbon 
which she wore, and upon the most brilliant white neck in the 
world. 

Esmond had left a child, and found a woman, grown beyond 
■ the common height; and arrived at such a dazzling completeness 
of beauty, that his eyes might well show surprise and delight at 
beholding her. In hers there was a brightness so lustrous and 
melting, that 1 have seen a whole assembly follow her as if by an 
attraction irresistible,: and that night the great Duke was at the 
playhouse after Ramillies, every soul turned and looked (she - 
chanced to enter at the opposite side of the theatre at the same 
moment) at her, and not at him. She was a brown beauty : that 
is, her eyes, hair, and eyebrows and eyelashes, were dark: her hair 
, curling with rich undulations, and waving over her shoulders • 
but her complexion was as dazzling white as snow in sunshine * 
except her cheeks, which were a bright red, and her lips, which 
were of a still deeper crimson. Her mouth and chin, they said, 

{ were too large and full, and so they might be for a goddess in , 
marble, but not for a woman whose eyes were fire, whose look was 
love, whose voice was the sweetest low song, whose shape was 
perfect symmetry, health, decision, activity, whose foot as it" 
planted itself on the ground was firm but flexible, and whose, 
motion, whether rapid or slow, was always perfect grace—agile 
' a nymph, lofty as a queen—now melting, now imperious, now } 
sarcastiek, there was no single movement of hers but was beautiful i 
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As he thinks of her, he who writes feels young again, and re¬ 
members a paragon. 

So she came holding her dress with one fair rounded arm, and 
her taper before her, tripping down the stair to greet Esmond, 
y ‘She hath put on her scarlet stockings and white shoes,’ says 
A-my lord, still laughing. ‘Oh, my tine mistress! is this the way 
"you set your cap at the Captain?’ She approached, shining 
smiles upon Esmond, who could look at nothing but her eyes. 

’ She advanced holding forward her head, as if she would have him 
J kiss her as lie used to do when she was a child, 

c Stop,’ she said, ‘I am grown too big' Welcome, cousin 
V Harry,’ and sin 1 made him an arch curtsey, sweeping down to the 
ground almost, with Lhe most gracious bend, looking up the while 
’ with the brightest eyes and sweetest smile. Lo\e seemed to 
1 radiate from her. Harry eyed her with such a rapture as the 
first lover is described as having by Milton. 

‘ N’est oe pas t ' says my lady, in a low, sweet voice, still hanging 
. on his arm. 

Esmond turned luund with a start and a blush, as he met his 
mistresss clear eyes, lie had forgotten her, rapt m admiration 
of the /Hi'/ /nt/cnor. 

‘Right foot forward, toe turned nut, so 1 now drop the curtsey, 
and show the red stockings. Trix. They've stlvei clocks, llany. 
The dowager sent ’em. She went to put ’em on,"’ cries m\ lord. 

‘llush, you stupid child!' sa_\s iMis,-. smothering her hi other 
with kisses; and then she must come and kiss ho mamma, look¬ 
ing all the, while at llany, over his mist loss’s shoulder. And if 
she did not kiss him, she gave him loth her hands, and then took 
one of his m both hands, and said, * Oh, Jlariy, we’re so. glad 
you’re come '' 

‘Tin re arc woudcocks for supper,’ says my hud. ‘Jluzzav! 
It was such a hungry senuou.’ 

‘ And it is the 2 ( Jth of Derembci , and our llany has come 


g home ’ 

,'/• k fluzzay, old Rmcot!' again says my lord , and my dear lady’s 
" lips looked as if they were trembling with a prayer. Who would 
h have Harry lead in Beatrix to the supper-room, going herself with 
mytymmg Lord Viscount; and to this party came Tom Tushcr 
*■; directly, whom four at least out of the company of five wished 
v. away A way he went, however, as soon as the sweetmeats were 
i:\put down, and then, by the great crackling fire, his mistress or 
$ Beatrix with her blushing graces filling his glass for him, Harry 


told the story of his campaigu, and passed the most delightful 
"/might his life had ever known. The sun was up long ere he was, 
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so deep, sweet, and refreshing was '"his slumber. He woke as if, 
^angels bad been watching at his bed all night. I dare say one 
"'that was as pure and loving as an angel had blest his sleep with 
her prayers. 

Next morning the Chaplain read prayers to the little household'; 
at Walcote, as the custom was; Esmond thought Mistress lieatrix 
, did not listen to 'Pusher’s exhortation much; her eyes were 
wandering everywhere during the service, at least whenever he 
looked up he met them. Perhaps lie also was not very attentive 
to his llevoroncc the Chaplain. ‘This might have been my life,’ 
he was thinking; ‘this might have been my duty from now till 
old age. Well, were it. not a pleasant one to be with these dear 
friends and part fiom ’em no more? XT util—until the destined 
lover comes and takes away preriy i icatrix ’ -and the best part 
of Tom 'Pusher’s exposition, which may have been very Panted 
and eloquent, was quite lost to poor Harry by this vision of the 
destined lover, who put the preacher out. 

All the while of the prayers, lieatrix knelt a little, way before 
Harry Esmond. The red stockings woie changed for a pair of 
grey, and black shoes, in which her feet lor iked to the full as 
pretty. All the roses of spring could not vie with ihc brightness 
of her complexion | Esmond thought he had never seen anything 
like the sunny lustre of her eyes. My Lady Viscountess looked 
fatigued, as if with watching, and her face, was pale. 

Miss lieatrix remarked these signs of indisposition in her 
mothei, and deplored them. ‘T am an old woman,’ sajs my lady, 
with a kind smile; ‘1 cannot hope to look as young as you do, 
my dear.’ 

‘She’ll never look as good as you do if she lives till she’s a 
hundred,’ says my lord, taking his mother by the waist, and kissing 
her hand. 

‘Do 1 look very wicked, cousin 9 ’ says lieatrix, turning full 
round on Esmond, with her pretty face so close under his chin, 
that the soft perfumed hair touched it. She laid her finger-tips 
on his ideevo as she spoke ; and he put his other hand over hers. - 

» I’m like your looking-glass,’ says he, ‘ and that can’t flatter 
you.’ 

‘ He means that you arc always looking at him, mv dear,’ *ays 
her mother, archly, lieatrix ran away from Esmond at this, and 
; flew r to her mamma, whom she kissed, stopping my lady’s mouth 
, with her pretty hand. ' ! 

‘ And Harry is very good to look at,’ says my lady, with her 
fond eyes regarding the young man. 

‘ If’tis good to see a happv lace,’ says he, ‘you see that.’ My 
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lady said Amen, with a sigh; and Harry thought the memory 
"■ of her dear lord rose up and rebuked her back again into sadness ; 
for her face lost the smile, and resumed its look of melancholy. 



‘Why, Harry, how fine we look in our scarlet and silver, and 
our black perriwig/ cries my lord. ‘Mother, 1 am tired of my own 
hair. When shall J have a perruke? Where did you get your 
Steen kirk, Harry ? ’ 

‘It’s some of my Lady Dowager’s lace/ says llarry; ‘she gave 
me this and a number of other fine things.’ 

‘ My Lady Dowager isn’t such a bad woman,’ my lord continued. 

'She’s not so —so red as she’s painted/ ."ays Miss Beatrix, 

Her brother broke into a laugh. ‘I’ll tell her you said so ; by 


the Lord, Trix, i will/ lie cries out. 


‘ She’ll know that you hadn’t the wit to say it, my lord/ says 
Miss Heatrix. 


‘We won’t quarrel the iirst day Harry’s here, will we, mother?’ 
said the young loul ‘We’ll see if we can get on to the 1 new year 
without a light. Have some of this Christmas pie? and here 
comes the tankard . no, it’s J’ineot with the tea.’ 

‘Will the Captain choose a dish C asks Mistress Beatrix. 

‘ I say, Harry/ my lord goes on, ‘ Pll show thee my horses after 
breakfast ; and we’ll go a-bird-netting to-night, arid on Monday 
1 there’s a rook-match at Winchester do you love cock fighting, 
Harry ?—-between the gentlemen of Sussex and the gentlemen of 
Hampshire, at ten pound the battle, and fifty pound tin* odd battle, 
to show ono-and-twenty cocks.’ 

‘And what will you do, Beatrix, to amuse our kinsman?’ asks 
my lady. 

‘I’ll listen to him,’.says Beatrix ; ‘ T am sure lm lias a hundred 
’ things In tell us. And Pm jealous already of the Spanish ladies. 

Was that a beautiful min at Cadi/. Hint you rescued from the 
. soldiers? Your man talked of it fast night in the kitchen, and 
„ Mrs. Betty told mi this morning as she combed my hair* And he 

' says you must be in love, for you sate on dick all night, and 

■ scribbled verst's all day in your table-book.’ Harry thought if he 
’ had wanted a subject for verses yesterday, to-day lie had found 
y one : and not all the Lindamiras and Ardelias of the poets were 

\ half so beautiful as this young creature ; but he did not say so, 

though some one did for him. 

This was his dear lady who, after the meal was ovei, and the 
young people were gone, began talking of her childion witli Mr. 
Esmond, and of the characters of one and the other, and of her 
hopes and fears for both of them. ‘ ’Tis not while they are at 
,;home/ she said, ‘and in their mother’s nest, 1 fear for them—’tis 
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when they are gone into the woild whither I shall not be able to 
follow than Eeatux will begin hti bcmce next ye ir You may 
have lit ml i miuour about —ibout my Loid Blindfold They 
wcie both < hiltlreu , ami it is but idle tilk 1 know my kins-^ 
\voniin would nevti let him mtkr &urh a pe>oi marnage as out i 
lit du\ would be Then s stirtc i pnneess in Luiopt that she 

thinks is good tnougli for him oi In liti ambition ’ 

‘Then s not i princess m 1 urope to compart with hii,’says 
Esmond a 

‘In beiuty I No pnlnps not msweitd my inly ‘ Slic ih 4 . 
most Ik lutiful isn 1 slu ' I is not a mnthiis putnlity that 
dcuivts mt 1 miikitl ym \c stud ly wlu n shr t mu down the 
star ind u ul it m youi iut We look winn vou thm t fancy 
us loo Ian indst t htttu th m yen Nuuk dcu liiriy and just 

now win u tht> spol t ibout yum pot ms you wnt pi tty lines 
when you wnt but i boy you thought J itn\ w is i pit tty 
subjttt foi Mist did not \<>u Jluiy^ (flu gintlnuin tould 
only blush foi i icply ) ‘And so sh< i noi m umlli fu t ti 
putty i k his < iptn itcd lis qmtkly d in Such i pin ol 
bright tyts is In is le irn thm powu \tiy soon, md ust it very 
tulv’ And, 1 joking it lnm keenly with lit s, tin fui widow 
left him 

And s > it is i j>m of bright i y s with id>/tn gl imt s sufht l 
tosiibluc i m m tJinslui lnm md Mill mu him to mikt him 
oen f n^it tiny di//lc lnm s> tint tin just bn onus sti u„htw ty 
dim t j him mil hi so pn/ts tlitm tint lit w nil l _,i\» ill Ins life 
to possess tin \\ hit is tlu fond 1 n< of th uist liumls (umpired 
to tins tit isutt f ]s mnnoiy is stioiig is expeitimy' inution, 
is Inmgit I giilitudi is dtsnc t 1 line lo knl it io\ d dnmomis 
m tlu pwtl 100 ms in Ltnopt md thought how wus Invt bten 
midt ib iut tin MjmiI sivun^iis chjjjsta md sti ui^h d for 
tlu m, oi in souu ti with tlrem miliums txpnided to buy Hum, 
md d inn >■ liu s lost in dicing out tlu little sinning toys tint 1 
vdue n j moit thm tlu button m my hit And so time ut other 
ghttt iui„ 1)mbits (c f i uc w itti too) f n wliith men hive bun set 
to kill md qu nit I < vtr smet mmknid btgm and whith 1 ist but 
foi i stole of yt Us, when tlnn spaiklt iso\u Whtu au those 
jiyuls now tint be *med multi Ohopitn’s foi the id oi shone m 
tin snikits ot 1 It It n ^ 

ThL setond diy iltn Lsmonds tommg to W ihote, Tom Tuahet 
had have to take i holidiy, md went off in lus vny btst gown 
and bands to mutt the young woman whom lus Reverence desired 
to miriv, and who was not i \istounts widow, as it turned out, 
but a buyyci s relict it Southampton, with i couple of thousand, 
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,'pounds to her fortune: for honest Tom’s heart was under such 
excellent controul, that Venus herself without a portion would never 
have caused it to flutter. So he rode away on his heavy-paced 
•gelding to pursue his jog-trot loves, leaving Esmond to the society 
of’his dear mistress and her daughter, and with his young lord for' 
-a companion, who was charmed not only to see an old friend, but 
to have the tutor and his Latin hooks put out of the way. 

The hoy talked of things and people, and not a little about him- 
self, in his frank artless way. ’Twas easy to see that he and his 
sister had the better of their fond mother, for the first place in 
whose affections though they fought constantly ; and though the 
kind lady persisted that she loved both equally, ’twas not difficult 
to understand that Frank was his mother’s darling and favourite. 
He ruled the whole household (always excepting rebellions Beatrix) 
not less now than when he was a child marshalling the village 
boys in playing at soldiers, and caning them lustily too, like the 
sturdiest corporal. As for Tom Tuslier, his Reverence treated the 
young lord with that politeness and deference which he always 
showed for a great man, whatever his age or his stature was, 
Indeed with respect to this young one, it was impossible not to 
love him, so frank and winning were his manners, his beauty, his 
gaiety, the ring of his laughter, ami the delightful tone of his 
voice. Wherever he went, he charmed and domineered, I think 
his old grandfather, the Dean, and the grim old housekeeper, Mrs. 
Pincot, were as much his slaves as his mother was : and as for 
Esmond, he found himsoK presently submit! big to a certain fascina¬ 
tion the hoy had, and slaving it like the. rest of the ianiilv. The 
pleasure which he had in Frank's mere company and converse 
exceeded that which he ever enjoyed in the socn tv of any other 
man, however delightful in talk, or famous for wit. His presence 
brought sunshine into a room, Ids laugh, his prattle, his noble 
beauty, and brightness of look cheered aud charmed indescribably. 
At the least tale, of sorrow', his hands were in his purse, and lie 
■was eager with sympathy and bounty. The wav in which women 
■loved and petted him, when, a > oar or two afterwards, he came 
upon the world, yet a mere boy, and the follies which they did for 
him (as indeed he for them), recalled the career of Rochester, and 
outdid the successes of (Irammont. His very creditors loved him; 
'and the hardest usurers, and some of the rigid pi tides of the other 
sex too, could deny him nothing. He was no more witty rlmn 
another man, but what he Raid, ho said and looked as no man else 
' could say or look it. 1 have seen the women at the comedy at 
Bruxelles crowd round him in the lobby; and as he sate on the 
j^tage more people looked at him than at the actors, and watched 
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^ him ; and I remember at Kamillies, when he was hit, and fell, a ( 
great big red-haired Scotch sergeant flung his halbert down, burst 
out a-crying like a woman, seizing him up as if he had been an ■„ 
infant, and carrying him out of the fire. This brother and sister ^ 
were the most beautiful couple over seen : though after lie winged 
away from the maternal nest this pair woe seldom together. ,> 

Sitting at dinner two days after Esmond’s arrival (it was the^f 
last day of the year), and so happy a one to llarry Esmond, tliam 
to enjoy it was quite worth all the previous pain which he liacf 
endured and forgot : my young lord, idling a bumper, and bidding f, 
Harry take another, drank to Lis sister, saluting her under the title ' 
of 1 Marchioness. ’ 

‘ Marchioness ! ’ says LInryv, not without a pang of wonder, for 
he was curious and jealous already. 

4 Nonsense, my lord.’ says Beatrix, with a toss of her head. My 
Lady Viscountess looked up for a moment at Esmond, and cast her 
eyes down. 

‘ The Marchioness of Eland ford,’ says Frank, ‘ don’t you 
know—hath noi Rouge Dragon told you 1 ?’ (My lord used to call 
the dowager at Chelsea l>v this and other names.) ‘Elandford 
lias a lock of her hair : the Duchess found him on his knees 
to Mistress Tiix, and boxed bis ears, and said Dr. Iiaie should 
whip him.’ 

‘I wish Mr. Tuslier would whip you too, says Beatrix. 

My lady only said : ‘ l hope >ou fell none of these, silly stories 
elsewhere than at home, Francis’ 

* ’Tis true, on my word,’ continues Frank: ‘look at Harry 
scowling, mother, and see how Beatrix blushes as rod as the silvcr- 
cloeked stockings.’ 

‘ I think we had best leave tlic gentlemen to their wine and 
their talk,’ says Mistress Beatrix, rising up with the air of a young 
, queen, tossing her rustling, flowing draperies about her, and quitting • 
the room, followed by her mother. 

Lady Castlewood again looked at Esmond, as she stooped down ■; 
and kissed Frank. ‘Do not tell those silly stories, child,’ she said : , 
‘ do not drink much wine, sir: Harry never loved to drink wine.’ 
And she went away too in her black robes, looking back on Hie 
young man with her fair, fond face. 

‘Egad ' it’s true,’ says Frank, sipping bis wine with the air of 
a lord. ‘What think you of this Lisbon—real Collares ? ’Tis * 
better than your lu ady port : we got it out of one of the Spanish ( 
ships tiiat came from A T igo last year: my mother bought it at i 
Southampton, as the ship was lying there — the Rose, Captain \ 
Hawkins.’ 
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* Why, I came home in that ship,’ says Harry. $ 

‘And it brought home a good fellow and good wine,' says my' '• 
lord. ‘I say, Harry, I wish thou hadst not that cursed bar sinister.’ 

‘And why not the bar sinister V asks the other. 

‘ Suppose I go to the army and am killed—every gentleman , 
gofes to the army--who is to take care of the women? ’Trix will , 
never stop at home ; mother’s in love with you,—yes, I thinks 
mother’s in love with you. She was always praising you, and, 
always talking about you ; and when she went to Southampton, * 
to see the ship, 1 found hei out. ihit you see it is impossible:' 1 
we are of the oldest blood in England ; vc came in with the 
Conqueror; we were only baronets, - but wiuit then? we were 1 
forced into that. James the First forced our great-giandfather, • 
We are above titles; we old English gentry don’t want ’em ; the 
Queen can make a duke any day. Look at lllandfuid’s father, 
Duke Churchill, ami Duchess denning*, what weir tiny, Hairy? 
Damn it, sir, what are they, to turn up their noses at us? Where 
were, they, when our ancestor rode with King Ueniy at ^gineourt, 
and Idled up the French king's cup after l’oictjfrs ? ‘Fore Ceorge, 
sir, wh\ shouldn't lllandford mairy 1‘eatrix > lb Cl--- ! he shall 
many Jle.mix, or tell me the irason why. Well marry with the 
best blood of England, and none but the last blood of England. 
You are an Esmond, and }ou can’t help your birth, my hoy. Let’s 
have another bottle. What ! no more? I've drunk three parts of 
tliis myself. I had man} a night vdh my futhei ; >ou stood to 
him like a. man, Harry. You hacked vnu blood ; you can’t help 
yout misfoitimc, you know, -no man can help thai.’ 

The elder said he would go in to his mistress's tea-table. The 
young lad, with a heightened colour and voice, !;<>gan sftigiug a 
suate’n of a song, and marched out of the loom. Esmond heard ‘ 
him pre-enth calling his dogs about him and cheering and talking 
to them , and by a hundred of his looks and gestures, flicks of 
voice and gait, \i.is reminded of the dead lord, Fiank's lather. 

And so. t.h< Sylvester night passed away ; the family parted 
long before midnight, Lady Cnstlewood remembering, no doubt, 
former New Year‘s Eves, when healths were drunk, and laughter 
went round in the company of him, to whom years, past, and 
present, and future, were to he as one ; and so eared not to sit 
with her children and hear the Cathedral hells ringing the birth of 
the year 170J. Esmond heard the chimes as he sate in his own 
chamber, ruminating by the blazing fire there, and listened to the 
last notes of them, looking out from his window towards the city, 
and the great grey towers of the Cathedral lying under the frosty 
.sky, with the keen stars shining above. 
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The sight of these brilliant orbs no doubt made him think of 

*T 'i*, , 

|„1other luminaries. ‘And so her eyes have already done execution/ 
^thought Esmond on whom ?—who can tell me ? 5 Luckily his 
sc kinsman was by, and Esmond knew he would have no difficulty 
( in finding out Mistress Beatrix's history from the simple talk of 


!<’the boy. 

* /„v 


CHAPTER VTir 


FAMILY TALK 


* 


What Harry admired and submitted lo in the pretty lad, his kins-' 

- man, was (for why should he resist it ?) the calmness of patronage 
which my young lord assumed, us if to command was his undoubted 

' right, and all the world (below his degree) ought to bow down to 
• Viscount Castle wood. 

‘ I know' my' place, Harry he said. ‘ I'm not proud — the boys 
at Winchester College say I’m proud : but I'm not proud. 1 am 
' simply Francis James Viscount Castlewood in the peerage of 
■ Ireland. I might have been (do you know that ?) Francis dames 
Marquis and Earl of Esmond, in that of England. The late lord 
refused the title which was oil’ered to him by my godfather, his late 
Majesty. You should know that - -you are of our family, you know' 
s —you cannot help your bar sinister, Marry, my dear fellow' ; and 
, you belong to one of the best families in England, in spite of that ; 
and you stood by my father, and by G - ! I'll stand by yon. You 
shall never want a friend, Harry, while Francis .lames Viscount 

- Castlewood has a shilling. It's now 1703 - -I shall come of age in 
. W09. I shall go back to Castlewood ; 1 shall live at Castlewood ; 

I shall build up the house. My property will he pretty w'ell 
restored by then. The late Viscount mismanaged my property, and 
e left it in a very bad state. My mother is living close, as you see, 

„ and keeps me in a way hardly befitting a peer of these realms; for , 
VI have but a pair of horses, a governor, and a man that is valet 
f and groom. Put when I am of age, these things will be set right, 
Harry. Our house will be as it should be. You’ll always come 
to Castlewood, won’t you 1 You shall always have your two rooms 

- in the court kept for you ; and if anybody slights you, d-them* 

; let them have a cave of we. 1 shall marry early—’Trix will be a 
’.duchess by that time, most likely ; for a cannon-ball may knock , 
-over his Grace any day, you know.’ 

‘How?’ says Harry. 
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p 4 Hash, my dear ! ’ says my Lord Viscount. ‘ You sire of 1 the. 

| family—you .are faithful to us, by George, and I tell you every— 
’-thing. Blandford will marry her—or-- ’ and here he put his 
['little hand on his sword—‘you understand the rest. Blandford ; 
s knows which of us two is the best weapon. At small-sword, or 
• back-sword, or sword and dagger, if he likes : I can beat him. I.y 
; ; have tried him, Harry ■ and begad, he knows I am a man not tobo4 
s trifled with.’ 


!*'■ ‘But you do not mean,’says Harry, concealing his laughter,-. 

* but not Lis wonder, L that you can fore'* my Lord Blandford, ‘ 
Sjthe son of the first man of this kingdom, to many your sister at 

; b word’s point'H a 

‘ I mean to say that we are cousins by the mother’s side, 
though that’s nothing to boast of. I mean to say that an Esmond 
l'-is as good as a Churchill; and when the King comes back, the 

* Marquis of I’smimd’s sister may be a match for any nobleman’s 
daughter in the kingdom. There are but two marquises in all 
England, William Hcrboir, Man/ids of Bowls, and Francis James, 

■ Marquis of Fsnmnd ; and hark you, Harry, now swear you’ll 
never mention this, (live me your honour, as a gentleman, for 

you arc a gentleman, though you arc a-’ 

‘Well, well.’ says Harry, a little impatient. 

‘Well,‘then, whim after my late Viseount's misfortune, iny 
mother went up with us to Loudon, to ask for justice against you 
all (as for Molmn, I’ll have his blood, as sure as my name is 
Francis Viscount Esmond), we wont to stay with our cousin, my 
Lady Marlborough, with whom we had quarrelled for ever so long. 
But when misfortune came, she stood by her blood :—so did the 
Dowager Viscountess stand by her blood,—so did you. W'dl, sir, 
whilst my mother was petitioning the late Frince of Orange— 
for I will never call him king—and while von were in prison, 
we lived at my Lord Marlborough’s house, who w as only a little 
there, being awav with the army in Holland. And then ... I 
..say. Harry, you won’t tell, now]’ 

Harry again made a vow of secrecy. 

I"' ‘Well, tlifire used to be all sorts of fun, you know: my Lady 
'•Marlborough was very loud of us, and she said I was to be her 


page ; and she got ’Trix to be a maid of honour, and while she was 
,up in her room crying, we used to he, always having fun, you 


.know ; anil the Duchess used to kiss me, and so did her daughters, 
Ipand Blandford fell tremendous in love with ’Trix, and she. liked . 
•diim ; and one day he—he kissed her behind a door—he did 
^though,— and the Duchess caught him, and she hanged such a box 
$of the ear both to ’Trix and Blandford—you should have seen it! 
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■ And then she said that we must leave directly, and abused niy^ 
mamma, who was cognizant of the business; but she wasn’t,—■' 
never thinking about anything but father. And so we came dowji^ 
;tc Walcote. Blandford being locked up, and riot allowed to see/n 
,’Trix. Bnt / got at him. I climbed along the gutter, and in ] 
through the window, where he was crying. 

, ‘ “ Marquis,’’ says I, when he had opened it and helped me in, ’i 

“ you know I wear a sword,” for I had brought it. 4 

‘“Oh, Viscount!” says he—“oh, my dearest Frank!” and he]: 
flung himself into my arms, and burst out a-crying. “I do lover 
Mistress Beatrix so, that I shall die, if I don’t have her.” t 

‘“My dear Blandford,’’ says 1, “you are young to think of' 
marrying :*’ for he was but fifteen, and a young fellow at that age 
can scarce do so, you know. 

‘ “ But i’ll wait twentv years, if she’ll have me,” says lie. ‘-Til 

* " * iff 

never marry—rio, never, never, never, marry anybody but her. 
No, not a princess, though they would have me do it ever so. If' 
Beatrix will wait for me, her Blandford swears he will ho faithful.” 
Arid he wrote a paper (it wasn't spelt right, for lie wrote “I’m 
, ready to sine tci(/> my Mode," which you know. Ilarry, isn't the 
.way of spelling it), and vowing that he would marry none other 
but the Honourable Mistress Gertrude Beatrix Esmond, only 
sister of his dearest friend Francis .James, fourth Viseouuf Esmond. 
And so T gave him a locket of her hair.’ 

‘A locket of her hair ! 1 cries Esmond. 

‘Yes. ’Trix gave me one after the tight with the Duchess that 
very day. I’m sure J didn’t want, it , and so i gave it him, and 
we kissed at parting, ami said—“ Good bye, brother.” And T got 
back through the gutter ; and we set olf home that very evening. 
Ami he went to King’s College, in Cambridge,, and I'm going to 
Cambridge soon ; and if he doesn't stand to his promise (for he’s 
only wrote once),—he knows I wear a sword, Harry. Come along, • 
and let’s go see the eocking-rnatch at Winchester. 

*. . . But I say,’he added, laughing, after a pause, ‘I don’t; 
think ’Trix will break her heart about him. Law bless you!:] 
Whenever she sees a man, she makes eyes at him"; and young 
: Sir Wilmot Crawley, of Queen’s Crawley, and Anthony Henley, 

, of Alresford, were at swords drawn about, her, at the Winchester , 
Assembly, a month ago.’ 

That night Mr. Harry’s sleep was by no means so pleasant or» 
\ sweet as it had been on the first two evenings after his arrival at i 
: Walcote. ‘ So, flie bright eyes have been already shining on] 
another,’ thought lie, ‘and the pretty lips, or the cheeks at any 
i^rate, have begun the work which they were made for, Here’s 
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/girl not sixteen, and one young ’gentleman is already whimpering 
l over a lock of her hair, and two country squires are ready to cut£ 
4 each other’s throats that they may have the honour of a dance with : 
- her. What a foc»l am I to be dallying about this passion, and r - 
singeing my wings in this foolish llame. Wings!—why not say'; 
crutches? There, is but eight years difference between us, to be * 
sure ; blit in life I am thirty years older. How could I ever hopev 
/ to please such a sweet creature as that, with my rough ways and 

■ glum face 'l Say that I have merit ever so much, and won myself 
a name, could she ever listen to mc‘! She must be my Lady ,, 
Marchioness, and I remain a nameless bastard. Oh ! my master,-, 
my master!’ (here lie fell to thinking with a passionate giief of,; 

■ the vow which he had made to his poor dying lord) ; ‘Oli ! my' 
mistress, denies! and kindest, will you bo contented with the, 
sacrifice which the poor orphan makes for you, whom you love, - 
and who so loves you i ’ 

And then came a fiercer pang of temptation. £ A word from ; 
me,’ Harry thought, ‘a syllable of explanation, and all this might 
, be ch.iugcd ; but no, 1 swore it over the dying bed of my bene-, 
factor. For the sake of him and his ; for 1 lie sacred love and , 
kindness of old days; i gave my promise to him, and may kind, 
Heaven enable me to keep my vow.’ 

The next, day, although Esmond gave no sign of what was ' 
going on in his mind, but .trove to be nmie than ordinarily gay 
and cheerful when he met Ins lilends at the morning meal, hiaf 
dear mistnij,', whose 'dear eves it seemed no emotion of his could’, 
escape, perceived that something troubled him, fm she looked 
anxiously towards him more than once during the hieakfast, and 
when he went up to his chamber afterwanls she presently followed ’ 
lmn, and knocked at his door. . 

,-Ys she enteied, no doubt the whole story was clear to her at,' 
oner*, for she found our young gentleman packing his valise,/ 
jmrsuaut to the resolution which he had come to over-uight ofc 
making a brisk ietreat, out of this temptation. d 

: She closed the door very carefully behind her, and then leant 

' against it, very pale, her hands folded before her, looking at the- 
young man, who was kneeling over his work of packing. ‘Arc- 


\ you going so soon?’ she said 

He rose up from his knees, blushing, perhaps, to be so discovered, 
in the very act, as it were, and took one of her fair little hands— 
it was that which had her marriage ring on - and kissed it. / 

‘ It is best that it should be so, dearest lady,’ he said. 

\ ‘ I knew you were going, at breakfast. I—I thought you ;; 

[[plight stay. What has happened 1 Why can’t you remain longer 
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with iia^ What has Frank told you—you were talking together \ 
, late last night ? ’ 

•y ‘I had but three days’ leave from Chelsea,’ Esmond said, as 1 : 
“ 'gaily as he could. ‘ My aunt—she hits me call her aunt—is my 
’< mistress now; I owe her my lieutenuutcy and my laced coat. - 
.‘She has taken me into high favour; and my new General is to ; 
dineat Chelsea to-morrow--General Lumley, madam—-wlio has 
' appointed me his aide-de-camp. , and on whom l must have the 
' honour of waiting. See, here is a letter from the dowager; the ; 
post brought it last night; and I would not speak of it, for fear of. t 
disturbing our last merry meeting.’ 

My lady glanced at the. lei ter, and put it down with a smile 
that was somewhat contemptuous. ‘ J have no need to road the * 
letter,’ says she -(indeed, ’twas as well she did not ; for the ; 
Chelsea missive, in the poor dowager’s usual French jargon, per- 
•mitted him a longer holiday than he said. Lie vous domic,’ 4110th , 
. her ladyship, ‘oui jour, ]iour rows fatigay parfaietement do vos 
parens fatigans’) - k f have 110 need to read the letter,’ says she. 

‘ Wlmt was it Frank told you last night ?' 

‘lie told me little 1 did not know,’ Mr. Esmond answered. 

' ‘ But I have thought of that little, and here’s tin 1 result: 1 have 
? no right to tlie name 1 bear, dt nr lady; and it is only by your 
sufferance that I am allowed to keep it. If I thought for an hour 
of what lias perhaps mossed your mind too 

‘Yes, T did. Ifarry,’ said she : ‘I thought of it; and think 
of it. I would .-looiier call you my sou, than the greatest prince 
in Europe--yes, than the greatest prince. For who is theie so 
good and so brave, and who would love her as you would ? But 
' there aim reasons a nmihor can’t, tell.’ 

‘1 know them,’ said Mr. Esmond, interrupting her with a 
.smile. ‘I know there's Sir Wilinot Crawley of ( k hicon’s Crawley, 

, and Mr. Anthony Henley of the Grange, and my Lord Marquis of , 
Bland ford, that sue ms to be the favoured suitor. You shall 
‘ ask me to wear my Lady Marchioness’s favours and to dance at 
. her ladyship’s wedding.’ 

‘Oh ! Harry, Harry, it is none of these follies that frighten nie, s 
s,, cried out Lady Castlewood. ‘Lord Churchill is but a child, his 
■l outbreak about Beatrix was a mere boyish folly. His parents ' 
would rather see him buried than married to one below him in 
Vrank. And do you think I would stoop to sue for a husband for 
^Francis Esmond’s daughter; or submit to have my girl smuggled ; 
’t into that proud family to cause a quarrel between son and parents, ; 
and to be treated only as an inferior ? T would disdain such a; 
meanness. Beatrix would scorn it. Ah! Henry, ’tis not with : 
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<yt>ti tic fault lies, ’tis s with her. I know*you both, and love you ; 

| need I be ashamed of that love now ? No, never, never, and ’tis 
'not you, dear Harry, that is unworthy. ’Tis for ray poor Beatrix 
r,I tremble,—whose headstrong will frightens rae ; whose jealous 
, temper (they say 1 was jealous too, but, pray God, I am cured of 
l that sin) and whose vanity no words or prayers of mine can cure' 
’—only suffering, only experience, and remorse afterwards. Oh 1 
Henry, she will make no man happy who loves her. Go away, 
my soil: leave her : love us always ami think kindly of us : and 
-for me, my dear, you know these walls contain all 1 hne in the 
world.’ 

In after life, did Esmond find the words true which his fond 
mistress spoke from her sad heart t Warning lie had : but I doubt, 
others had warning before his time, and since : and he benefited 
by it as most men do. 

My young Lord Viscount was exceedingly sorry when lie heard 
that llarry could not come to the cock-match with him, and must 
go to London ; but no doubt my lord consoled himself when the 
Hampshire tocks won the match ; and lie saw cveiy one of the 
battles, and crowed properly over the conquered Sussex gentlemen. 

As Esmond rode towards town his servant coining up to him 
informed him witli a, grin, that, Mistress lleatiix had bimight out 
a new gown, and blue stockings for that (lav’s dinner, in which she 


intended to appear, and had flown into a rage and given her maid ■ 
a slap oil the face soon after she heard he was going away. 
Mistress Beatrix’s woman, the fellow said, came down to the' - 
servants’ hall, crying and with the inaik of a blow still on her 
cheek : but .Esmond peremptorily olden'd him 1o fall back and , 
be silent, and rode on with thoughts enough of his own to'occupy ■ 
him some sail ones, sume inexpressibly dear and pleasant. 

His mistress, limn whom he had been a. year separated, was 
his dearest mistress again. The family from which lie had been 
parted, and which lie loved with the fondest devotion, was his \ 
. family once more. If Beatrix’s beauty shorn* upon him, it was ' 
with a friendly lustre, and lie could legat’d it with much such a , 
delight as he In ought aw'uy after seeing the beautiful pietiues of ” 

1 the smiling Madonnas in the convent at Cadiz, when he was 
dispatched thither with a flag : and as for his mistress, ’twas 
difficult to say with what a feeling lie regarded her. ’Twas * 

1 happiness to have seen her : ’twas no great pang to part; a filial f ' 
tenderness, a love that was at once respect and protection filled 
, his mind as lie thought of her ; and near her or far from her, and ■ 

I from that day until now, and from now till death is past, and .■ 
beyond it, lie prays that sacred flame may ever burn. v v ‘ 
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CHAPTER IX 


I MAKE T1IE C 'AM J’AIGN OK 1704 


Mr. Esmond rode up to London then, whore, il‘ the dowager had 
hecn iingrj at the abrupt leave of absence be took, she was mightily 
pleased at his speedy return. 

He. went immediately and paid his court to his new general, 
General Lumley, who received him graciously, having known his 
father, and also, he was pleased to say, having had the very best 
accounts of Mr. Esmond fiom the ollieer whose he 

had been at Vigo. During this winter Mr. Esmond was gazetced 
to a lientemmtcy in Brigadier Webb’s regiment of Fusileers, then 
with their colonel in Flanders; but being now attached to the 
suite of Mr. Lumley, Esmond did not join bis own regiment until 
. more than a year afterwards, and after bis return from the campaign 
of Blenheim, which was fought the next year. The campaign 
U^Ean very early, our troops marching out of their quarters before 
tW winter was almost over, and investing the city of Bonn, on 
the Rhine, under the Duke’s command. 11 is Grace joined the 
army in deep grief of mind, with crape on his sleeve, and his 
.household in mourning; and the very same packet which brought 
the Commanderdn-Chief over, brought letters to the forces which 
preceded him, and one from his dear mistress to Esmond, which 
interested him not a little. 

Th?) young Marquis of Blaudlbrd, his Grace's son, who had been 
entered in King’s College in Cambridge, (whither my Lord Viscount 
had also gone, to Trinity, with Mr. Tusher as his governor), had 
been seized with small-pox, and was dead at sixteen years of age, 
and so poor Frank’s schemes for his sister’s advancement were over, 
and that innocent childish passion nipped in the birth. 

Esmond’s mistress would have had him return, at least her 
letters bin Led as much ; but in the presence of the enemy this was 
impossible, and our young man took his humble share in the siege^ 
which need not be described here, and had the good luck to escape 
without a wound of any sort, and to drink his general’s health after, 
the surrender. He was in constant military duty this year, and 
did not think of asking fm a leave of absence, as one or two of his 
.less fortunate friends did, who were cast .way in that tremendous 
storm which happened towards the close of November, that ‘which 
of late o’er pale Britannia past ’ (as Mr. Addison sang of it), an$ 
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in whicJh scores of our greatest ships arid 15,000 of our seamen 1 
went down. ; 

They said that our Duke was quite heart-broken by the calamity" 
which had befallen his family ; but his enemies found that he could 
subdue them, as well as master his grief. Successful as had beepj 
.this great General’s operations in the past year, they were fa?; 
enhanced by the splendour of Iris victory in the ensuing campaign. 
His G race the Captain-General went to England after Bonn, and 
our army fell back into Holland, where, in April, 1704, his Grace' 
again found the troops embanking from Harwich and landing at 
Mocslaud ttluys : thence his Grace came immediately to the Hague,' 
where lie received the foreign ministers, general oiiicers, and other 
people of quality. The greatest honours were paid to his Grace 
eveiywhere, - at the Hague, Utrecht, Kuremonde, and Maestriclit; 
the civic authorities coming to meet his coaches: salvos of cannon 
saluting him, canopies of state being erected for him where he 
stopped, and feasts prepared for the numerous gentlemen following 
in Ins suite. His Grace reviewed the troops of the Statcs-General 
between Liege and Ma.esir.clit, and afterwards the English forces,, 
under the command of General Churchill, near llois le-Due. Every, 
preparation was made for a long march ; and the army heard, with 
no small chit ion, tlmt it was the Oommander-in-( 'luef’s intention 
to carry the war out of the Low Countries, lyrnl to march on the 
Mozelle. Before leaving our camp at Maestriclit, ue heard that 
the Fiencli, under the Maisha) Villeroy, were also bound towards 
the Mozelle. 

Towards the eml of May, the army reached Coblentz; and next 
day, his Grace, and the generals accompanying him, went to visit 
the Elector of Treves at hi* Castle of EhrenbreiM.oin, the Horse 
and Dragoons passing the Rhine whilst the Duke was entertained 
at a grand feast, by the Elector. All as yet was novelty, festivity, 
and splendour, -a brilliant march of a gieat and glorious army 
through a friendly county, and sure through some of the most" 
beautiful scenes of nature, which 1 ever witnessed. 

The Foot and Artillery, following sifter the Horse as quick as 
possible, crossed the Ithine under Elirenbrcitstein, and so to Castel, 
over against Mayntz, in which city his Grace, bis generals, and 
his retinue were received at the landing-place by the Elector’s 
coaches, carried to his Highness’s palace amidst the thunder of 
cannon, and then once more magnilieently entertained. Gidlmgon, 
in Bavaria, was appointed as the general rendezvous of the army, 
; aiid thither, by different routes, the whole forces of English, Dutch} 
Danes, ami German auxiliaries took their way. The Foot and A rtillery 
dander General Ghurehill passed the Neekar, at Heidelberg; and 
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Esmond had an opportunity'of seeing that city and palace,'once so, 
/’famous and beautiful (though shattered and battered by the French,' 
;under Turenne, in the late war), where his grandsire had served; 
the beautiful and unfortunate Electress - Palatine, the first King ' 
v Charles’s sister. 

At Mindelshehu, the, famous Prince of Savoy came to visit our 
commander, all of us crowding eagerly to get a sight of that' 
brilliant and intrepid warrior; and our troops were drawn up ill 
battalia before the Prince, who was pleased to express his admira-" 
tion of this noble English army. At length we came in sight of 
the enemy between Pillingcn and Lawingon, the 1 front/, lying 
between the two armies. The Elector, judging that Ponauwort 
would be the point of his (1 race’s attack, aent, a strong detachment 
of his best troops to Donut Parvus, who was posted at Schellen- 
berg, near that place, where great intrenchmeiits were thrown uf),, 
and thousands of pioneers employed to strengthen the position. 

On the 2nd of July, his Grace stouned the post, itli what 
success on our part meil scarce be told, llis Grace advanced with 
six thousand Foot, English and Dutch, thirty squadrons, and three 
regiments of Impel ial Cuirassiers, the Duke crossing tlie river at 
the head of the cavalry. Although our troops made the attack 
with uuparnlleled comagi and fury,—rushing up to the very guns 
of the enemy, and being slaughtered befuio their works, —we were 
driven back many times, and should not have carried them, but 
that the Imperialists came up under the Prince of linden, when 
the enemy could make, no head against ns: we pursued him into 
the trenches, making a terrible slaughter then*, and into the very 
Danube, where a great, part of his troops, following the example of 
their generals, Count Darcos and the Elector himself, tried to save 
themselves by swimming. Our army entered Ponauwort, which 
the Bavarians evacuated ; and where ’twins said the Elector pur¬ 
posed to have given us a warm reception, by burning us in our 
beds; the cellars of the houses, when we took possession of them, 
"being found stuffed with straw. But though the links were there^ 
the link-boys had run away. The townsmen saved their hnu^|fp 
and our General took possession of the enemy’s ammunition in 
the arsenals, his stores, *»nd magazines. Five days afterwards a 
great ‘To Doom’ was sung in Prince Lewis’s army, and a solemn 
day of thanksgiving held In our own ; the Prince of Savoy’s 
compliments coming to his Grace the Captain - General during 
the day’s religious ceremony, anil concluding, as it were, with, 
an amen. 

And now, having seen a great military inarch through a friendly 
country ■ the pomps and festivities of more than one German court.j* 
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the severe struggle of a hotly-contested battle, and the triumph of- 
victory; Mr. Esmond beheld another part of military duty; our 
v troops entering the enemy's territory, and putting all around them 
to fire and sword ; burning farms, wasted fields, shrieking women, ■ 
slaughtered sons and fathers, and drunken soldiery, cursing and 
tcarousing in the midst of tears, terror, and murder. Why does the 
/stately Muse of history, that delights in describing tlu* valour of 
’ heroes and the grandeur of conquest, leave out these scenes, so 
brutal, mean, and degrading, that yet form by far the greater part 
of the drama of war > You, gentlemen of Kmrlaud, who live at 
. home at ease, and eompliment yourselves in tie 1 songs of triumph •„ 
with which our chieftains urn bepraised, ---you, pretty maidens, that 
come tumbling down the stairs when the file and (bum call you, 
am! huzza1 1 for the British Grenadiers.- do you take account that 
these items go to make up the amount of the triumph you admire, 
and form parr of the duties of the heroes you fondle? Our chief, 
'whom England and all Em ope, saving only the Frenchmen, wor¬ 
shipped almost, had llii* of the god-like in him, that lie was im¬ 
passible before victory, before danger, before defeat. Before the 
greatest obstacle or the most trivial ceremony; before a hundred 
thousand men diavvu in battalia, or a peasant slaughtered at the 
door of Ins burning ho\el , be.foie a carouse of drunken German 
lords, or a monarch's court, 01 a cottage-tabh', where his plans were 
laid, nr an enemy's baltery. vumiiing tl ime and death, and strewing 
corpses round about him . - he w;rs alwavr cold, ealm, resolute, like 
fate. He performed a treason or a coin I bow ; he told a falsehood 
as black as Styx, as easily as he paid a compliment or spoke about 
the weather. He took a mistress, and lett her ; lie betrayed his 
beiiefaeinr. and sup]iorted him, or would liave mtirdeied him.'with 
the same calmness alwa\s, and having no mote remorse than 
Olotlm. wlii'ii she weaves Hie thread, or Lada sis, when she cuts it. 
In the hour of batile J ha\c heard the Prince of Savoy's officers 
/say, the lb nice became possessed with a sort of warlike fury; his 
eyes lighted up , he nislied hithei and thither, raging ; lie shrieked 
curses aud encouragement, yelling and harking his bloody war-dogs 
on, and him?elf always at the first of the hunt. Our Duke was as 
1 calm at the mouth of ihe cannon, as at the door of a draw big-room. 

/ Perhaps lie could not have been the great man lie was, had he had 
'a heart either for love or hatred, or pity or fear, or regret or rc- 
y morse. He achieved the highest deed of daring, or deepest calculi 
/fcion of thought, as he performed the very meanest action of which 
/p, man is capable : told a lie, or cheated a fond woman, or robbed 
pit poor beggar of a halfpenny with a like awful serenity and equal 
Rapacity of the highest aud lowest acts of our nature. 
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ITis qualities were pretty well known in the army, where there! 
were parties of all politicks, and of plenty of shrewdness and wit^3 
hut there existed such a perfect confidence in him, as the first $ 
captain of the world, and such a faith and admiration in his prp«j| 
digious genius and fortune, that the very men whom he notoriously^ 
cheated of their pay, the chiefs whom he used and injured—(folff 
he used all men, great and small, that came near him, as his^j 
instruments alike, and took something of theirs, either some quality ^ 
or some property, -the blood of a soldier, it might be, or a jewelled 
hat, or a, hundred thousand crowns from a king, or a portion out iof ! i 
a starving sentinel's three farthings; or (when he was young) ay! 
kiss from a woman, and the gold chain oil’ her neck, taking all htt| 
coidd from woman or man, and having, as I have said, this of thef? 
god-like in him, that he could see a hero perish or a sparrow fall, »i 
with the same amount of sympathy for either. Not that lib had « 
no tears ; he could always order up this reserve at the proper'! 
moment to battle; he could draw upon tears or smiles alike, and'; 
whenever need was for using this cheap coin, lie would cringe to ■ 
a shoeblack, as lie would Hatter a minister or a monarch; bo ■ 
haughty, be humble, threaten, repent, weep, grasp your hand or-:, 
stab you whenever lie saw occasion)- Hut yet those of the army, 1 
wlm knew him best and had sudored most from him, admired him - 
most of all; and as he rode along the lilies to battle or gallopedf 
up in the nick of time to a battalion reeling from before the enemy’s.' 
charge or shot, the fainting men and officers got new courage as 
they saw the splendid calm of his face, and felt that his will made 
them irresistible. 

After the great victory of Blenheim the enthusiasm of the armv ? 
for the Duke, even of his bitterest personal enemies in it, amounted^ 
to a sort of rage—nay, the very officers who cursed him in their ‘ 
hearts, were among the most fiantick to cheer him. Who couldi 
refuse Ins meed of admiration to such a victory and such a victor$1 
Not he wlm writes : a, man may profess to be ever so much 
philosopher; but lie who fought on that day must feel a thrill of | 
prido as he recalls it. 

The French right was posted near to the village of Blenheim, on | 
the Danube, where the Marshal Tallard’s quarters were : their line]! 
extending through, it maybe, a league and a half, before Lutzingengj 
and up to a woody hill, round the base of which, and acting against!! 
the Prince of Savoy, were forty of liis squadrons. ITere was d|| 
village that the Frenchmen had burned, the wood being, in fact, a|| 
better shelter and easier of guard than any village. 

Before these two villages and the French lines ran a little stream^ 
not more than two foot broad, through a marsh (that was mostly 
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■^dried up from the heath of the weatheT), and this stream was the 
only separation between the two armies—ours coming up and rang¬ 
ing themselves in line of battle before the French, at six o’clock in 


jfhe morning ■ so that our line was quite visible to theirs ; and the 
Vhole of this groat plain was black and swarming with troops for 
a hours before the cannonading began. 

y On one side and the other this cannonading lasted many hours. 
The French guns being in position in front of t heir line, and doing 


severe damage among our Horse especially, and on our right wing 
of Imperialists under the Prince of Savoy, who could neither 
advauce Ins artillery nor his lines, the ground before him being 
■ cut up by ditches, morasses, and very dillieult of passage for the 


guns. 

It was past mid-day when the attack began on our left, where 
Lord Putts commanded, the bravest and most, beloved officer in the 
English army. And now, as if to make his experience in war com¬ 
plete, our young iiith-tfr-armp having seen two great armies facing 
each other in line of battle, and had the honour of riding with 
orders from one end to other of the. line, came in for a not uncom¬ 
mon accompaniment of military glory, and was knocked on the 
head, along with many hundred of brave fellow’s, almost, at the 
very commencement of this famous day of lilcnheim. A little 
after noon, the disposition for attack being completed with much 
delay and diMie.ulty, and under a severe five from theenemv’s guns, 
that were, hotter posted and more numerous than ours, a body of 
English and ilesbians, w.th Major (Journal Howe commanding at 
the extreme left of our line, marched upon Jilenhcim, advancing 
with great, gallantry, the Mnjor-deneral on foot, with lii.s officers, 
at the head of the column, and marching, with his hat off, 
'intrepidly in ilie face of the enemy, who was pom mg in a tre¬ 
mendous fire from his guns and musketry, to which our people 
were instructed not to reply, except with pike and bayonet when 
they reached the French palisades. To these Rowe walked 
intrepidly, and struck the w’ood-work with his sword, before our 
people cl i a reed it. He was shot down at the. instant with liis 
colonel, major, and several officers ; and our troops cheering and 
huzzaing, and coming on, as They did, with immense resolution 
and gallantry, were nevertheless stopped by the murderous fire 
from Ixilund the enemy’s defences, and then attacked in flank by a 
■ furious charge of French horse, which swept out of lilcnheim, and 
; eut down our men in great numbers. Three tierce and desperate 


'assaults of our Foot were made and repulsed by the enemy; so 
^fbtit our (olumns of Foot were quite shattered, and fell back, 
Scrambling over the little rivulet, which we had crossed so 
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resolutely an hour before, and pursued by the French cavalry,') 
slaughtering us and cutting us down. ‘‘ 

And now the conquerors were met by a furious charge of English ) 
horse under Esmond’s general, General Lumley, behind whose ;J 
■squadrons the flying Foot found refuge, and formed again, whilst } 
Lumley drove, back the French horse, charging up to the village of) 
Blenheim and the palisades where I love and many hundred more ; ; 
gallant Englishmen lay in slaughtered heaps. Beyond this - 
moment, and of this famous victory, IMr. Esmond knows nothing j .« 
for a shot brought down his horse and our youug gentleman on it,' 
who fell crushed and stunned under the animal ; and came to his - 
senses he knows not how long after, only to lose them again from 
pain and loss of blood. A dim sense, as of people groaning round , 
about him, a wild incoherent thought or two for her who occupied ; 
so much of his heart now, and that here his career, and his hopes, 
and misfortunes were ended, he remembers in t he course of these 
hours. When lie, woke up it was with a pang of extreme pain, 
his breast-plate was taken otf, his servant was holding his head up, ’ 
the good and faithful lad of Hampshiic 1 was blubbering over his 
master, whom lie found and had thought dead, and a surgeon was 
probing a wound in the shouldei, which he must. have, got at the 
same moment when his horse was shot and fell over jjim. The 
battle was over at this end of the field, by this time ; the village 
was in possession of the English, its brave defenders prisoners, or 
fled, or drowned, many of them, in the neighbouring waters of 
J)onau. But for honest Lockwood's faithful search after his 
master there hud no doubt been an end of Esmond here, and of 
this his story. The marauders were out rifling the bodies as they 
lay on the field, and .lack had brained one of ihese gently with 
the club-end of his musket, who laid eased Esmond of his hat and 
perriwig, his purse, and Jme silver-mounted pistols, which the 
dowager gave him, and was fumbling in his pockets for further 
treasure, when .lack Lockwood came up and put ail end to the 1 
scoundrel’s triumph. 

Hospitals for our wounded were established at. Blenheim, and 
here for several weeks Esmond lay in very great danger of his life ; 
the. wound was not very great, from which lie suffered, and the ball ' 
■ extracted by the surgeon on the spot where our young gentleman • 
• received it : but a fever set in next day, as he was lying in 
, hospital, and that almost carried him away. Jack Lockwood said 
r.he talked iir the wildest manner, during his delirium ; that he*' 
<. called himself the Marquis of Esmond, and seizing one of the. 

1 My mistress before I went this campaign sent me John Lockwood) 
out of Walcote, who hath ever since remained with me.—H. E. .of 
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^surgeon’s assistants who came to dress his wounds, swore that he 

I-was Madam Beatrix, and that he would make her a duchess if Bbc 
would but say yes. He was passing the days in these crazy fancies, y; 
|f,and mna somnia , whilst the army was singing £ Te Deum 7 for the 
^Victory, and those famous festivities were taking place at which 4; 
X'pur Duke, now made a Prince of the Empire, was entertained by,// 


^ the King of the Romans and his nobility. His draco went home 
(V by Berlin and Hanover, and Esmond lost the festivities which took 


A 

A 


vj . place at those cities, and which his general shared in company of 
/ the other general oilieers who travelleil w ith our great captain. X 
i When he could move it was by the Duke of Wirtcinburg's city of X 
l Stuttgart! that he made his way homewards, revisiting Heidelberg, ." 

again, whence lie went to Mauheim, and hence had a tetlious but / 

■ easy water journey down the river of Rhine, which he had thought ■ 
‘■a delightful and heautiful voyage indeed, hut that his heart was 
/ longing fur home, and something far more beautiful ami delightful. , 
As bright and welcome as the eyes almost, of his mistress slione 
the lights of’ Harwich, as the packet came in from Holland. It 
•- was not many hours ere he, Esmond, was in London, of that you 
- may he sure, and received with open arms by the old dowager of * 
Chelsea, who vowed in her jargon of Ficnch and English, that he ' 
‘‘ had the air nuhl>\ that his pallor cmhcllislied him, that he was an 
i Amadis and deserved a (iloriaua. and, oh' tlames and darts! what 

iT/ 

"/was liis joy at hearing that his mistress was mme into waiting, 
and was now with her Majesty at Kensington’ Although Mr. 
Esmond had told Jack Lockwood to get horses and they would 
ride tor Winchester that night ; when he henid this mws lie 
countermanded the horses at once ; his business lay no longer in 
Hants ; all Ids hope and desire lay within a couple of miles of him ‘‘ 
in Kensington Park wall. Poor llariv had nevir looked in the , 
glass before so eagerly to see whether he hail the l»l air, and his 
,, paleness really did become him : lie never took such pains 
/ about the cml of ins peimvig, and the taste of Ins embroidery and 
l,’point-lace, as notv, before Mr. Amadis presented ldmsclf to Madam 
fe-Gloriana. Was the tire of the French lines half so murderous as 

r j> 

the killing glances from her ladyship’s eyes r t Oh! darts and 
k raptures, how 7 beautiful were they ! 

iy And as, before the blazing rum of morning, the moon fades away 
XT in the sky almost invisibleEsmond thought, with a blush perhaps, 
SjXof another sw'eet pale face, sad and faint, and fading out of sight, 

/. with its sweet fond gaze of affection ; such a last look it seemed 
f\to cast as Euryiliee might have given, yearning after her lover, 
fywben Fate and Pluto summoned her, and she passed away into 
|>the shades. 
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CHAPTER X 


AN OLD STORY ABOUT A FOOL AMD A WOMAN 


Any taste for pleasure which Esmond had (and he liked to dcsipere- 
in loco, neither more nor less than most young men of his age) he 
could now gratify, to the utmost extent, and in the best company 

■ which the town alfordcd. When the army went into winter 
quarters abroad, those of the officers who had interest or money, 
easily got leave of absence, and found it much pleasanter to spend 
their time in Pall Mall and Hyde Paik, than to pass the winter 
away behind the fortifications of the dreary old Flanders 3was, 
where the English troops weie gathered. Yatches and packets 
passed daily between the Dutch and Flemish ports and Hfrwieli; 
the roads thence to London and the great inns were crowded with 
army gentlemen ; the taverns and ordinaries of the town swarmed 
with red-coats : and our great Duke’s levees at SI. .1 ames s were as 
thronged as they had been at Ghent and Brussels, where we treated 
him as he us, with the grandeur and ceremony of a sovereign. 
Though Esmond had been appointed to a Ueutenantey m the Fnsileer 
regiment, of which that celebrated officer, Brigadier .John Rich¬ 
mond Webb, was colonel, he had never joined the regiment, nor 
been introduced to its excellent commander, though they had made 
the same campaign together, and been engaged in tin* same battle. 
But being aide-de-camp to General Lmnley, who commanded the 
division of Horse, and the army marching to its point of destination 
oil the Danube by different routes, Esmond had not fallen in, as 
yet, with his commander and future comrades of the fort ; and it 
was in London, in Golden Hquure, where Major-General Webb 
lodged, that Gaptain Esmond had the honour of first paying his 
respects to his friend, patron, and commander of after days. 

Those who remember this brilliant and accomplished gentleman, 

1 may recollect his character, upon which he prided himself, 1 think,, 

■ not a little, of being the handsomest man in the army; a poet who, 
writ a dull copy of verses upon the battle of Oudcnarde three years 

(after, describing Webb, says :— 

/I 

1 To noble danger Webb conducts the way, 

Ilis great example all bis troops obey ; 

Before, the front the general sternly rides, ' ,« 

‘ With such an air as Mars to battle strides: -■ 

Propitious boa veil must sure a hero save, 

\ Like Paris handsome, and like Hector brave.’ , 
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Mr. Webb thought these verses quite as fine as Mr. Addison's, 
on the Blenheim Campaign, and, indeed, to be Hector <1 la mode 
de Paris, was a part of this gallant gentleman’s ambition. It would 
have been difficult to find an officer in the whole army, or amongst 
the splendid courtiers and cavaliers of the Mnison du Roy, that 
fought under ^ endosme and YilJeroy in the army opposed to ours, 
who was a more accomplished soldier and perfect gentleman, and 
either braver or better-looking. And, if Mr Webb believed of 
1 liimself what the world said of him, and was deeply convinced of 
his own indisputable genius, beauty, and vilour, who has a right 
to quarrel with him very much 9 This self-content of his kept him 
in general good humour, of which his friends and dependents got 
the benefit. 

He came of a very ancient Wiltshire family, which he respected 
above all families in the world ; he could prove a lineal descent 
from King Edward the First, and Ins first ancestor, Eoaldus de 
Richmond, rode l\v William the Conqueror’s side on 11 actings’field. 
‘We were gentlemen, Esmond,’ he used to say, ‘when the 
Churchills were horse-hoys.’ He was a voiy tall man, standing in 
his pumps six feet three inches (in his great jack-hoots, with his 
tall fair pen iwig, and hat and fcafhci, he 1 could not have been less 
than eight feet high). ‘I am taller than Cliuichill,’ he would say, 
surveying himself in tin 1 glass, ‘and 1 am a better made man ; and 
if the women won't like a mail that hasn't a wait on lus nose, 
faith, 1 can’t Imlp myself, and (’him loll lias the better of me there.’ 
Indeed, he was always measuring him.-eif with the Duke, and 
always asking his friends to measure them. And talking in this 
frank way, as lie would do, over his cups, wags would laugh and 
encourage him ; friends would he sorry for him ; schemers and 
Hatterer- would egg him on. and tale-bearers cairv the stories to 
headquarters, and widen the difference which already existed there 
between the great captain and one of the ablest and bravest 
lieutenants lie evci had. 

His rancour against the Duke was so apparent, that one saw it 
iu the lust half hour’s conversation with General Webb; and his 
lady, who adored her General, and thought him a hundred times 
taller, handsomer, and braver than a prodigal nature had made 
him, hated the great Duke with such an intensity as it becomes 
faithful wives to leel against their husbands’ enemies. Not that 
my Lord Duke was so yet ; Mr. Webb had said a thousand things 
against him, which his superior had pardoned ; and his Grace, 
whose spies were everywhere, had heard a thousand things more 
that Webb had never said. But it cost this great man no pains 
'to pardon ; and lie passed over an injury or a benefit alike easily. 
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Should any child of mine take tlu* pains to read these, his 
ancestor’s memoirs, J would not have him .Judge of the great Duke 
hy what a (‘©temporary has written of him. No man hath been, 
so immensely lauded and decried as this great statesman and- 
warrior; as, indeed, no man ever deserved better the very greatestg 
praise and the strongest censure. If the present writer joins with - 
the latter faction, very likely a. private pique of his own may be-’ 
the cause of his ill feeling. 

On presenting himself at the ('omniander-in-Ohicf’s levee, his, 
(Trace had not the least remembrance <>f (General Lumley’s aide-de* 
r/iuij), and though lie. knew Esmond's laimlv periectly well, having 
served with both lords (my Lord Francis and the Viscount, 
Esmond’s father) in Flanders, and in the Duke of York's Guard, 
the Duke of Marlborough, who vs a* Iricndly and serviceable to the 
(so-styled) legitimate representatives of the Viscount Gasiihwood, 
took no sort of notice of the poor lieutenant, who bote their name. 
A word of kindness or acknowledgment, or a single glance of 
approbation, might have changed Esmonds opinion of the great 
man ; and instead of a satire, which liL pen cannot, help writing, 
who knows but that the humbly historian might have taken the 
other side of panegyi iek } We. have but to change the point of view, 
and the greatest action looks mean, as we turn the perspective- 
glass, and a giant appears a. pigmy. ’S ou may describe, but who 
can tell whether your sight is clear or not, or your means of 
information accurate t Had (he gieat man said but a word of 
kindness to the small one (as he would have .stepped out of his 
gilt chariot to shake hands with Lazarus in rags and sores, if lie 
thought Lazarus could have been of any service to him), no doubt 
Esmond would have fought for him with pen and sword to the 
utmost of his might; but my lord the lion did not want master 
mouse at this moment, and so Muscipulus went ott and nibbled 
in opposition. 

So it was, however, that a young gentleman, who, in the eyes 
of his family, and in his own, doubtless, was looked upon as a, 
consummate hero, found that, the great hero of the day took no, 

' * * i j 

more notice of him than of the smallest drummer in his Grace’s 
army. The dowager at Ghelsea was furious against this neglect 
of her family, and had a great battle with Lady Marlborough (ask 
Lady Castlewood insisted on calling the Duchess). ller Grace' 
was now Mistress of the. Lobes to her Majesty, and one of the 
greatest personages in this kingdom, as her husband was in all ; 

1 i 

1 This passage in the Memoirs of Esmond is written on a leaf inserted;;' 
into the MS. hook and dated 1714, probably after lie had heard of th$ ; 
Duchess’s death. y 
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Europe, and the battle between the two ladies took place in the 
Queen's drawing-room. 

The Duchess in reply to my aunt’s eager clamour, said 
haughtily, that she had done her best for the legitimate branch of 
■. the Esmonds, and could not be expected to provide for the bastard 
brats of the family. 

‘Dastards,’ says the Viscountess, in a fury, 'there are 
bastards amongst the Churchills, as your (.trace knows, and the 
Duke of De.rwick is provided for well enough.’ 

‘Madam,’ says the Duchess, ‘you know whose fault it. is that 
there are no such dukes in the Esmond family too, and how that 
little scheme of a certain lady miscarried.' 

Esmond’s friend, Dick Steele, who was in waiting on the Prince, 
heard the controversy between the ladies at Court. ‘And faith,’ 
says Dick, ‘I think, Harry, thy kinswoman had the worst of it’ 

Hi* could not. keep the story quiet: ’twas all o\ci the colfee- 
houses ere night: il was printed in a News Letter before a month 
was over, and ‘The reply of her (bare the Duchess of M-rlb-r-gh 

to a Popish Lady of the Court once a favourite of the late K.- 

J-m-s’ was printed in hall a dozen places, with a note stating that 
‘ this duchess, when the head of this lady’s family came by his death 
lately in a latal duel, never rested until she got. a pension for the 
orphan heir, and w idow r , from her Majesty’s bounty." The squabble 
did not advance poor Esmond's promotion much, and indeed made 
him so ashamed of himself that lie dai"d not show Ids face at the 
Commander in-Chiefs h roes again. 


During those eighteen months which had passed since Esmond 
saw his dear mistress, her good father, the old Dean, (putted this 
life, hrm in Ins principles to the very last, and enjoining his family 
always t.» rememhei that the Queen’s hrm her, King -Tames the 
Third, was then rightful sovereign. He made a very edifying end, 
as his daughtei told Esmond, and, not a little to her surprise, after 
liis death (for lie had lived always very poorly) my lady found that 
her father had left, no Jess a sum than £‘1000 behind him, which 
he bequeathed to hei. 

With this little fortune Lady Castlewmod was enabled, when 
her daughter's tuni at, Court come, to came to London, where she 
, took a small genteel house at Kensington in the neighbourhood of 
’ the Court, bringing her children with her, and here it was that 
, Esmond found his friends. 

j. As for the young lord, his university career had ended rather 
Abruptly. Honest Tuslier, his governor, had found my young 
^.gentleman quite ungovernable. IVly lord worried his life away with 
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tricks; and broke out, as home-bred lads will, into a hundred 
youthful extravagances, so that Dr. Bentley, the new master of 
Trinity 1 ', thought fit to write to the Viscountess Castlewood, my 
lord's mother, and beg her to remove the young nobleman from a 
college when; he declined to learn, and where he only did harm by 
his riotous example. Indeed, I believe he nearly set lire to Ncvil’s 
Court, that beautiful new quadrangle of our college, which Sir 
Christopher AVren had lately built. He knocked down a proctor’s 
man that wanted to anest him in a midnight prank ; he gave a 
dinner party oil the I’mice of Wales's birthday, which was within 
a fortnight of his own, and the twenty young gentlemen then 
present sallied out after lheir wine, having toasted King James’s 
health with open windows, and sung cavalier songs, and shouted 
1 Cod save the King' ’ in the great court, so that the master came 
out of his lodge at midnight, and dissipated the riotous assembly. 

This was my lord’s crowning freak, and the Rev. Thomas Tusher, 
domestiok chaplain to the Eight llonouiable the .Lord \ iscount 
Castlewood, finding his prayers and sermons of no earthly avail 
to his lordship, gave up his duties of governor ; went and married 
his brewer’s w'idow at Southampton, and took her and her money 
to his pai.xonage-house at Castlewood* 

My lady could not be angry with her son for drinking King 
James’s health, being herself a loyal Tory, as all the Castlewood 
family W'ere, and acquiesced with a sigh, knowing, perhaps, that her 
refusal would be of no avail to the young lord’s desire for a military 
life. She would have liked him to be in Mr. L.-.nioud’s regiment, 
hoping that Harry might art as guaidian and adviser to his way¬ 
ward young kinsman ; but my young lord would hear of nothing 
but the Cuards, and a commission was got for him in the Duke of 
Ormond's regiment, so Esmond found my lord, ensign and lieutenant 
when he returned from Cennany after the Blenheim campaign. 

Tin 1 effect produced by both Lady Casllewood's children when 
they appeared in publick was extraordinary, and the whole town 
speedily rang with their fame ; such a beautiful couple, it was 
declared, never had been seen ; the voung maid of honour was 
toasted at every table and tavern, and as for my young lord, his 
good looks were even more admired than his sister’s. A hundred 
songs were written about the pair, and as the fashion of that day 
was, my young lord was praised in these Anaercouticks as warmly 
as Bathyllus. You may lie sure that he accepted very complacently 
the town’s opinion of him, and acquiesced with that frankness and 
charming good-hmnour he always showed in the idea that he was, 
the prettiest fellow in all London. 'T;' 

The old Dowager at Chelsea, though she could never be got to 
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.acknowledge that Mistress Beatrix was any beauty at all (in which 
opinion, as it may be imagined, a vast number of the ladies agreed 
; with her), yet, on the very first sight of young Castle wood, she 
. owned she fell in love with him ; and Henry Esmond, on his 
return to Chelsea, found himself quite superseded in her favour 
; by her youugcr kinsman. The feat of drinking the King's health 
,, at Cambridge would have won her heart, she said, if nothing else 
did. ‘How hud the dear young fellow got sueh beauty'?’ she 
asked. ‘ Not from his fatliei—■certainly not from his mother. 

■ How had lie come by such noble manners, and the perfect l>el air? 
.That countrified Waleote widow could never have taught him.’ 
Esmond had his own opinion about tlm countrified Waleote widow, 
who had a, quiet grace, and serene kindness, that had always seemed 
to him the perfection of good bleeding, though he did not. try to 
argue this point with his aunt.. But lie could agiee in most of 
the praises which the enraptured old dowager bestowed on my 
Lord Yiseount. than whom lie never lx held a mote Juseinatmg and 
charming gentleman. Castlewood had not wit so much as enjoy¬ 
ment. ‘Tim lad look.', good things.’ Mr. Steele used to say ; 'and 
his laugh lights up a com ersution a 1 'much as ten repnrtios fiom 
Mr. Congreve. I would as soon sit over a bottle with him as with 
Mr. Addisyn ; and rather listen to his talk than beat Nieolini. 
Was ever man 'O giaeefull^ dumb as my land ('a.-tlevood } I 
would give anything to carry mv wne’ (though, indu'd, Hick bore 
his very kindly, and plenty of it. too) ‘life this incomparable 
young man When he u Miber he E delightful ; and when tipsy, 
perfectly n resistible.' And ivlemng to his favourite. Shahspearo 
(who was ipiite out of fashion until Circle luougiit him back into 
tin 1 mode). Hick (ompated Lord Castlewood to J’rime Hal, and 
was plea'cd to dub Esmond as Ancient Pistol. 

The Mistress of tin- Robes, the gieutest lady in England after 
tile Queen, oi even before her Majesty, as tin* world said, though 
she could never be got to ,sa\ a civil woid to Builm, whom she 
had promoted to her place of maid of human. look her biother 
into instant favour. When voting Castlewood, m his new uniform, 
and lookiug like a prince out of a fairy tale, went, to pay his duty 
7 to her Grace, slie looked ;.f him for a minute in silence, the voung 
man blushing and in confusion before her, then fairly bmst out 
a-crying, and kissed him before her daughters and company. ‘He 
S ^vas my bov's friend,’she said, through her sobs. ‘ My Bland ford 


might have been like him.’ And everybody saw, alter this mark 
,bf the Duchess’s favour, that my young lord's promotion was 
;■secure, and people crowded round the favourite’s favourite, who 
4 became vaiuer end gayer, and more goud-liunionred than ever. 
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Meanwhile Madam Beatrix was making her conquests on her 
own side, and amongst them was one poor gentleman, who had 
been shot by her young eyes two years before, and had never been 
quite cured of that wound ; lie knew, to be sure, how hopeless any 
passion might be, directed in that quarter, and had taken that 
best, though ignoble, tv medium amort's, a speedy retreat from 
before the charmer, and a long absence, from her; and not being 
dangerously smitten in the first instance, Esmond pretty soon got 
the better of his complaint, and if lie had it still, did not know 
he had it, and bore it easily. But when he returned after Blen¬ 
heim, the young lady of sixteen, who had appeared the most 
beautiful object his eyes had ever looked on two years back, was 
now advanced to a perfect ripeness and perfection of l»eauty such 
as instantly enthralled the poor devil, who had already bee a 
fugitive from her charm* Then he had seen her but for two 
days, and tied ; now he beheld her day after day, and when she 
was at Court, watched after her ; when she was at home, made one 
of the family party; when she went abroad, rode after her mother’s 
chariot ; when she appeared in publiek places, was in the box near 
her, or in the pit looking at her ; when she went to church, was 
sure to be there, though he might not. listen to the sermon, and 
be ready to hand her to her chair if she deigned to accept of his 
services, and select him from a score of young men who were 
always hanging round about hei. When she went away, accom¬ 
panying her Majesty to Hampton Court, a darkness fell over } 
London, (bids, what nights has Esmond passed, thinking of her, 
rhyming about her, talking about her ' 11 in friend 1 >b-k Steele was 
at this time courting the young lady, Mrs. Scurlock, whom he 
married ; she had a lodging in Kensington Square, hard by my 
Lady (Jastlcwond’s house there. Dick and Harry being on the i 
same errand used to meet constantly at Kensington. They 'were ; 
always prowling about that place, or dismally walking thence, or/ 
eagerly miming thither. They emptied score* of bottles at the 
King’s Arms, each man prating of his love, and allowing the other ( 
to talk on condition that he minht have his own turn as a listener. 
Hence arose an intinrey between them, though to all the rest of' 
their frieuds they must have been insufferable. Esmond’s verses, 
to ‘Gloriana at the Ila.psichord,’ to ‘Gloriana’s Nosegay/ to, 
‘Gloriana at Court,’ appeared this year in the Obsrrvafor. - -Have," 
you never read them 1 ? They were thought pretty poems, and/ 
attributed by some to Mr. Prior. 

This passion did not escape—how should it ?—the clear eyes,' 
of Esmond’s mistress: lie told her all: wdiat will a man not do 
when frantick with love? To what baseness will he not demean; 
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himself? What pangs will he not make others suffer, so that he 
may ease his selfish heart of a part of its own pain 1 Day after day 
he would seek his dear mistress, pour insane hopes, supplications, 
rhapsodies, raptures, into her ear. She listened, smiled, consoled, 
with untiring pity and sweetness. Esmond was the eldest of her 
children, so she was pleased to say ; and as for her kindness, who • 
ever had or would look for aught rise from one who was an angel 
of goodness and pity? After what has been said, ’tin needless 
almost to add that poor Esmond's suit was unsuccessful. What 
was a nameless, penniless lieutenant to do, when some of the 
greatest in the land were in the field? Esmond never so much ■ 
as thought of asking permission to hope so far above his reach as 
he knew this prize was -and pu**ed his foolish, useless life in 
mere abject sighs and impotent longing. What nights of rage, 
what da\s of torment, of passionate unfulfilled desire, of sickening 
jealousy, can lie recall ! JJeatrix thought no more of him than of 
the lacquey that followed her chair. His complaints did not touch 
her in the least; hi* raptures lather fatigued her . she eared for 
his verses no more than foi Dan Chancer 1 ,*, who’s dead these ever 
so many bundled years; she did not hate him; she lathei despised 
him, and just suffered him 

One da), after talking to Jleatrix’s motliei. his dear, fond, 
constant, mistiess- for horns- fm all day along - pouring out his 
flame and his passion, hi* despair and rage, returning again and 
again to the theme, pacing the loom, >earing up the flower* on the 
table, twist mg and breaking into bits I he wax out of tin* stand- 
dish, and perfuming a hundred mad beaks of passionate folly; 
seeing his mistiv.-s at last quite pale and tired out with sheer 
weal me.-* bf compassion, and watching over hi* fever for tilt: 
hundredth lime, Esmond seized up his hat. and look his leave. 
As lie got into Kensington Square, a sense of remnise clone over 
him Ibr the weni'-une pain he had been inflicting upon the dcnre*t 
and kindest friend ever man had. lie went bark to the house, 
.where the servant still stood at the open door, ran up the stairs, 
and found Ins mist,res* where In hud left hei in the embrasure of 
the window, looking over the fields towards Chelsea. She laughgd, 
wiping away at the same time (he teais which were hi her kind 
eyes; lie flung himself down on his knees, and buried his head in 
her lap. She had in her hand the stalk of one of tue flowers, a 


pink, that he had torn to pieces. * Oh, pardon me, pardon me, 
my dearest and kindest.’ he said ; ‘T am in hell, and you aio the 
ailgel that brings me a drop of water.’ 

f I am vour mother, vou are mv son, ami I love You always,' 
she said, folding her hands over him ; and he went away comforted 
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and humbled in mind as he thought of that amazing and constant 
love and tenderness with which this sweet lady ever blessed and 
pursued him. 


CHAPTER XI 


THE FAMOUS MR. .TOSEPiT AUDI SOTS' 


The gentlemen ushers had a table at Kensington, and the guard 
a very splendid dinner daily at St. James’s, at either of which 
ordinaries Esmond was free to dine. Dick Steele liked the, guard- 
table better than his own at the gentlemen ushers', where there 
was less wine and mo:e ceremony ; and Esmond had many a joUy 
afternoon in company of his friend, and a hundred times at least 
saw Dick into his chair. If time is verity in wine, according to 
the old adage, what an amiable-natured character Dick’s must 
have been ! In proportion as he took in wine he overflowed with 
kindness. His talk was not witty so much as charming. He 
never said a word that could anger anybody, and only became the 
more benevolent tin* more tipsy lie grew. Many of the wags 
derided the poor fellow in his cups, and chose him as a butt for 
their satire ; 1ml there was a, kindness about him, ami a sweet 
playful fancy, that seemed to Esmond far more charming than the 
pointed talk of the brightest wits, with llieir elaborate repartees 
and affected severities. I think Steele slnme. rathei than sparkled. 
Those famous br<ou-o<j>n'tK of the codec-houses (Mr. William 
Congreve, for instance, when his gout and his grandeur permitted 
him to come among us) would make many brilliant hits-- half a 
dozen in *a night sometimes -but, like sharp-shooters, when they 
,f> had fired their shot, they were, obliged to retire under cover, till 
their pieces were loaded again, and "wait till they got another 
chance at their enemy; whereas Dick never thought that his 
-JJtottlc-eorapauion was a butt to aim at—only a friend to shake by 
The hand. The poor fellow had half the town in his confidence; 
everybody knew everything about his loves and his debts, his 
creditors or his mistress’s obduracy. When Esmond first came on 
' to the town honest Dick was all iiames and raptures for a young 
lady, a West India fortune, whom he married. In a couple of 
years the lady was dead, the fortune was all but spent, and the 
honest .widower was as eager in pursuit of a new paragon of beauty 
as if he had never courted and married and buried the last one. 

Quitting the guard-table on one sunny afternoon, when by chance, 
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Dick had a sober fit upon him, he and his friend were making 
their way down Germain Street, and Dick all of a sudden left his 
. companion’s arm, and ran after a gentleman, who was poring over 
;_a folio volume at tin- bookshop near to St. James’s Church. He 
was a fair, tall man, in a snuff-coloured suit, with a plain sword, 
,‘very sober and almost shabby in appearance, — at least, when 
compared to Captain Steele, who loved to adorn his jolly round 
person with the finest of clothes, and shone in scarlet and gold' 
lace. The Captain rushed up, then, t<, the student of the book¬ 
stall, took him in his anus hi urged him, and would have kissed 
him,--for Dick was always hugging and binding ]iis friends,-—but 
the other stepped back with a flush on Ins pale face, seeming to 
decline this publiek manifestation of Steele’s legal d. 

‘My dearest Joe, when* hast thou hidden thyself this age?’ 
cries the Captain, still holding both his friend’s hands. ‘ I have 
been languishing for thee this fortnight.’ 

‘A fortnight is not an age, Dick.’ says the other, very good- 
humouredly. (Ho had light, blue eyes. extraordinary bright, and 
a lace perfectly regular and handsome, like a tinted statue.) 4 And 
I have been hiding invsolf,- - w'hcre do you think !' 

‘What! not across the water, my dear Joe?’ says Steele, with 
a look of great alarm ■ ‘thou kuowest J have always- 

‘No.’s.iAS his friend, interrupting him with a smile: ‘wo are 
not conn* t<> such straits as that. hick. I have been hiding, sir, 
at a place where people never think of finding you, at my own 
lodgings, whither 1 am going to smoke a pipe now' and drink a 
glass of sack : will your honour emne !' 

‘Harry Esmond, come hither," erics out Dick. ‘Thou hast 
lieaid me talk over and over again of my dearesi Joe, my guardian- 
angel.’ 


‘ Indeed,’ says Mr. Esmond, with a bow, ‘it is not from you 
only that 1 have learnt to admire Mr. Addison. We loved good 
poetry at Caiuhtidge, as well as at Oxford; and I have sonic of 
yours by healt, though I have put on a red-eoat. . . . “O, qui 
canoro blandms (hpliro voeale dueis cat men ; ” shall 1 go on, sir'I ’ 
says Mr. Esmond, who, indeed, had read and loved the charming 
Latin poems of Mr. Addison, as, every scholar of that time knew 
and admired Hum. 


‘ This is Ca]itain Esmond, who was at Blenheim,’ says Steele. 


‘Lieutenant Esmond/ says the other, with a low bow ; ‘at Mr. 


Addison’s service,’ 


s ‘I have heard of yon/ says Mr. Addison, with a smile: as, 
indeed, everybody about town had heard that unlucky story about 
/Eamoud’s dowaVr aunt and the Duchess. 
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‘We were going to the George, to take a bottle before the 
play/ says Steele; ‘wilt thou be one, Joe 'l’ 

Mr. Addison said his own lodgings were hard by, where he 
was still rich enough to give, a good bottle of wine to his friends; 
and iuvited the two gentlemen to his apartment in the, Iiayinaiket, 
whither we accordingly weut. 

‘ I shall get credit with my landlady/ says he, with a smile, 
‘when she sees two such tine gentlemen as you come up my stair.' 
And lie politely made his visitors welcome to his apartment, which 
was indeed but a shabby one, though no grandee of the hind could 
receive his guests with a more perfect and courtly grace than this 
gentleman. A fmgal dinner, consisting of a slice of meat and a 
penny loaf, was awaiting the owner of the lodgings. ‘My wine is 
better than my meat/ says Mr. Addison ; ‘ my Loid Halifax sein/ 
me the Burgundy.’ And he set a bottle, and glasses before his 
friends, and ate his simple dinner in a very few minutes ; aft t 
which the three fell to, and began to drink. ‘You sec,’ says Mr. 
Addison, pointing to his wiiting-table, whereon was a map of the 
action at lloclistedt, and sacral other gazettes and pamphlets 
relating to the battle, ‘that T, too, am busy about ymu affairs, 
captain. I am engaged as a poeiic.il gazetteer, to say truth, and 
am writing u poem on the campaign.’ 

So Esmond, at the request of his Host, told Him what‘lie knew 
about the famous battle, drew the river on the table u/ii/uo uuru, 
and with the aid of some bits of tobacco pipe, showed the, advance 
of the left wing, where he had been engaged. 

A sheefapr two of the verses lay already on tin* table beside our 
bottles and glasses, and Hick having plentifully refreshed himself 
from the latter, took up the pages of manuscript, writ out with 
scarce a blot or correction, in the aurhoi’s slim, neat handwriting, 
and began to read therefrom with great emphasis and volubility. 
At pauses of the verse the euthusiastick reader stopped and fired 
off a great salvo of applause. 

Esmond smiled at the enthusiasm of Addison’s friend. ‘You 


are like, the German Eurghers/ says he, ‘and 
Mozelle ; when our army came to a halt, 


the I‘riii ces on the 
they always sent a 


deputation to compliment the chief, and tired a salute with all 


- their artillery from their walls.’ 


‘And drunk the groat chief’s health afterward, did not they V 
says Captain Steele, gaily filling up a bumperhe never was 
tardy at that sort of acknowledgment of a friend’s merit. 


‘And the Duke, since you will have me act his Grace's part/ 


says Mr. Addison, with a smile and something of a blush, ‘pledged 
his friends iu return. Most Serene Elector of Cdvent Garden, I - 
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'drink to your Highness’s health,’ ai^ he filled himself a glass, , 
Joseph required scarce more pressing than Dick to that sort of, 
^junnscincnt; but the wine never seemed at all to fluster Mr. 4 
‘Addison’s brains; it only unloosed Lis tongue, whereas Captain > 
Steele’s head and speech were quite overcome by a single bottle. 4 
No matter wliat the verses were, and, to say tiuth, Mr. Esmond 
"found some of them more than indifferent, Dick’s enthusiasm for 
his chief never faltered, and in every line fiom Addison’s pen, 
Steele found a master-stroke. T>y the time Dick had come to that 
part of the poem, wherein the bal'd describe* as blandly as though 
, he were recording a dance at the opera, or a harmless bout of 
• bucolick cudgelling at a village fair, that bloody and ruthless part' 

1 of our campaign, with the remembrance whereof, ct«*ry soldier who 
bore a part in it must sicken Avitli shame,- when we were oidered 
to ravage and lay waste the Elector’s country: and with fire and 
murder, slaughter and crime, a great part of his dominions was 
overrun ;—when hick came to the lines: 


1 111 \ ciigc.incf ron-cd the soldier till-, hi-'hand 
\\ uii sv>oid ami fur. and i:i\airrs tin- hind. 

In 1 tackling llaiiii-'- .1 thousand harvests hum, 

A tiinii'-uud \illugfs to ashes lain. 

To 1 lie thn-k wood - tin* woolly Hock'- rein at. 

• And nij\cd uiili Inflow mg lieids cunlu-cdlv Meat. 

Tinir 1 1 codding lords Ihe conunou shade partake, 

And i Hi s ot aidants muiuc 111 mry Make 
Tin li-uenuig ^oldn r fi.vi >i m soiiow stands, 
both to ohi-y his leaders |iH, ec'iuinaiuh. 

The leadi 1 gri"\es. hy generous j.ity swayed, 

To see In's just •■oinmainh so well ot'e^ed : r 

bv litis time wine and friendship had brought poor Diek to a 
perfectly maudlin state, and ho hiccupped out the last line with a 
tenderness that set one of his auditors a-laughing. 

! ‘ I admit c I he licence of you poets,’ says Esmond to Mr. 

Addison, (hick, after leading of the verses, was fain to go off, 

;insisting on kissing his two dear friends before his departure, and 
reeling away with his perriwig over his eyes.) ‘I admire your 
rart: the murder of the campaign is done to military inusiek, like a 
battle at the opera, and the virgins shriek in harmony, as our 
'..victorious grenadiers march into their villages, ho vou know* 
1 what a scene it was? 3 (fly this time, perhaps, the wine had 
! warmed Mr. Esmond's head too)—‘wliat a triumph you are 
' Celebrating ? what scenes of shame and horror were enacted, over 
■which the commander's genius presided, as calm as though he 
^didn’t belong to our sphere? You talk of the “listening soldier 
Infixed in sorrow', 1 ” the “leader’s grief swayed by generous pity;” 
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$to my belief the leader car^j no more for bleating flocks than he$ 
s/did for infants' cries, and many of our ruffians butchered one or'jj 
pthe other with equal alacrity. I was ashamed of my trade whettjt 
/I saw those horrors perpetrated, which caine under every man’s'J 
^eyes. You hew out of your polished verses a stately image ofj$ 
> smiling victory ■ I tell you ’tis au uncouth, distorted, savage idol 0 
hideous, bloody, and barbarous. The rites performed before it : -| 
are shocking to think of. You great poets should show it as it$ 
is—ugly and horrible, not beautiful ami serene. Oh, sir, had -j 
you made the campaign, believe me, you never would have sung ’’ 
, it so.’ " if 

During this little outbreak, Mr. Addison was listening, smoking } 
out of his long pipe, and smiling very placidly. ‘What would-' 
you have ? 5 says he. £ In our polished days, and according tu the-^ 
rules of art, ’tis impossible that the Muse should depict torturesd 
. or begrime her hands with the horrors of war These are indicated'.; 
, rather than described , as in the Greek tragedies, that, I dare say,-'; 
;< you have read ; (and sure there can be no more elegant specimens of,,' 
composition:) Agamemnon is slain, or Medea's children destroyed ,7 
„ away from the scene ; - -the chorus occupying the stage mid singing/ 
' of the action to pathctick musiek. Something of this 1 attempt, my ?! 
dear sir, in my humble way: ‘tis a panegyrick I mean to write,/ 
: and not a satire. Were 1 to sing as you would have me, the town 
would tear the poet in pieces, and burn his book by the hands of. 
the common hangman. Do you not use tobacco? Of all the;' 
/weeds grown on earth, sure the nicotian is the most soothing andf, 
salutary. We must paint our great Duke.’ Mr. Addison went on,,, 
‘not as a man, which no doubt he is, with weaknesses like the ;; 

1 , a 

rest of us, but as a hero. Tis iu a triumph, not a battle, that 
your humble servant in riding his sleek Pegasus. \Yc college-poets 
trot, you know, on very easy nags , it hath been, time out of mind,. 
part of the poet’s profession to celebrate the actions of heroes in’.' 
verse, and to sing the deeds which you men of war perform. I •' 
must follow the rules of my art, and the composition of such a 
!-.strain as this must he harmonious and majestic,k, not familiar, or * 


,■ too near the vulgar t.ath. Si jtarva liat: if Virgil could invoke; 
&jbhe divine Augustus, a humbler poet from the hanks of the Isis/ 
fjihnay celebrate a victory aud a conqueror of our own nation, in'; 
whose triumphs every Briton has a share, and whose glory and t 
genius contributes to every citizen’s individual honour. When| 
>, hath there been, since our Henrys and Edwards’ (lays, such a.'; 
if great feat of arms as that from which you yourself have brought! 
f away marks of distinction ? If ’tis in my power to sing that song?| 
/;*?Worthily, I will do so, and be thankful to my Muse. If I fail 
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a poet, as a Briton at least I will slipw my loyalty, and fling up % 
my cap and huzzah for the conqueror: £ 

?■' -‘ “ Rhoni pacator et Iatri, / ; 

!' Omnis in line uuo variis diseordia ciessit „ 

v Oi-iiinilms ; l;i‘tatur rques, plamljtqur senator. *,* 

I Votaqm* patricio certant plebcia lavori."’ 

K 

‘There were as brave men on that field.' says Mr. Esmond., 
r (who never could be made to love tlie Duke of Marlborough, nor, 
to forget those stories which he used to hear in his youth regarding 
that great chiefs selfishness and treachery), 1 there were men at ‘ 
Blenheim as good as the leader, whom neither knights nor senators 
• applauded, nor voices plebeian or patrician favoured, and who lie - 
there forgotten, under the clods. What poet is theie to sing them 1 ’■ 

‘To sing the gallant souls of heroes sent to Hades !’ says Mr., ' 
Addison, with a smile: ‘would you celebrate them all ? If I : 
may venture to question anything in such an admirable vork, the 
catalogue of the ships in Homer hath always appeared to me as • 
somewhat wearisome; what laid the poem been, supposing the ’ 
writer had ehronicled the* names of captains, lieutenants, rank and 
file? One of the in cutest of a great man’s qualities is success; , 
’tis the result of all the others: ’tis a latent power in him which 
- compels tin* favour of the gods, and subjugates fortune. Of all his 
•gifts 1 admire that one in the gr<a> 3 lari borough. To be brave? 

■ every man is brave. But in being victorious, as he is, t fancy 
there is something divine. In presence of the occasion, the great 
soul of the leader shines out, and the god is confessed. Death 
itself respects him, and passes by him to lay others low. War 
.and carnage flee before him to ravage other parts of the field, as 1 
Hector from before the divine Achilles. You say he hath no pity; 
Tio more have the gods, who are above it, and superhuman.. The 
fainting battle gathers strength at his aspect ; and wherever he > 
4 rides, victory charges with him.’ 

7 A couple of days after, when Mr. Esmond revisited his poetiek ' 
ffriend, he found this thought, struck out in the fervour of eon- 
irversutinn, improved and shaped into those famous lines, which are 
;jin tiutli the noblest in the poem of the ‘Campaign . 5 As tin. two 
^gentlemen sat engaged in talk, Mr. Addison solacing himself with - 
J'his customary pipe; the little maid-servant that waited on his 
^lodging came up, preceding a gentleman in fine laced clothes, that 
;,]bad evidently been figuring at Court or a great man’s levee. The 
^Courtier coughed a little at the smoke of the pipe, and looked,round 
|$hc room curiously, which was shabby enough, as was the jwner 
£ih lus worn snuff-coloured suit and plain tie-wig. , ,, i 

SkwAxi-: . ", -v* 
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‘How goes on the magimni opus, Mr. Addison?' says the ■ 
; Court gentleman on looking down at the papers that were on, < 
the table. * 4 

‘We were but now over it , 5 says Addison (the greatest courtier! 
in the land could not have a more splendid politeness, or greater" 
dignity of manner); ‘here is the plan , 5 says he, ‘on the table 
hnc ibfit tii mo is, here ran tin; little river Nobel, hie est Sigritt \ 
tell us, here are Tal lard’s (piarters, at the bowl of this pipe, at the , 
attack of which Captain Esmond was present. I have the honour; 
to introduce him to Mr. Hoyle ; and Mr. Esmond was but now > 
depicting alir/uo pnrlin mirfa mrra , when you came in.’ In truth ; 
the two gentlemen had been so engaged when the visitor arrived,.' 
and Addison in his smiling way, speaking of Mr. Webb, Colonel of" 
Esmond’s regiment, (who commanded a brigade in the action, and,; 
greatly distinguished himself there), was lamenting that lie could: 
find never a suitable rhyme for Webb, otherwise tin; brigadiot should 
have had a place in the poet's verses. ‘Ami for you, you are but 
a lieutenant,' says Addison, ‘and the Muse can't occupy herself 
writh any gentleman under the rank of a iield-ofliecr.’ 

Mr. Boyle was ail impatient to hear, saying that my Lord 
Treasurer and my Lord Halifax wen* equally anxious : and 
Addison, blushing, began reading of his \erses, and, J suspect, 
knew their weak parts as well as the most critical hearer. When 
he came, to the lines describing the angel, that 

‘Inspired repulsed battalions to engage. 

And taught the doubtful battle uhei'f to rage,' 

he read with great animation, looking at. Esmond, as much as to 
say, ‘ Y'ou know where that simile came from- from our talk, and 
our bottle of Burgundy, the other day.’ 

The poet’s two hearers were caught, with enthusiasm, and 
applauded the verses with all their might The gentleman of the 
Court sprung up in great delight. ‘Not a word more, my dear ■ 
sir,’ says he. ‘Trust me with the papers—I’ll defend them with? 
my life. Let me read them over to my Lord Treasurer, whom I« 
am appointed to see in half an hour, 1 venture to promise, the;; 
■ verses shall lose nothing by my reading, and then, sir, we shall sec? 
whether Lord Halifax has a right to complain that his friend's' 
pension is no longer paid.’ And without more ado. the courtier]! 
in lace seized the manuscript pages, placed them in his breast;, 
with his ruffled hand over his heart, executed a most gracious wave; 
of the hat with the disengaged hand, and smiled and. bowed out o| : | 
the room, leaving an odour of pomander behind him. ]| 

‘ Does not the chamber look quite dark ?' says Addison, surveying 
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it, ‘ after the glorious appearance and disappearance of that gracious 5 £ 
messenger? Why, he illuminated the whole room. Your scarlet, b 
Mr. Esmond, will hear any light; but this thread-bare old coat of 1 
mine, how very worn it looked under the glare of that splendour J , 
I wonder whether they will do anything fur me?’ he continued. , 
‘When I came out of Oxford into the world, my patrons promised 
me great things ; ami you see where their promises have landed '< 
me, in a lodging up two pair of stairs, with a sixpenny dinner from 
the cooks shop. Well, J suppose this promise will go after the/ 
others, and fortune, will jilt me, as the jade lias been doing any ' 
time these seven years. “I puli' the prostitute away/” says he, .* 
smiling, and blowing a cloud out of his pipe. ‘There is no hardship ' 
in poverty, Esmond, that is not beaiable , no hardship even ill , 
honest dependence, that an lmur.st man may not put up with. 1 r 
came out of the lap of Alma Mater, puffed up with her praises of : 
me, and thinking to make a fin lire in tin* world with the parts and 
learning which had got me m> Miiall name in our college. The 
world is the ocean, and Dif. and Chaiwcll are but little drops, of 
which the sea takes no account. My reputation ended a mile ' 
beyond Maudlin Tower; no one took note of me; ami 1 learned 
this, at least, to bear up against evil fortune with a cheerful heart. 
Friend Dick hath made a figure in the wmld, and has parsed me 
in the face long ago. What matters a little name or a little 
fortune? There 1 is no fortune 1 hat a philosophic cannot endure., 
1 have been not unknown as a scholar, and yet forced to live by 
turning bear-leader, and teaching a boy to spell. What then? 1 
The life was not pleasant, but possible- the bear was bearable. 
Should this venture fail, I will ao hack to Oxford ; and some day, ' 
when you are a general, you .'hall find me a curate in a cassock 
ami bands, ami 1 shall welcome your honour to my cottage in the’ 
country, and to a mug of penny ale. Tis not poverty that’s the - 
hardest to bear, or the least happy lot in life,’ says Mr. Addison, ' 
shaking the ash out of his pipe. ‘Sir, my pipe is smoked out. 
Shall we have another bottle 7 1 have still a couple in the eup-‘ 

board, and of the light sort. No more? -let us go abroad and 
take a turn on the Mall, or look in at the theatre and see Dick’s 
comedy. ’Tis not a masterpiece of wit ; but Dick is a good fellow, 

, though he doth not set the Thames on fire/ 

Within a month after this day, Mr. Addison's ticket had come 
Up a prodigious prize in the lottery of life. All the town was in ' 
an uproar of admiration of his poem, the ‘Campaign/ which Dick ' 
Steele was spouting at every coffee-house, in Whitehall and Covent. 
Garden. The wits on the other side of Temple liar saluted him 
/at once .as the greatest poet the world had seen for ageB; the 

& v , ' : 
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;■ people huzzaed for Marlborough and for Addison, and,' more than 
this, the party in power provided for the meritorious poet, and j 
M r. Addison got the appointment of Commissioner of Excise,- 
f which the famous Mr. Locke vacated, ami rose from this place to* 
pother dignities and honours ; his prosperity from henceforth to the; 
end of his life being scarce ever interrupted. Hut I doubt whether 
The was not happier in his garret in the llayinarket, than ever he 
was in his splendid palace at Kensington; and I believe the; 
. fortune that came to him in the shape of the countess his wife, 
was no better than a shrew and a vixen. 


Cay as the town was, ’twas but a dreary place for Mr. Esmond, 
'whether his charmer was in it or out of it,, and he was glad when 
'his general gave him notice that lie was going hark to his division 
of the army which lay in winter-quarters at Hois-le-Ihic. Lis 
dear mistress had hade him farewell with a cheerful face ; her 
blessing he knew he had always, and wheresoever fate carried him. ’ 
Mistress lleatnx was away in attendance on he»’ Majesty at- 
• Hampton Court, and kissed her fair linger-tips to him, by way of 
adieu, when he rode thither to take his leave. She received her 
kinstnan in a, waiting-room, where there were half a dozen more 
ladies of the Court, so that his high-tlown speeches, had lie intended 
to make any (and very likely lie did), were impossible ; *uud she 
-announced to her friends that her cousin was going to the army, 

’ in as easy a manner as she would have said he was going to a 
chocolate-house. lie asked with a rather rueful face, if she had 
, any orders for the army ! and she was pleased to say that she 
would like a mantle of Mechlin lace. She made him a saucy 
.curtsey in re,ply to his own dismal bow. She deigned to kiss her 
finger-tips from the window, where she stood laughing with the 
other ladies, and chanced to see him as he made his way t.o the 
Toy. The dowager at Chelsea was not sorry to part with him 
. this time. ‘ Mon oher, vous etes trisfe coniine un sermon,’ she did 
"him the honour to say to him ; indeed, gentlemen in his condition 
are by no means amusing companions, and besides, the fickle old 
.woman had now found a much more amiable favourite, and rnffoled 
( for her darling lieutenant of the Guard. Frank remained behind 
for a while, and did not join the army till later, in the suit of his 
Grace the Commandcr-in-Chief. His dear mother, on the last day 
"before Esmond went away, and when the three dined together, 
'made Esmond promise to befriend her boy, and besought Frank to ) 
take the example of his kinsman as of a loyal gentleman and brave-’ 
Soldier, so she was pleased to say ; and at parting, betrayed not ” 
“the least sign of faltering or weakness, though, God knows, that";' 

4 
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;;fond heart was fearful enough when others were concerned, though' ; 
£ so resolute in bearing its own pain. 

sr Esmond’s general embarked at Harwich. Twas ^ grand sight 
v to see Mr. Webb dressed in scarlet on the deck, waving his hat as 
*;our yatch put off, and the guns saluted from the shore. Harry 
v did not see his Viscount again, until three months after, at Bois-le- - 
j>’:I)ue, when his Grace the Duke came to take the command, and 
> Frank brought a budget of news from home : how lie had supped 
|r with this actress, and got tired of that ; how he laid got the better 1 
I. of Mr. St. John, both over tin* bottle, and with Mrs. Mountford, , 
of the Hayimuket Theatre (a veteran charmer of fifty, with whom 
the young scape-grace chose to fancy himself ie love) ; how his • 
sister was always at her tricks, and had jilted a joimg baron for an 
old earl. *1 can't make out Beatrix', lie said , ‘ she caies for lionet 

• of us—she only thinks about herself, she is never happy unless 

• slm is quarrelling : but as for my mother-- my mother, Harry, is 
un angel.' Ilarrv tried to impress on the young fellow the neces¬ 
sity of doing eveiything in his power to please that angel ; not to 

■drink too much . not r<> go into debt : not to tun after the pretty , 
‘Flemish girls, and so forth, as became a senior speaking to a lad. 
‘But bold ble.'.s thee 1' the boy said, ‘ 1 may do what 1 like, and 

• I know shy will love me all the, same and so, indeed, he did wh.it 
he liked. Everybody spoiled him, and his grave kinsman as much 

,as the rest. 


CHAPTER XII 


I GIT V I'OM |» \ N V IN Til K GVMI’MGN OK 17<H> 


0^ Wiiit-Sundny, the famous iThd of May, 1700, my young lord 
first, came under the fire of the enemy, whom we found posted in 
Order of hatt.lv, tluu lines extending three miles or more, over the 
diigh ground behind the little Ghent river, and having on his left 
;ihe little, \illage of Anderkirk or Autre-cglise, and on bis tight 
Tla.mil lies, which has gbatt its name to one of the most brilliant 
and disastrous dajs of battle that history ever hath recorded. 

. Our Duke here once more met his old enemy of Blenheim, the 
'Bavarian Elector and the Marcschal Yilleroy, over whom the Prince 
/Of Savov had gained the famous victorv of Cliiari. What English- 
Than or Frenehmau doth not know the issue of that day? Having 
Chosen his own ground, having a force superior to the English, and 
ilbesides the excellent Spanish and Bavarian troops, the whole. 





Maison-du-Roy with him, the most splendid body of Horse in thet$ 
world,—in an hour (and in spite of the prodigious gallantry of the£f| 
French Royal Household, who charged through the centre of out® 
line and broke it), this magnificent array of Villeroy was utterly*! 
.routed by troops that had been marching for twelve hours, and by ®, 
the intrepid skill of a commander, who did, indeed, seem in thejf 
presence of the enemy to be the very lienins of Victory. 

I think it was more from conviction than policy, though that';) 
policy was surely the most prudent in the world, that the great 1 ^ 
Duke always spoke of his victories with an extraordinary modesty/') 
and as if it was not so much his own admirable genius and courage 
which achieved these amazing successes, but as if he was a special ?• 
and fatal instrument in the hands of Providence, that willed 
irresistibly the enemy’s overthrow. Before his actions, he a-ways); 
had the Church service read solemnly, and professed an undoubting 
belief that our Queen’s arms were blessed and our victory sure. & 
All the letters which he writ after his battles show awe rather than , 
exultation ; and he attributes the glory of these achievements,' : 


about which I have heard mere petty officers and men bragging ^ 
with a pardonable vain-glory, in no wise to his own bravery or) 
skill, but to the superintending protection of Heaven, which lie ever ) 
seemed to think was our especial ally. And our army gqfto believe ) 
so, and the enemv learnt to think so too : for we never entered ) 

* * • ’ 1 i 

into a battle without a perfect confidence that it was to end in a)) 
victory ; nor did the French, after the issue of Blenheim, and that 
astonishing triumph of Kamillies, ever meet us without, feeling that);) 
the game was lost before it was begun to be played, and that ouf)7| 
general’s fortune was irresistible. Here, as at Blenheim, the,;.| 
Duke’s charger was shot, and ’twns thought for a moment he wasjj 
dead. As lie mounted another, Biufield, his Master-of-the-Horse,/|| 
kneeling to hold his Grace's stirrup, had his head shot away by avjt 
cannon-ball. A French gentleman of the Royal Household, that *?; 
was a, prisoner with us, told the writer that at the time of the ) 


charge of the Household, when their Horse and ours were mingled, $ 
an Irish officer recognised the Prince-Duke, and calling out —• 

1 Marlborough, Marlborough ! ’ fired his pistol at him h Ouut-jiorimit^l 
and that a score more carbines and pistols were discharged at him. | 
!Not one touched him. he rode through the French Cuirassiers;) 
isword-in-hand, and entirely unhurt, and calm and smiling, rallied $ 
the German Horse, that was reeling before the enemy, brought ! 
these and twenty squadrons of Orkney’s back upon them, and drov,0 : l 
the French across the river again,—leading the charge himself, andjl 
defeating the only dangerous move the French made that day. 

^' Major-General Webb commanded on the left of our line, 
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k had his own regiment under the orders of their beloved colonel.; 
^Neither he nor they belied their character for gallantry on this, 
^ccasion; but it was about his dear young lord that Esmond was 
^anxious, never having sight of him save once, in the whole course 
|of the day, when he brought an order from the <'ommander-in 
Kpliiei to Mr, Webb. When our Horse, having charged round the 
flight Hank of the enemy by Overkirk, liad thrown him into entire 
Confusion, a general advance was made, and our whole line of Foot,' 
H.-crossing the little river and the morass, ascended the high gioimd 
1*1 where the French were posted, (dieeiing as tiny went, the enemy 
'}• retreating before them. ’Twas a service of mole gloiy than danger, 
b the French battalions never waiting to exchange push of pike or 
^bayonet with our* ; and the gunners Hying from tlieii pieces which 
f*'our line left behind us as they advanced, and the Fiench fell hack. , 
rfl? At iirst it was a retreat orderly enough ; but presently the 
v'retreat heeamc a rout, and a fiightful slaughter of the French 
ensued on this punick ; so that an army of sixty thousand men was 
Utterly unshed and destroyed in the comse of a couple of hours. 

was as if a Imrrieane had seized a compact and numerous Heel, 
r flung it all to the winds, shattered, sunk, and annihilated it ; ajflavit 
>'/ Deux, t'( (ItmjMit sunt. The Ficneli army of Flanders was gone, 
f their artilleiy, their stands ids, their ti t asure, provisions, and iim- 
1 munition were all left behind them . the poor devils had ONen fled 
.without their soup-kettles, which arc as much the palladia of the 
y French infantry as of the Grand Signer’s Janissaries, and round 
ft which they rally even moie than round their idles. 

The pursuit, and a dreadful cimiage which ensued (loi the dregs 
of a battle, however brilliant, are ever a base residue of rapine, 
cruelty, ami drunken plunder), was eairied far beyond the lield of 
Eamillies. 

Honest Tvoekw oimI, Esmond's seivaut, no doubt wanted to be 
ViauQong the nnirainlers himself and take his share of the booty ; for 
tvhen, the action over, and the troops got to their ground for the 
f?night, the Captain hade Lockw r ood get a horse, lie asked, with a 
flyery rueful countenanee, whether his honour would have him come, 
||’too ; but hi* honour on In bade him go about his own business, and 
|fjack hopped away quite delighted as soon as he saw his master 
mounted, Esmond made his w.iv, and not without danger and 
'^difficulty, to his (1 race’s headquarters, and found for himself very 
Quickly where the m(f>-th'-nui>}>s quarters were, in an out-huilding 
||pf a farm, where several of these gentlemen were seated, diinking 
)?'!aud singing-, and at supper. If he had any anxiety about his boy, 
fe^twas relieved at once. One of the gentlemen was singing a song 
that Mr. Farquliar and Mr. Gay both had used in their. 
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admirable comedies, and very popular in the army of that day j 
after the song came a chorus, ‘Over the hills and far away; 
and Esmond heard Frank’s fresh voice soaring, as it were, over:.-; 
the songs of the rest of the young men—a voice that had always; 1 ; 
a certain artless, indescribable pathos with it, and indeed which;'jj 
caused Mr. Esmond’s eyes to fill with tears now, out of thankful-;,:; 
ness to Cod the child was safe and still alive to laugh and sing. 

Wlieu the song was over Esmond entered the room, where he"' 
knew several of the gentlemen present, and there sat my young-; 
lord, having taken off his euiiass, his waistcoat open, his face <’ 
flushed, his long yellow hair hanging over his shoulders, drinking ; 
with the resc; the youngest, gayest, handsomest there. As soon; 
as he saw Esmond, he clapped down his glass, and, running towards ' 
his friend, put both his arms round him and embraced him The 1 , 
other’s voice trembled with joy as he greeted tin 1 lad ; lie had ; 
thought but now as he stood in the eouri-yard under the dear-, 
shining moonlight ; ‘Croat Cod ! what a scene of murder is here 
within a mile of us ; what hundreds and thousands have faced 
danger to-day: and here are these lads singing over their eups,:; 
ami the same moon that is shining over yonder horrid held is > 
looking down on Waleote very likely, while my lady sits and thinks 
about her boy that is at the war.’ As Esmond embraced his young . 
pupil now, ’twas with the feeling of quite religious thankfulness, - 
and nu almost paternal pleasure that he beheld him. 

Round his nook was a star with a striped ribbon, that was 1 ; 
made of small brilliants and might be worth a hundred crowns. ., 
‘Look,’ says he, ‘won’t that he a pretty present for mother]’ 

‘ Who gave you the Order?’ says Harry, saluting the gentleman:-,; 
‘ did you win it in battle V 

‘I won it, 5 cried the other, ‘with my sword and my spear 
There was a mousquetairc that, had it round his neck, —such a big;, 
mousquetaire, as big as General Webb. 1 called out to him to, 
surrender, and that I’(l give him quarter: he railed me a petitj 
po/isson, and fired his pistol at me, and then sent it at my head;? 
with a curse. I rude at him, sir, drove my sword right under his* 
ann-hole, and broke it in the rascal’s IkhIv. I found a purse in^ 
his holster with sixty-five Louis in it, and a bundle of love-letters, * 
and a flask of Hungary-water. Vive la guerre ! there are the teni 

pieces you lent me. I should like to have a tight every day ; ’ and;; 
he pulled at lus little moustache and bade a servant bring a suppef; 
to Captain Esmond. 

Harry fell to with a very good appetite; lie had tasted nothing'^ 
since twenty hours ago, at early dawn. Master Grandson, wh% 
read this, do you look for the history of battles and sieges'] 
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.find them in the proper books; this is only the story of your grand-^; 
, father and his family. Far more pleasant to him than the victory, $ 
^though for that too he may say meminixxe juvat , it was to find d 
j that the day was over, and his dear young Castle wood was unhurt, 'i 
; And would you, sirrah, wish to know how it was that a sedate f 
.'Captain of Foot, a studious and rather solitary bachelor of eight"' 
jtor nine and twenty years of age, who did not rare very much for ■£ 
the jollities which his comrades engaged in, and was never known C 
to lost 1 , his heart in any garrison town—-should you wish to know !: 
- why such a man had so prodigious a tenderness, and tended so ? 
fondly a boy of eighteen, wait, my good friend, until thou art in s 
love with thy school-fellow’s sister, and tlu-n see how mighty. ' 
tender thou wilt be towards him. Esmond's general and his Grace ; 
the Prince-Duke wore notoriously at variance, and the former’s,: 
friendship v\as in nowise likely to advance any man’s promotion, 

' of wlmse services Webb spoke well ; but rather likely to injure a 
him, so the army said, in the favour of the greater man. However, ; 
Mr. Esmond had the good foitune to be mentioned very advantage -', 
’ ously by Major-General 'Webb in his report after the action , and 
the major of his regiment and two of the captains having been 
killed upon the day of Jlamillios, Esmond, who was second of the 
lieutenants, got his company, and bad the honour of f-erving as: 
C&ptaui Esmond in the next campaign. 

My lord went home in tin* victor, but Esmond was afraid to 
follow him. His dear mistress wrote in in letters more than once, 
thanking him, as mothers know how to thank, for his care aud 
protection of her boy, extolling Esmond’s own merits with a great 
deal more praise than they deserved : for he did Ins duty no better**, 
than any other officer ; and speaking sometimes, though gently 
and cautiously, of Beatrix. News came from home of at least * 
half a dozen grand matches that the beautiful maid of honour was 
about to make She was engaged to an earl, our gentlemen of St. 
.James’s said, and then jilted him for a duke, who. in his turn, had ' 
.drawn off*. Earl or duke it might be who should win this Helen, ' 
Esmond knew she would never bestow' herself on a poor captain.- 
. Her conduct, it was clear, was little satisfactory to her mother, who ■ 
scarcely mentioned her, or else the kind lady thought it was best : 
to say nothing, mid leave time to work out its cure. At any rate, < 
Harry was best away from the fatal object which always wrought * 
. him ho much mischief; and so he never asked for leave to go home, , 
but remained with his regiment that was garrisoned in Brussels, j 
’ which city fell into our hands when the victory of Ramillies drove 
: the French out. of Flanders. / 
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CHAPTER XIII 


- 1 MEET AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE IN FLANDERS, ANT> FIND MY 
MOTHERS CRAVE AND MY OWN CRADLE THERE 





Reinc one (lay in the Church of St Gudule, at Brussels, admiring v 
, the antique splendour of the architecture (and always entertaining >s 
; a great tenderness and reverence for the Mother Church, that hath y 
been as wickedly persecuted in England, as ever she herself persecuted ^ 
in the days of her prosperity), Esmond saw kneeling at a side altar, 

, an olJicer in a green uniform coat, very deeply engaged in devotion. 1; 
1 Something familiar in the figure and posture of the kneeling man i 
struck Captain Esmond, even before lie saw the officer's face. As .v 
he rose up, putting away into his pocket a little black breviary, 
such as priests use, Esmond beheld a countenance so like that of 
his friend and tutor of eaily days, Father Ilolt, that he broke out 1 ! 
into an exclamation of astonishment and advanced a step towards 
the gentleman, who was making his way out of church. The 
German officer too looked surprised when he saw Esmond, and 
his face from being pale grow sudden]} red. P»y this mark of , 
recognition, the Englishman knew that he could not be mistaken; 
and though the other did not stop, but on the contrary rather ' 
hastily walked away towards the door, Esmond pursued him and , 
faced him once more, as the officer, helping himself to holy water, ' 
* turned mechanically towards the altar to bow to it ere he quitted 
the sacred edifice. 

» s 

‘ My Father ! ’ says Esmond in English. $ 

‘Silence ! I do not understand. I do not speak English,’says 
the other, in Latin. 

Esmond smiled at this sign of confusion, and replied in the ) 
same language. ‘ I should know my Father in any garment, black ;< 
or white, shaven or bearded : ’ for the Austrian officer was habited ■■ 
quite in the military manner, and had as warlike a moustachio as / 
any Pandour. ^ 


, He laughed—we were on the church steps by this time, passing'*) 
; through the crowd of beggars that usually is there holding up little v) 
trinkets for sale and whining for alms. ‘You speak Latin,’says ^ 
he, ‘ in the English way, Harry Esmond ; you have forsaken the*! 
,k)ld true Roman tongue you once knew.’ His tone was very frank, 4 $ 
•iftnd friendly quite; the kind voice of fifteen years back ; he gavel 
■ Esmond las hand as he spoke. i r 
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^ ‘ Others have changed their coats too, my Father/ says Esmond,/ 

; glancing at his friend's military decoration. ^ 

h * Hush ! I am Mr. or Captain von Holts, in the Bavarian-;}; 
■‘Elector’s service, and on a mission to his Highness the Prince of)/ 
| Savoy. You can keep a secret I know from old times.’ 

^ ‘Captain von Holtz,’ says Esmond, ‘I am your very humble/ 

*\ servant.’ 

■V ,, ■$» 

‘ And you too have changed your coat,’ continues the other in '? 
/his laughing way; ‘I have heard of you at Cambridge and after-) 

■ wards : we have friends everywhere ; and 1 am told that Mr. ,•> 

■ Esmond at Cambridge was as good a fencer as he was a had $ 

■ theologian.’ (So, thinks Esmond, my old mt litre (Vrtrmes was a£f 
Jesuit as they said.) 

; 1 Perha])s you are right,’ says the other, reading his thoughts \ 

)quite as he used to do in old days: ‘you were all but killed at . 
Hochstedt of a wound in the left side. You were before that at. 
Vigo, ai<lr-d<'-r<iMp to the 1 Juke <>f Ormonde. You got your company, 

■ the other day after liamillies ; your general and the Prince-Duke/ 
.are not friends: he is of the Webbs of Lydiard Tregoze, in the ')' 

county of York, a relation of my Lord St. John. Your cousin, 
M. tie Castlevood, served his first campaign this year in the Cuaril: 

, yes, J do know a few tilings as you see.’ 

Captain Esmond laughed in his turn. ‘You have indeed a' 
curious knowledge,’ lie says. A Ibible of Mr. Holt’s, who did know- 
more about books ami men than, pin haps, almost any person 
Esmond had ever met, was omniscience ; thus in every point he . 
here professed to know, he was nearly right, hut not quite. 
Esmond’s wound was in the right side, not the left; his first 
) general was (leneral Lumley ; Mr. Webb came out of Wiltshire, 

, not out of Yorkshire ; and so forth. Esmond did not think lit to,. 
a correct his old master in these trilling blunders, but they solved to ; 
..give him a knowledge of the other’s character, and he smiled to' 

.j think that this was his oracle of early days; only now no longer., 
/infallible or divine. 

£ ‘ Yes,’ continues Father Holt, or Captain von Holtz, ‘for a man -; 

/■who has not been in England these eight years, I know what goes 
ton in London very well. The old Dean is dead, my Lady Castle-- 
;) wood’s father. Do you know that your recusant bishops wanted ■ 
/ to consecrate him Bishop of Southampton, arid that Collier is 
£ Bishop of Tlietford by the same imposition? The Princess Anne 
/has the gout and eats too much; when the King returns, Collier 
fpwill be an archbishop.’ *: 

W ‘ Amen ! ’ says Esmond, laughing; ‘ and I hope to set' your ? ) 
l^pincnce no longer in jack-boots, but red stockings, at Whitehall.’ * 
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Y; 1 You are always with us—I know that—I heard of that when: 
ftyou were at Cambridge; so was the late lord; so is the young! 
i- Viscount.’ 

‘ And so was my hither before me,’ said Mr. Esmond, looking-; 
\ calmly at the other, who did not, however, show the least sign of ! 
intelligence in his impenetrable grey eyes — how well Harry ; 
remembered them and their look! only erows’-feet were wrinkled,; 
' round them—marks of black old Time, who had settled there. 

Esmond’s face chose to show no more sign of meaning than they 
Father’s. There may have been on the one side and the other; 
■’ jlist the faintest glitter of recognition, as you sec a bayonet shining; 
out of an ambush ; but each party fell baric, when everything was; 
again dark. i 

‘And you, moil capital ne, when* have you been'?’says Es uond," 
turning away the conversation from this dangerous ground, where 
. neither chose to engage. 

‘I may have been in Fokin,’ says he, ‘or I may have been in 
Paraguay—who knows where? I am now Captain von Holtz, in 
the service of his Electoral Highness, come to negotiate exchange, 
of prisoners with his Highness of Su\oy.’ 

■, ’Twas well known that verj many officers in our army were 
well affected towards the. young king at St. Herman is, wIiom* right 
to the throne was undeniable, and whose accession to % it, at the 
death of his sister, by far the greater part of the English people 
would have preferred, to the having a petty Herman prince for a 
■ sovereign, about whose cruelty, rapacity, boorish manners, and 
; odious foreign ways, a thousand stories were current. It wounded 
* our English pride to think that a shabby High-Dutch duke*, whose 
- revenues were not a tithe as great as those of many of the princes 
of our ancient English nobility, who could not speak a word of our 
language, and whom we chose to represent, as a sort of Herman 
boor, feeding on train-oil and sour-mmt, with a bevy of mistresses 
> in a barn, should come to reign over flic proudest and most polished 
people in the world. Were we, the conquerors of thfc (fraud Monarch, 
to submit to that ignoble domination ? AVliat did the Hanoverian’s. 
? Protestantism matt, r to us? Was it not notorious (we were told, 
y and led to believe so) that one of the daughters of this Protestant- 
£;• hero was being bred up with no religion at all, as yot, and ready* 
| to be made Lutheran or Homan, according as the husband might 
ir.be, whom her parents should find for her? This talk, very idle 

f and abusive much of it was, went on at a hundred mess-tables in 

7 


f” the army ; there was scarce an ensign that did not hear it, or join„ 
in it, and everybody knew, or affected to know, that the Commander-*; 
ipln-Chief himself had relations with his nephew, the Duke of Berwick! 
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(’twas by an Englishman, thank God, that we were beaten at ’ 
Almanza), and that his Grace was most anxious to restore the royal 
race of his benefactors, and to repair his former treason. 

This is certain, that for a considerable period no officer in the 
Duke s army lost favour with the (Jommauder-iri-CI)ief for enter- ' 
tabling or proclaiming his loyalty towards the exiled family. When 
the Chevalier do St. George, as the King of England called him-, 
self, came with the dukes of the French blood-royal, to join the 
French army under Yondosme, hundreds of oms saw him and 
cheered him, and we all said he was like his father in this, who, 
seeing the action of La Hogue fought between the French ships 
and ours, was on the side oJ his native country during the battle. ' 
But this, at least, the Chevalier knew, and every one knew, that, 
however well our troops and their general might be inclined 
towards tin* prince personally, m the face of the enemy there was 
no question at all. Wheiever my Lord Duke found a French 
army, lie. would light and beat it, as lie did at Uudenarde, two 
years after Uamiilms, whete his Grace achiev'd another of his 
transcendent victories ; and the noble, young prince, who charged 
gallantly along with the magnificent Mai>on-dii-Bov, sent to compli¬ 
ment Ins eouqiieior.'> after the action. 

In thm battle, when 1 the young Electoral l’rinee of Hanover 
behaved Tmnself very gallantly, liirhling on our side, Esmond's 
dear General Webb distinguish! d himself prodigiously, exhibiting 
consummate skill and coolness as a gem ral, am! fighting with the 
personal bravery of a common soldier. Esmond's good luck again 
attended him; Ire escaped without a hint, although mure than a 
thin I of his regiment was killed, had again the honour to be 
favutuahh mentioned in his commander's report, and \vasad\aneed 
to tin 1 rank of major. But of this action there is little need to 
•speak, as it hath been related in every Gazette, and talked of in 
every hamlet in this country. To return from it to the writer's 
private affails, which here, in his old age. and at a distance, he 
.narrates for his children who come after Inin. Before Oudenarde, 
and after that chance rencontre with Gaplain von lloltz at Biussels, 
'a space of more than a year elapsed, during which the captain of 
Jesuits amt the captain of Webb's Fusilcors were thiowu very much 
•together. Esim.nd had no difficulty in finding out (indeed, the 
; other made, no secret of it to him, being assured, from old times, of 
rhis pupil’s fidelity) that the negotiator of prisoners was an agent 
’ from St. Germains, and that ho carried intelligence between great 
personages in our camp and that of the French. ‘ My business,’ 
said ho-- ‘and I toll you, both because I can trust you, and your 
'keen eyes have already discovered it—is between the King of 

A. tin .. v* t L. ’ u 
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Engiana ana his subjects, here engaged in fighting the French king. 
As between you and them, all the Jesuits in the world will notj?- 
pro vent your quarrelling : fight it out, gentlemen. St. Ccorge for 3; 
England, l say—and you know who says so, wherever he may be. , ;f 

I think TIolt loved to make a jsirade of mystery, as it were, andi| 
would appear and disappear at our quarters as suddenly as he used, 
to return and vanish in Hie old days at Oastlewood. lie hadj)j 
passes between both armies, and seemed to know (but with that; 3 
inaccuracy which belonged to the good Father's omniscience) equally 1 
well what passed in tbe French camp and in ours. One day ho would ■? 
give Esmond news of a great fo»te that took place in the French k 
quarters, of a supper of Monsieur do Rohan’s, where there was ; 
play and violins, and then dancing and masques ; the King drove 
thither m Marshal Yillars’s own guinguette. Another day he had - 
the news of his Majesty’s ague : the King had not had a fit these j 
ten days, and might be said to be well. Captain Holt/ made a , 
visit to England during this time, so eager was lie about nrgo . ? 
tinting prisoners ; and 'twas on returning from tiiis voyage that he 
began to open himself more to Esmond, and to make him, as' 
occasion served, at their various meetings, several of those con¬ 
fidences which are here set down all together. 

The reason of his increased confidence was this : upon going to r 
London, the old director of Esmond’s aunt, the dowaget, paid her 
ladyship a visit at I’helsea, and there learnt, from her that Captain 
Esmond was acquainted xvitli the secret of his family, and was ' 
determined never to divulge it. The knowledge of this fact raised 
Esmond in his old tutor’s exes, so Holt was pleased to say, and lie . 
admired Harry very much for his abnegation. 

‘The family at, Hastlewuod have done far more for me than my 
own ever did,’ Esmond said. ‘ 1 would give my life for them. : 
Why should 1 grudge the only benefit that ’tis in my power toy 
confer on them?’ The good Father's eyes filled with tears ate 
this speech, which to the other seemed veiy simple: he embraced; 
Esmond, and broke out into many admiring expressions ; he said - 
he was a noble emu r, that he was proud of him, and fond of him as - ; 
his pupil and friend—regretted more than ever that he had lost.; 
him, and been forced to leave him in those early times, a\ hen \ 
he might have had an iniluenec over him, have brought him into s 
bthat only true church, to which the Father belonged, and enlistedj 
him in the noblest army in which a man ever engaged-- meaning ' 
his own Society of Jesus, which numbers (says he) in its troops the ;; 
greatest heroes the world ever knew ;—warriors, brave enough to r 
dare or endure anything, to encounter any odds, to die any death j 1 ; 
—soldiers that have .von triumphs a thousand times more brilliant v 

s' , * ' dJw.” .. 
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than those of the greatest general: that have brought nations on 
their knees to their sacred banner, the Cross ; that have achieved 
glories and palms incomparably brighter than those awarded to the 
most splendid earthly conquerors—crowns of immortal light, and 
seats in the high places of Heaven. 

Esmond was thankful for his old friend’s good opinion, however 
.little he might share the Jesuit Fatln r’s enthusiasm. ‘1 have 
thought of that question, too,’ says he, ‘dear Father,’ and lie took 
the other's hand—‘thought it out for myself, as all men must, and 
contrive to do the right, and trust to Heaven as devoutly in my way 
as you in yours. Another six months of jou as a child, and I had 
desired no better. I list'd to weep upon my pillow at Castlewood 
as I thought of you, and J might have been a brother of your order j 
and who know-,’ Esmond added, with a smile, ‘a priest in full 
^orders, and with a pair of numstaehios, and a Havanan uniform.’ 

« ‘My son,’ says Father llult, turning red, ‘in the cause of 
religion and loyalty all disguises are fair.’ 

‘ Yes,’ bioke in Esmond, ‘all disguises aie fair, you say; and 
all uniform.-., say T, black or icd-- a black cockade or a white one, 
or a laced hat: or a, sombrero, with a tonsure under it. I can¬ 
not believe that St. Francis Xavier sailed over the sea in a cloak, 
or raised tin* dead -I tried ; and very nearly did once, but cannot. 
Sutler me # 1o do the light, and to hope for the best in my own way. 

Esmond wished to cut short the good Father* theology, and 
succeeded : and tin* other, sighing over his pupil's invincible 
ignorance, did not withdraw his affection from him, but gave him 
his utmost confidence--as much, that is to say, as a priest can 
give : moie than most do ; for he was naturally garrulous, and too 


eager to speak. 

lb'Ilk ti iciidship encouraged Onptain Esmond to ask, what, he 
long wished to know, and none could tell him, some history of the 
poor mother whom he had often imagined in his dreams, and 
whom he never knew. He described to Holt those circumstances • 
which, are already put down in the fiist part ot this story—-the , 
^promise he had made to his dear lord, and that dying friend’s con¬ 
fession ; and he besought Mr. Ilolt to tell him what he knew 
'-regarding the poor woman from whom he had been taken. 

’ ‘ She was of this very town,’ Holt said, and took Esmond to 

sec the street where her father lived, and where, as he believed, 
she was born. ‘In 1(570, when your father came hither in the 
retinue of the late king, then Duke of York, and banished hither 
{gill disgrace, Captain Thomas Esmond became acquainted with your 
‘mother, pursued her, and made a victim of her ; he hath told mejr 
tin many subsequent conversations, which I felt bound to keep 
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^ private then, that she was a woman of great virtue and tenderness. ; 
and in all respects a most fond, faithful creature. He called him¬ 
self Captain Thomas, having good reason to be ashamed of his \ 
conduct towards her, and hath spoken to me many times with \ 
sincere remorse for that, as with fond love for her many amiable 1 
qualities. He owned to having treated her very ill ; and that at 
this time his life was one of profligacy, gambling, and poverty. 
She became with child of you : was cursed by her own parents at 1 
that discovery ; though she never upbraided, except, by her in¬ 
voluntary tears, and the misery depicted on her countenance, the ■- 
author of her wretchedness and ruin. 

‘Thomas Esmond — Captain Thomas, as he was called—became . 
engaged in a gaming-house brawl, of which the consequence was a 
duel, and a wound, so severe that he. never—his surgeon said— 

■ could outlive it. Thinking his death certain, and touched with 
remorse, he sent for a priest, of the very Church of St. Gudule, - 
where I met you ; and on the same day, after his making sub¬ 
mission to our Church, was married to your mother a few weeks 
before you were horn. My Lord Viscount Castlcwoud, Marquis of 
Esmond by King .lames’s patent, which I myself took to your 
father, ymir loidship was christened at St. (Judule by the same 
cure who married your parents, and by the name of Henry Thomas, - 
son of E. Thomas, officer Anglois, and Gertrude Maes.* You sec 
you belong to us from your birth, and wdiy I did not christen you 
• when you became my dear little pupil at Castlowood. 

‘Your father’s wound took a favourable turn — perhaps his 
conscience w'as eased by the light, he had done -and to the sur¬ 
prise of the doctors he recovered. Hut as his health came back, 
liis wicked nature, ton, returned. He was tired of the poor girl, 
whom he had ruined ; and receiving some remittance from his uncle,' 

, my lord the old Viscount, then in England, lie pretended business, 

. promised return, and never saw your pour mother more. 

k ITe owned to me, in confession first, but afterwards in talk,, 
before your aunt, his wife, else I never could have disclosed what 
J now r tell you, that on coming to London lie writ a. pretended . 
\ confession to poor Gertrude Maes — Gertrude Esmond — of his 
' having been married in England previously, before uniting himself 4 
with her ; said that hir name was not Thomas : that he was about " 
' to quit Europe for the Virginia plantations, where, indeed, your 1 ' 
; ‘ family had a grant of land from King Charles the First ; sent her ' 
a supply of money, the half of the last hundred guineas he had, 

^ entreated her pardon, and bade her farewell. ,,,> 

‘Poor Gertrude never thought that the news in this letter’^ 
^ might be untrue as the rest of your father’s conduct to her, Bui, * 
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though a young man of her own degree, who knew her history,*'; 
and whom she liked l>eforc'. she saw the English gentleman who 
was the cause of all her misery, offered to marry her, and to adopt 
you as his own child, and give you his name, she refused him. 
This refusal only angered her father, who had taken her home; 
she never held up her head there, being the subject of constant . 
unkindness after her fall; and some devout ladies of her acquaint- ' 
auee offering to pay a little pension for her, she went into a - 
convent, and you were put out to nurse. 

‘A sister of the young fellow, who would have adopted you as 
his son, was the person who took charge of you. Your mother 
and this person were cousins. She had just lost a child of her 
own, which you replaced, your own mother being too sick and 
feeble to feed you ; and presently your nurse grew so lbnd of you, 
that she even grudged letting you visit the convent where your 
mother was, and where the nuns petted the little infant, as they 
pitied and loved its unhappy parent. Her vocation became 
stronger every day, and at the end of two years she was received 
as a s 1st Cl of tin 1 liou-e. 

‘Your nurse's family were silk-weavers out of France, whither 
they returned 10 Arm*. in French Flanders, shortly before your 
mother took her vow.-, carrying you with them, then a child of 
three years old, Tsvns a town, before the late vigorous measures 
of the French king, full of Protestants, and la-re your nurse's 
father, old Pastoureau, he with whom you afterwaids lived at 
Ealing, adopted the Reformed doctrines, perverting all his house 
with him. They were expelled thence by the edict of his Most 
Christian Majesty, and came to London, and set up their looms in 
Spittieliclds. Tin- old man brought a little money with lnni, and 
carried on his trade, but in a poor way. He was a widower ; by 
this time his daughter, a widow too, kept house for him, and his 
Son and he laboured together at tlw-ir vocation. Meanwhile your 
father had publicly owned his conversion just before King Charles’s 
death (in whom our Church had much such another convert), was 
reconciled to my Lord Viscount Castlewuod, and married, as you 
.know, to his dangiitei. 

K It chanced that the jounger Pastoureau, going with a piece of 
■brocade to the mercer who employed him, on Ludgate Hill, met 
■jits old rival coming out of an ordinary there. Pastoureau knew 
:your father at once, seized him by the collar, and upbraided him 
XM a villain, who had seduced his mistress, and nftenvards deserted 
7 ;Iier and her son. Mr. Thomas Esmond also recognised Pastoureau 
sjftt once, besought him to calm his indignation, and not to bring a 
"-crowd round about them; and bade him to enter into the tavern, 
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: out of which he had just stepped, when he would give him any 
explanation. Pastoureau entered, and heard the landlord order*:'; 
the drawer to show Captain Thomas to a room ; it was by hie’ ; || 
Christian name that your father was familiarly called at his tavern^ 
haunts, which, to say the truth, were none of the most reputable. 

‘ I must tell you that Captain Thomas, or my Lord Viseounfc|| 
^afterwards, was never at a loss for a story, and could cajole a|§ 
woman or a dun with a volubility, and an air of simplicity at the rf 
same time, of which many a creditor of his has been the dupe. ^ 
His tales used to gather verisimilitude as lie ’went on with them. &r 
He strung together fact after fact with a wonderful rapidity and | 
coherence. It required, saving your presence, a very long habit 4 
of acquaintance with your father to know when his lordship was j 
1-,—telling the truth or no. y 

‘He told me with rueful remorse when he was ill—for the fear4, 
of deatli set him instantly repenting, and with shrieks of laughter ':;? 
when he was well, his lordship having a very great sense oi. 
humour—how in half an 1 tour’s time, and before a bottle was-* 
drunk, he had completely succeeded in biting poor Pastoureau, 
The seduction he owned to ; that he could not help: he was quitev 
ready with tears at a moment's warning, and sited them profusely y 
to melt his credulous listener. He wept for your mother even ■' 
more than Pastoureau did, who cried veiy heartily, poor fellow, as „■ 
my lord informed me ; lie swore ujion his honour that he had ■; 
twice sent money to IJrussels, and mentioned the name of the ; 
merchant with whom it was lying for poor (I erl rude’s use. He,, 
did not even know whether she had a child or no, or whether she f 
.Was alive or dead; but got these facts easily out of honest Pastoureau’s : 
answers to him. When he heard that she was in a convent, he \ 
said lie hoped to end his days in one himself, should he survive his ; 
wife, whom he hated, and had been forced by a cruel father to > 
marry ; and when he was told that Gertrude's son was alive, and f 
actually in Loudon, “I started,” says lie; “for then, damme, my % 
wife was expecting to lie in, and I thought, should this old Put, * 
my father-in-law, run rusty, here would be a good chance to'.| 
frighten him.” 

‘He expressed the deepest gratitude to the Pastoureau family^ 
v for their care of the infant: you were now near six years old ; and on J 

■ Pastoureau bluntly telling him, when lie proposed to go that instant;,$ 
" and see the darling child, that they never wished to set' his il1-<| 

■ omened face again within their doors; that he might have the’ 1 ?! 
boy, though they should all be very sorry to lose him ; and that they$| 

; woultf take his money, they being poor, if he gave it; oivbringi$ 
him up, by God’s hetp, as they had hitherto (lone, without t W4 

rr .’it. ■{•!}&■ 
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; acquiesced in this at once, witii a sigh, and Baid, “Well, ’twasW! 
’better that the dear child should remain with friends who had’ 
I been bo admirably kind to him;" and in hU talk to me after- 4 
' wards, houestly praised and admired the w caver’s conduct and , 

■ spirit; owned that the Frenchman was a right fellow, and he, the ■ 

; Lord have mercy upon him, a sad villain. v 

’i, ‘Your father,’ Mr. Holt went on to say, ‘was good-natured % 
"with his money when he had it; and having that day received a’*: 
supply from his uncle, gave the weaver ten pieces with perfect ~ 

. freedom, and promised him further remittances. He took down ■ 
eagerly Pastoureau’s name and place of abode in his table-book, '• 

■ and when tin 1 other asked him for his own, gave, with the utmost 
-readiness, his name as Captain Thomas, New Lodge, lVnzance,/ 
. Cornwall ; lie said lie wa-> in London for a few days only on business 

connected with his wife's property : described her as a shrew, 
though a woman of kind disposition ; and depicted his father as a "< 
Cornish s<piin\ in an inliim state of health, at whose death he 
hoped for something handsome, when he promised richly to reward 
the admirable protector of iiis child, and to provide for the hoy. • 
“ And b\ Cad, sir,” he said to me m his strange laughing way, 
“I ordered a piece of brocade of the very same pattern as that 
which the fellow was earning, and presented it to nn wife for a 

- morning wrappei, to receive company in after she Jay-in of our 
little bov/ 

i 

‘ Your little pension was paid regularly enough ; and when jour 
father became Viscount Castlewood on ins nnele's demise, I was 1 
v employed to keep a watch over you, and ’twas at my instance that 
you were brought home. Your foster-mother was dead ; her father 

- made acquaintance with a woman whom he married, w In> quarrelled ■, 
.with lii.s son. The faithful creatine came back to Urnssels to lie , 
t near the woman he loved, and died, too, a few months before her. 
/Will \on see her cross in the convent cemetery? The Superior is , 
1 an old penitent of mine, and remembers Siem Marie Madeleine 

fondly still.' 


Esmond came to this spot. in one sunny evening of spring, and 
jjfsaw, amidst a thousand black crosses, casting their shadows across 
/the grassy mounds, that particular one which marked his mother’s 
resting-place. Many nnne of those poor einatures that lay there 
jjiad adopted that same name, with w hich sorrow had rehaptised her, 
/and which fondly seemed to hint their individual story of love and 
/grief. He fancied her, in tears and darkness, kneeling at the foot 
£ of her cross, under which her cares were buried. Surely he knelt 
|;down, and .laid his own prayer there, not in sorrow so much as in ,, 
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awe (for even his memory had no recollection of her), and in pity 
for the pangs which the gentle soul in life had been made to sutler. 
To this cross she brought them ; for this heavenly bridegroom she J, 
exchanged the husband who had wooed her, the traitor who had * 
left her. A thousand such hillocks lay round about, the gentle' ; 
daisies springing out of the grass over them, and each bearing its ; 
cross and requieseat. A nun, veiled in black, was kneeling hard i 
by, at a sleeping sister’s bed-hide (so fresh made, that the spring ‘ 
had scarce had time to spin a coverlid for it) ; beyond the cemetery ' 
walls you had glimpses of life and the world, and the spires and 1 
gables of the city. A bird came down from a roof opposite, and ! 
lit first on a cross, and then on the glass below it, whence it flew ' 
away presently with a leaf in its mouth : then came a sound as 
of chanting, from the cl taped of the sisters hard by: others Ltd long 
since filled the place which poor Mary Magduleine once had there, $ 
were kneeling at the same stall, ami hearing the same hymns and , 
prayers in which her stricken heart hud found consolation. Might , 
she sleep in peace - might she sleep in peace ; and we. loo, when 
our struggles and pains are over ! I hit the earth is tin 1 Lord's, as 
the Heaven is ; we arc alike His creature^, here and yonder. I took a 
little flower off the hillock, and kissed it, and vent my way, like the 
bird that had just lighted on the cross by me, back into the world 
again. Silent receptacle of death ! tranquil depth of calm, out of 
reach of tempest and trouble ! I felt as one who had been walking 
below the sea, and treading amidst the bones of shipwrecks. 


CH APT 1211 XIV 


T1TK OAMPAION OF 17<'7-1708 

Duuino the whole of the year which succeeded that in which the 
glorious battle of llamillies had been fought, our army made no 
movement of importance, much to the disgust of very many of our 
officers, remaining inactive in Flanders, who said that his (Jr,ice the , 
Captain-Gen end had had fighting enough, and was all for money ' 
now, ami the enjoyment of his five thousand a year and hi.-, splendid , 
palace at Woodslock, which was now being built. And his Grace 
bad sufficient occupation fighting his enemies at home this year, , 
where it begun to be whispered that his favour was decreasing,,( 
and his Duchess losing her hold on the Gueen, who was transferring 
her royal affections to the famous Mrs. Masham, and Mrs. Masharu’a ■ 
humble servant, Mr. Harley. Against their intrigues, our Duke' 

, * > I ini ** 
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passed a great part of his time intriguing. Mr, Harley was got^: 
out of office, and his Grace, in so far, had a victory. But her,'; 
Majesty, convinced against her will, was of that opinion still, of • 
which the poet says people are, when so convinced, and Mr. Harley, ; ‘ 
before long, had his revenge. 

Meanwhile the business of fighting did not go on any way to / 
the satisfaction of Marlborough’s gallant lieutenants. During all !■ 
1707, with the Fienoh before us, we had never so much us a battle; 
our army in Spain was utterly routed at Almanza b\ the gallant t 
Duke of Berwick; and we of Webb’s, which regiment the young ; 
Duke had commanded befoie his father’s abdication, were a little ' 
proud to think that it was our colonel who had achieved this/ 
victory. ‘ 1 think if I had had Galway's place, and my Fusileers/ / 
says our general, ‘we would not have laid down our arms, even to ; 
our old colonel, as Galway did and Webb's office!s swore if we 
had had Webb, at least we would not have been taken prisoners. 
Our dear old general talked incautiously of himself and of others ; / 
a braver or a more brilliant soldier ne\er lived than he; but he \ 
blew his honest trumpet rather more loudly than became a coin- ', 
mamler of his station, and, mighty man of valour as he was, shook . 
Ids great spear, and blustered before the army too fieicely. 

.Mysterious Mr. Holtz went oft' on a secret expedition in the 
early pa ft of 1708, with great elation of spirits, and a prophecy to 
Esmond that a wonderful somi thing was about to take place. ' 
This send came out on my friends idurn to the anuy, whither 
he brought a most ineful and dejected countenance, and owned 
that the great something he had been engaged upon had failed 
utterly. He had been indeed with that luckless expedition of the 
Clmvnlhr do St. George, who was sent by the J'rtncli king with- 
ships and an army from Dunkirk, and was to have invaded and : 
conquered Scotland. But that ill wind which ever opposed all 
the projects noon which the Prince ever embarked, prevented the ; 
Chevalier’s invasion of .Scotland, as 'tis known, and blew' poor,:; 
Monsieur von Holtz back into our camp again, to scheme and / 
foretell, ami to pry about, as usual. The Chevalier (the King of b 
England, as sonic of as held him) went from Dunkirk to the French 
army 10 undo' the campaign against us. The Duke of Burgundy 
had tlie command this year, having the Duke of Berry with him, 
and the famous Maresehal Vendosme, and the Duke of Matigmm to 
aid him iu the campaign. Holtz, who knew everything that was 
passing iu Flanders and France (and the Indies for what 1 know), g 
insisted that there would be no more fighting in 1708 than there \ 
;had been in the previous year, and that our commander had reasons ' fi 
’tor keeping him quiet. Indeed, Esmond’s general, who was known 
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■[ as a grumbler, and to have a hearty mistrust of the great Duke, and , 
i hundreds more officers besides, did not scruple to say that .these 
private reasons came to the Duke in the shape of crown-pieces 1 
'[from the French King, by whom the Generalissimo was bribed tof 
avoid a battle. There were plenty of men in our lines, quidnuncs,^ 

' to whom Mr. Webb listened only too willingly, who could specify:/ 
the exact sums the Duke got, how much fell to Cadogan’s share, f 
and what was the precise fee given to Doctor Hare. '4 

And the successes with which the French began the campaign 
of 1708 served to give strength to these reports ol treason, which ' 
were in everybody’s mouth. Our gencial allowed the enemy to - 
get between us and Ghent, and declined to attack him, though for 
eight and forty hours the armies were in presence of each other.,-; 
Ghent was taken, and on the same day Monsieur do la Motile ^ 
summoned Bruges ; and these two great cities fell into the hands ; 
of the French without tiring a shot. A few days afterwards . 
Lamothe seized upon the fort of Plushendall : and it began to be • 
supposed that all Spanish Flanders, as well as Brabant, would fall, 
into the hands of the French troops ;—when the Prince Eugene 
arrived from the Mozellc, aud then their was no more shilly-g 
' shallyi ng. 

The Prince of Savoy always signalised his arrival at the army , 
by a great feast (my Lord Puke’s entertainments were both seldom ' 
and shabby): and 1 remember our general returning from this 
dinner with the two commanders-in chief; his honest head a little - 1 ' 
excited by wine, which was dealt out much more Iibcially by ■ 
the Austrian than by the English commander . Now/says my | 
general, slapping the table, with an oath, ‘he must tight; and 

when he is forced to it, d-it, no man in Europe can stand up 

against .lack Churchill.’ Within a week the battle of Oiulenarde ’ 

was fought, when, hate each other as they might, Esmond's general . 
and tin* Oommander-iii-Ohief were forced to admire each other, so 
splendid was the gallantry of each upon this day. 

The brigade commanded by Major-General Webb gave and 
received about as hard knocks as any that were delivered in that, i 
action, which Mr. Esmond had the fortune to stave at the, head/; 
of his own company in his regiment, under the command of tlicir# 
own colonel as Major-General; and it was his good luck to bring / 
the icgiment out of action as commander of it, the four senior 
officers above him being killed in the prodigious slaughter which^ 
'happened on that day. I like to think that Jack Huythorn,;’ 
who sneered at me for being a bastard and a parasite of Webbs,’ 
as he chose to call me, and with whom I had had words, shook,! 
hands with me before the liattle begun. Three days before, pootfff 
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Brace, our lieutenant - colonel, had heard of his elder brother**- 
v death, and was heir to a baronetcy in Norfolk, and four thousands 
a year. Fate, that had left him harmless through a dozen cam- 
l paigns, seized on him just as the world was worth living for, and 
■ he went into action, knowing, as he said, that the luck was going 
’ to turn against him. The major had just joined us—a creature 
&of Lord Marlborough, put in much to the didike of tlu; other 
’ officers, and to be a spy upon us, as it was said. I know not 
whether the truth was so, nor who took the tattle of our mess to 
headquarters, but Webb’s icgiinertt, as its colonel, was known to 

- be in the (’oimnamler-in-ChieFs black books: ‘And if he did not 

, daie to break it up at Inane,’ our gallant old chief used to say,. 
‘ ‘ he was determined to destroy it before the enem \ : 3 so that poor 
Major l’nmdfoot was put into a post of danger. 

Esmonds dear young Viscount, serving as p to my 

• Lord Duke, received a wound, and won an honourable name for 
himself in the , and (/upturn Esmond's name was sent in 

for promotion by his general, too, whose favomite he was. It 
made his heart beat to think that certain eyes at home, the 
brightest in the wmld, might read the page on which his humble 
services were recorded ; but bis mind was made up steadily to 
keep ou£ of their dangerous inllm nee, and to let time and absence 
conquer that passion lie had .'.till lurking about him. Away from 
Beatiix, it, did not tumble him , but lie knew as certain that if 
he returned home, his fever would bleak out again, and avoided 
Wnlcote as a Lincolnshire man avoids returning to his feus, where 
lie is sure that the ague is lying in wait for 1dm. 

\Vc of the English party in the army, who were inclined to 
sneer at everything that came out of 11.mover, and to treat as little 
belter than lmois and savages the Elector’s court and family, were 
' yet forced to confess that, on the day of Oudenarde, the \omig 
Electoral Eri. ■ ■ >, then making his first campaign, conducted him- 
, J self with the spirit and coinage of ati approved soldier. On this 
, occasion his Electoral Highness had better luck than the King of 
/England, who was with his cousins in the enemy’s camp, and had 
to run wdrii them at tin* ignominious end of the day. With the 
most consummate generals in the world before them, and an ad¬ 
mirable commander on their own side, they chose to neglect the 

- counsels, and to rush into a combat with the former, which would 
. have ended in the utter annihilation of their army but for the 

great skill and bravery of the Duke of Ycndosme, who remedied, as 
.far as courage anil genius might, the disasters occasioned by the 
/.squabbles and follies of bis kinsmen, the legitimate princes of the 
$|fclood-iT>yuL 
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'<, * If the Duke of Berwick had but been in the army, the fate of, 

the day would have been very different/ was all that poor Mr. i 
rf-Von Holtz could say; ‘and you would have seeu that the hero r 
f of Almanza was fit to measure swords with the conqueror of ■ 
Blenheim. ’ 

The business relative to the exchange of prisoners was always 
: going on, and was at least that ostensible one which kept Mr.,: 

- Holtz perpetually on the move between the forces of the French 
and the Allies. 1 can answer for it, that he was once very near. 
hanged as a spy by Major-General Wayne, when he was released 

- and sent on to headquarters by a special order of the Commmider- 

■ in-Ohief. He came and went, always favoured, wherever he was, 

’ by some high though occult protection. lie earned messages 
i between the Duke of Berwick and his uncle, our Duke. He seemed 
' 9 to know as well what was taking place in the Dunce's quarter as 

our own : he brought the compliments of the King of England to 
some of our officers, the gentlemen of Webb’s among the rest, for 
their liehaviour on that great day ; and after Wynendael, when 
our general was chafing at the neglect of our Ooinmander-in-Ghief, 
he said he knew how that action was icgarded by the chiefs of the 

* French army, and that the stand made before Wynendael wood 

was the passage bv which the Allies entered Lille. t 

‘Ah !’ savs Holtz (and some folks were very willing to listen to 
him), ‘if the King came by his own, how changed the conduct of 

■ affairs would be i Tlis Majesty’s very exile has this advantage, 

* that he is enabled to read England impartially, and to judge 
honestly of all the eminent men. His sLter is always in the hand 
of one greedy favourite or another, through whose eyes she sees, 
and to whose flattery or dependents she gives away everything. 
Do you suppose that his Majesty, knowing England so well as he 
docs, would neglect such a man as General Webb ! He ought to 
be in the House of Peers as Lord Lydiard. The enemy and all 

. Europe know hia merit: it is that very reputation which certain 
great people, who hate all equality and independence, can never 
pardon.' It was intended that these conversations should be carried 
to Mr. Webb. They were very welcome to him, for great as his 
. services were, no man could value them more than John Richmond 
; Webb did himself, and the differences between him and Marl- 
r borough being notorious, his Grace’s enemies in the army and at 
K home began to court Webb, and set him up against the all grasp- 
1 , lag, domineering chief. And soon after the victory of Oudenarde, 
; /a glorious opportunity fell into General Webb’s way, which that 
/■ gallant warrior did not neglect, and which gave him the means of 
. 'immensely increasing his reputation at home. 
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After Oudenarde, and against the counsels of Marlborough, it '' 
was said, the Prince of Savoy sat down before Lille, the capital of : 
French Flanders, and commenced tliat siege, the most celebrated 1 
■ of our time, and almost as famous as the siego of Troy itself, for - 
” the feats of valour performed in the assault and the defence. The 
, enmity of that Prince of Savoy against the French king was a 
furious personal hate, quite unlike the ci.lm hostility of our great 
English general, who was no more moved by the. game of war than 
that of billiaids, and pushed forwaid his squadrons, and drove his 
red battalions hither and thither as calmly as he would combine a’, 
stroke or make a cannon with the balls. The game over (and he ‘ 
played it so as to he pretty sure to win it), not the least animosity ■ 
against the other party remained in the breast of this consummate 
tactician. Whereas between the Prince of Savoy and the French 
it was f/urryf a DK>r(. Lenten off in one quarter, as he had been 
at Toulon in the hint year, he warn back again on another frontier, 

' of France, availing it with his indefatigable fury. When the 
Prince came to the army, the smouldering tires of war were lighted 
up and bmst out into a tlamc. Our phlegmatick Dutch allies were 
made to advance at a quick march-- our calm Duke forced into 
action. The Prince was an army in himself against, the French ; 
the energy of his hatred prodigious, indefatigable — infectious over 
hundreds of Thousands of men. Tin; Kmperoi s general was repay¬ 
ing, and with a vengeance, the slight the French king had put 
upon the fiery little Abbd of Savoy. brilliant and famous as a 
leader himself, and beyond all measure daring and intrepid, and 
enabled to cope with almost the best of those famous men of war 
wb'* commanded the armies of the French king. Eugene had a 
...pen, the equal of which could not be found in France, since 
the can non-shot oi Sashach laid low the noble Turenne, and could , 
hml Marlborough at the heads of the French host, and crush them 
, as n ith a rock under which all the gathered strength of their ■ 
strollne*t captains must go down. 

‘ The English Duke took little part in that vast siege of Lille, 

, which the Imperal (ieueralissimo pursued with all his force and 
h vigour, further than to cover the besieging lines from the Duke of 
, burgundy's aimv, between which and the Imperialists our Duke 
1 lay. Once, when Prince Eugene was wounded, our Duke took his 
\ Highness’s place in the trenches ; but the siege was with the 
,, Imperialists, not with us. A division under Webb and Knntzau 
was detached into Artois and Picardy upon the most painful and 
; ’i odious service that Mr. Esmond ever saw in the course of his 
^military life. The wretched towns of the defenceless provinces, 
fijvWhose young men had been drafted away into the French armies* 
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which year after year the insatiable war devoured, were left at our' 

,'.mercy ; and our orders were to show them none. We found places 
C garrisoned by invalids, and children and women : poor as they 
y were, and as the costs of this miserable war had made them, our " 
"commission was to rob these almost starving wretches—to tear the' 
l food out i>f their granaries, and strip them of their rags. ’Twas 
an condition of rapine, and murder we were sent on : our soldiers 
' did deeds such as an honest man must blush to remember. We H 
'..brought. back money and provisions in quantity to the Duke’s' 
camp ; there had been no one to resist us, and yet who dares to 
tell with what murder and violence, with what brutal cruelty, , 
outrage, insult, that, ignoble booty had been ravished from the;! 
innocent and miserable victims of the war? 

Meanwhile, gallantly as the operations before Lille bad been 
conducted, the Allies had made but little progress, and 'twas said 
when we returned to the Duke of Marlborough’s eump that the 
1 siege would never be brought to a satisfactoiy end, and that the 
Prince of Savoy would be forced to raise it. Mv Lord Marlborough 
gave this as his opinion openly ; those who mistrusted him, and 
Mr. Esmond owns himself to be of the number, hinted that the 
J) ike had his reasons why Lille should not be taken, and that lie 
. was paid to that end by the French king. !f this was so, and 1 
believe, if, (Lateral Webli lmd now a remarkable opportunity of 
gratifying his hatred of the (Annina,lider-in-t -liicf, of bulking that 
- shameful avarice, which was one of the basest and most notorious 
/qualities of the famous Duke, and of showing his own consummate 
skill as a eominaiidci. And when I consider all tin 1 circumstances 
preceding the event which will now be related, that inv Lord Duke 
was actually offered certain millions of crowns, provided that the 
| siege of Lille should be raised ; that the. Imperial aimy before it 
wa.3 without provisions and auniim'ition, and must have decamped 
)\ but for the supplies that tiny received ; that the march of the 
' convoy destined to relieve the siege was accurately known to the 
French ; and that the force covering it was shamefully inadequate 
V' to that end, and by sh times inferior to l fount do la Mothe’s army, 
which was sent to intercept the convoy ; when ! tis certain that the 
v Duke of Berwick, de la .dotho's chief, was in constant correspond- 
l cure with his uncle, the English (lencralissirno : T believe on my ‘ 
l conscience that ’twas my Lord Marlborough's intention to prevent 
\ those supplies, of which the Prince of Savoy stood in absolute need, 

!-■ from over reaching his Highness ; that lie meant to sacrifice the 
? little army, which covered this convoy, and to betray it as he had 
betrayed Tollemaehe at Lrcst ; as he betrayed every friend he had, 

■ to further his own schemes of avarice or ambition. But for the! 
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'"miraculous victory which Esmond’s general won over an army six' 
or seven times greater than his own, the siege of Lille must have 
„ been raised ; and it must be remembered that our gallant little 
force was under the command of a general whom Marlborough 
fv hated, that he was furious with the conqueror, and tried by the 
most open and shameless injustice afterwards to rob him of the 
% credit of his victory. 


OH APT Eli XV 

GEN Eli AT, WEBB WINS THE BATTLE OF WTNENDAEL 

By the besiegers and besieged of Lille, some of the most brilliant! 
' feats of valour were performed, that ever illustrated any war. On 
the French side (whose gallantry was piodigions, the skill and 
braveiy of Marshal Bouillers actually eclipsing those of his 
conqueror, the Prince of Savoy) may be mentioned that daring 
action of Messieurs de Luxembourg and Tournefort, who, a\ ith a 
body of Horse and Dragoons, curried powder into the town, of which 
the besieged were 1 in extreme want, each soldier bunging a bag 
witli foiFy pounds of powder behind him ; with which perilous 
provision they engaged our own Holm 1 , faced the lire of the Foot 
brought out lo meet them : and though half of the men were 
, blown up in the diendful errand they rode on, a purl of them got 
into the town with the succours of which the garrison was so 
much in want.. A French oflicer, Monsieur du Bois, performed an 
act equally daring, and perfectly successful. The Duke’s great 
; army lying at Heleliin, and covering the siege, and it being 
necessary for M. de Yendosmo to get news of the rendition of the 
place, Captain Dubois performed his famous exploit: not only 
■ passing through the lines of the siege but swimming afterwards no 
less than seven moats and ditches : and coining back the same 
X way swimming with his letters in his mouth. 

>•' By these letters Monsieur de lJoufflers said that he could' 
undertake, to hold the place till October; and that if one of the 
convoys of the Allies could be intercepted they must raise the 
siege altogether. 

a Such a convoy as hath been said was now prepared at Ostend, 

.. and about to inarch for the siege ; and on the 27th September we 
,(. (and the French too) had news that it was on its way. It was 
( composed of 700 waggons containing ammunition of all sorts, and 
fa was escorted out of Ostend by 2000 Infantry and 300 Horse. At 

■ft,;/>■,'» t v 
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the same time M. de la Mothe quitted Bruges, having with him 
five-and-thirty battalions, and upwards of sixty squadrons, and forty 
guns, in pursuit of the convoy. 

Major-General Webb had meanwhile made up n force of twenty 
battalions, and three squadrons of dragoons, at Turout, whence he 
moved to cover the convoy and pursue la Mothe : with whose 
advanced guard ours came up upon the great plain of Turout, and 
before the little wood and castle of AVynendael : behind which the 
convoy was marching. 

As soon as they came in sight of the enemy our advanced troops 
were halted, with the wood behind them, and the rest of our force 
brought up as quickly as posable, our little body of Horse being 
brought forward to the opening of the plain, as our general said, 
to amuse the enemy. When M. la Mothe. came up he found cs 
posted in two lines in front of the wood ; and formed his own 
army in battle facing ours, in eight lines, four of infantry in front 
and dragoons and cavalry behind. 

The French began tlm action, as usual, with a cannonade which 
lasted three hours, when they made their attack, advancing in 
twelve lines, four of Foot and four of Horse, upon the allied troops 
i i the wood where we welt* posted. Tin ir infantry behaved ill ; 
they were, oidered to charge with the bayonet, but, instead, began 
to fiie, and almost at the very fiist discharge from our men, 
broke and fled. The cavalry behaved belter; with thesi alone, 
who weie three or four times as numerous as our whole force, 
Monsieur tie la Motile might have won a vwtmv . but oiilv two 
of our battalions were shaken in the least, , and these speedily 
rallied : noi could the repeated attacks of the French horse cause 
our troops to budge an inch from the position in the wood m 
which our general had placed them 

After attacking for two how.- the French retired at nightfall 


entirely foiled. With all the ios* we had inflicted upon him, the 
enemy was still three times stronger than we; and it, could not be 
supposed that our general could pursue M. de la Mothe, or do 
much more than h«Jd our ground about the wood, from which the 
^Frenchman had in vain attempted to dislodge us. La Mothe 
■ retired behind his forty guns, his cavalry protecting them better 
than it had been enabled to annoy us ; and meanwhile the convoy, 
which was of more importance than all our little force, and the 


, safe passage of which v-c would have dropped to the last man to 
. accomplish, marched away in perfect safety during the action, and 
joyfully reached the besieging camp before Lille. 

Major-General Cadogau, my Lord Duke’s Quartermaster-General 
(and between whom and Mr. Webb there was no love lost), 
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accompanied the convoy, and joined Mr, Webb with a couple of 
hundred Horse just as the battle was over and the enemy in full 
retreat. He offered, readily enough, to charge with his Horse upon 
the French as they fell back ; but his force was too weak to inflict 
any damage; upon them ; and Mr. Webb, commanding as Cadogan’a 
senior, thought enough was done in holding our ground before an 
enemy that might still have overwhelmed us, had we engaged him 
in the open territory, and in securing the safe passage of the 
convoy. Accordingly, the Horse brought, up by Cadogan did not 
draw a sword ; and only prevented, by the good countenance they 
showed, any disposition the, French might have had to renew the 
attack on us. And no attack coming, at nightfall (funeral Cadogan 
drew' off with his squadron, being bound for headquarters, the two 
generals at parting grimly saluting each other, 

‘He will be at lioncq time enough to lick my Lord Duke’s 
trenchers at supper.’ says Mr. Webb. 

Our owm men lay out in the woods of Wynondael that night, 
and our general had his supper in the little castle there. 

* If 1 was Cadogan, I would have a peerage for this day's work,’ 
General Webb stud; 'and Harry, thou shouldst have a regiment. 
Thou hast been n ported in the hist two actions: thou wort near 
killed in the first. 1 shall mention thee in my despatch to his 
Grace the Vommamler-in-Ghicf, and iceommeml thee to poor Dick 
Harwood’s vacant majority. Hale you ever a hundred guineas to 
give GardnnneD Slip them into his hand, to-morrow, when you 
go to headquarters with my report 

In tins report the Major-General was good i nough to mention 
Captain Esmond's name with particular favour ; and that gentle¬ 
man carried the despatch to headquarters the next day, and was 
not a little pleased to bring back a letter b\ bis Grace’s secretary, 
addressed to Lieutenant-General Webb. The Dutch officer de¬ 
spatched by Gount Nassau Woudenbourg, Abelt-Maiesehal Auver- 
querque’s son, brought, back also a complimentary lettei to his 
commander, who bad seconded Mr. Webb in the action with great 
valour and skill. 

Esmond, with a low bow and a, smiling face, presented his 
' despatch, and saluted Mr. Webb as Lieutenant-General, as he gave 
' it in. The gentlemen round about him—lie was riding with his 
suite on the road to Meuiu as Esmond came up with him gave a 
cheer, and he thanked them, and opened the despatch with rather 
j; a flushed eager face 

He slapped it down on his boot in a rage, after he had read it, 
‘Tis not even writ with his own hand. Head ii out, Esmond,’ 
And Esmond read it out:— 
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‘Slit---Mr. Cad o'Jan is .just now come in, and has acquainted 
me with the success of the ac tion you had yesterday in the,- 
afternoon against the hotly of troops commanded by M. de la,^ 
Mothe, at AVynendael, wJiich must he attributed ehieily to y our A c 
g.mtl conduct and resolution. You may he sure I shall do you v 
justice ;it home, a.id he giml on all occasions to own the service-' 
you lm\c done in securing this convoy. Yours, etc., j\I. ? S J: 

‘Two lines hy that damned (,‘ardonnel, and no more, for Iho 
taking of Lille - - for heating live times our number—for ail action 
as hnlliiuit as the host, he ever loiiuht,’ says poo<‘ Mr. Webb, if"’ 
‘ Lieutenaut-di neral 1 Thais not his doing. I was the oldest ‘‘J’ 

major general. Uy -, t believe lie had been better pleased, if y;‘ 

i had been beat. 

The b'ttor to tin' Dutch ollieer was in French, and longer /lid 
more eomphmoutarv than th.il 1o Mi. W’ehh. * 

‘And this is the man,’ lie broke out, ‘that's gorged with gold,,, 
---thal's covered with titles and honours that we won for him, — *' 
and that grudges men ;i hue of prni-e to a comrade in arms! 
Hasn't lie enough'! Don't we iiuiit that he may roll lunches'} 
Well, well, wail for the LV/v//e, gentlemen. The Queen and the ' 
country will do us jii.Aice, if hi^ (bare denies it us.’ There, were 
teais of rage >u tin* brave watnoiA- eye*, as he spoke; tuid ho 
d.ushed them oil' In-, fact 1 on to liis glow. lie, shook his list in the 
air ‘Oh, by the Lord! ; says he, ' l know what i had rather have * 
than a peerage 1; 

‘And what \> that, sir?’ some, of them asked ' 

‘ 1 had rathei hare a « [luiil it of an horn with dolin Churchill, ; 
on a tail* green field, and onl\ a pail of rapids between my shirt 
and his-' 

* Sir ! ; inti rjloses one. 

i’eli him so' 1 know that's what you mean. I know every 1 
word goes to turn that s dropped fiom every general officer's mouth. 

1 don t say he s not brave. Curse him ! lies brave, enough ; but, ' 
wa* 11 wait tor the (Ju rffr\ gemleuien. Clod save her Majesty! 
sh<‘’ll do us justice.' \ 

I he 1i> did not come to us till a month afterwards; when , - 
my general and ins nuDers laid the honour to dine with Prince 
Luge no tit Lille ; Ins J lignites', being good enough to say that we ; , 
had brought the provisions, and ought to share in the banquet, te 
Twas a great banquet. IL.s Cl race of ]\Lirll)omugh was on his y. 
Highness,s right, ami on lii.-. left the Marosclial de Houfflers, who >V; 
had so bravely defended the place The chief officers of either^ 
army were present ; and you may be sure Esmond's general was 
splendid this day : his tall, noble person and manly beauty of face"A: 
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made him remarkable anywhere ■ he wore, for the first time, the 
star of the Order of Generosity, that his Prussian Majesty had sent 
to him for his victory. Ilis Highness the Prince of Savoy called a 
" toast to the conqueror of Wynendael. My Lord Duke drank it 
'V’with rather a sickly smile. The aides-de-camp were present; and 
, Henry Esmond and his dear young lord were together, as they 
always strove to bo when duty would permit: they were over 
; against the table where the generals weie, and could see all that 
; passed pretty well. Frank laughed at my Lord Duke’s glum face: 
-the affair of Wynendael. and the ('nptain-Geneiul’s conduct to 
Webb, had been the talk of 1 lie whole army. AVhen liis Highness 
spoke, and gave-—‘ Le ^ainqueur de Wynendael ; son armde et sa 
vietoire,’ adding, k qui nuns font diner a Lille aujourd'huy ’—there 
was a great cheer through the hall ; for Mr. Webbs bravery, 
generosity, ami very weaknesses of character caused him to be- 
beloved in the army. 

‘Like Hector, handsome, and like Paris, brave ! 5 whispers 
Frank Cnstlewood ‘A Venns, an elderly Annins, couldn’t refuse 
him a pippin. Stand np, Harry. See, we an* drinking the army 
■ of AVynendael. Laniillies is nothing to it. Huz/ay 1 lui/zay!’ 

At this very time, and just after our general had made his 
acknowledgment, some one btought in an English Gnu tie —and was 
passing it From hand to hand down the table. Oiiicers weie eager 
' enough, to read it ; mothers and sisters a* home must have sickened 
over it. There scarce rame out a Ga-rtfi for six years that did not 
tell of some hcroiek death or some Liilliant achievement. 

‘ Here it is - Action of Wynendael—heie 3011 are, Gmoral,’says 
Frank, seizing hold of the little dingy paper that soldiers loved to 
read so : and, scrambling over from our bench, he went to where 
the Geneial sat, who knew him, and had semi many a time at his 
table his laughing, handsome face, which everybody loved who saw. 
The generals in their great perrukcs made way for him. He 
banded the paper over (Jenoral Dolma’s buff coat to our (Jenoral on 
the opposite side. 

He came hobbling back, and blushing at his feat: ‘ I thought 
he’d like it, Harry,’the young fellow whispered. ‘Didn’t 1 like to 
read my name after Ikimidies, in the London Gazette ? —A 7 iscount 
Gastlewood serving a volunteer-T say, what’s yonder 1 ' 

Mr. Webb, reading the Gazette, looked very strange- slapped it 
down on the table- then sprung up in his place, and began to— 

; ‘ Will your Highness please to-’ 

His (fr.j.ce the Duke of Marlborough here jumped up too— 
‘There’s some mistake, my dear General AVebb.' 

: ‘Your Grace had best rectify it,’ says Mr. AVebb, holding out 
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the letter; but he was five off his Grace the Prince-Duke, who, 
besides, was higher than the General (being seated with the Prince 
of Savoy, the Electoral Prince of Hanover, and the envoys of 
Prussia and Denmark, under a baldaquin), and Webb could not 
reach him, tall as he was. 

‘Slay,’ says la, with a smile, as if catching at some idea, and ' 
then, with a perfect courtesy, drawing his sword, he ran the (Jazetle 
Hii"ugh with the point, and said, ‘ Permit me to hand it to your 
Glare ’ 

The Duke looked very blaek. ‘Take it,’ says he, to his Master,; 
of the Horse, who was waiting behind him. 

The Lieutenant-General made a very low bow, and letired and 
finished Ids gins,. The U<r.dU in which Mr. (‘ardonnel. the fluke’s 
secretary, gave an account of the victory of Wynendael, mentioned 
■Mr. We lib’s name, but gave the sole praise and conduct of the 
action 1o the Jhike’s favourite, Mr. Cadogau. 

Theio was no little talk and excitement occasioned by tliis strange 
behaviour of General Webb, who had almost drawn a sword upon’ 
the < Vimmander-in-Pliief: but the General, after the hist outbreak 
of his anger, maslered it outwardly altogether : and, by his sub¬ 
sequent behaviour, had the satisfaction of even more angering the 
Gmumander in Chief, than lie could have doin' by any publick 
exhibition of resentment • 

On returning, to lus quarter*, and consulting with his chief 
adviser. Mi. Msmund, who was now entirely in the General’s con¬ 
fidence, and treated by him as a fiiend, and almost a son, Mr. 
Webb writ a letter to his Gran 1 the Commander-in-Chief, in which 
lie s.iid : - 


‘ ^ f >ut‘ Grace must be await' that the sudden perusal of the 
fjon<b»i (hr.tffc, in which youi Grace’s secretarv, Mi. Cardonnel. 
Hath mentioned Major-Gene;al ('.-slogan's name, as the officer com¬ 
manding in the late action of Wynendael, must have caused a 
feeling of anything but pleasure to the General wdio fought that 
action. 

‘ \ our Gran* must be aware that Mr. (Jadogan was not even 
present at the battle, .hough he arrived with squadrons of Horse 
at its close, and put himself under the command of his superior 
officer. And as the result of the battle of Wynendael, in which 
Lieutenant-General Webb had the good fortune to command, w T as 
the capture of Lille, the "clief of Brussels, then invested by the ’ 
enemy under the Elector of Havana, the restoration of the great 
cities of Ghent and Bruges, of which the enemy (by treason within 
the walls) had got possession in the previous year : Mr. Webb ’ 
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cannot consent to forgo the honours of such a success and service, 
for the benefit of Mr. Cadogan, or any other person. 

‘As soon as the military operations of' the year arc over, 
Lieutenant-General Webb will request permission to leave the army, 
.and return to his place in .Parliament, where he gives notice to his 
' Grace the Commander-iii-Chief, that lie shall lay his cast* before 
the House of (.■ominous, tln^ country, and her Majesty the Queen. 

‘ By his eagerness to rectify that false statement of the Gazette, 
which had been wiitten by his-Grace’s seeietary, Mr. Cardoimcl, 
Mr. Webb, not being able to reach Ins Grace, the Cormnander-in- 
Oliief on account of the gentlemen seated between them, placed 
the paper containing the false statement on his sword, so that it 
might more t cuddy ariive in the hands of Ins Grace the Duke 
of Marlborough, who surely would wish to do justice to every 
officer of his army. 

‘Mr. Webb knows his duty too well to think of insubordination 
to his superior officer, or of using his svvonl in a campaign against 
any but the enemies of her Majesty, lie solicits permission to 
return to England immediately the military duties will permit, 
and take with him to England Captain Esmond, of his regiment, 
who acted as his iru/c-uV-mi/ip, and was present during the entire 
action, and noted by his watch the time when Mr. Cadogan arrived 
at its close.’ 

The Commander-in-Chief could not tint, grant this permission, 
nor could he take notice, of Webb's letter, though it was couched 
in terms the most insulting. Half the army believed that the 
cities of Ghent and Bruges were given up by a, ti easing which 
some in our army veiy well understood ; that the Commander-in- 
Chief would not have relieved Lille if he could have, helped him¬ 
self ; that lie would not have fought that year had not the Prince 
of Savoy forced bun. When the battle once began, then, for his 
own ion own, my Lord Marlborough would tight as no man in the 
world ever fought better; and no bribe on earth could keep him 
from beating the enemy. 1 

1 Our Gruiidliilhci's hatred of the Duke of Marlborough appears all 
through his account of t hose < amp,ligns lie always persisted Ihat the 
.Duke was tin- greatest traitor and soldiet History ever told of: and 
'declared that he took bribes on all hands during the wai. My Lord 
Marquis (for so wo may call him hero, though lie never went by any 
yo tiler name. Ilian Colonel Esmond) was in the habit of tolling many 
• .stories which he did not set down in his memoirs, and whieh lie had 
"from his friend the. .Jesuit, who was not always correctly informed, and 
' who persisted that Marlhutough was looking for a bribe of two milliors 
- of crowns before the campaign of Ramillies. 

;-. And our Grandmother used to tell us children that on his first pro- 
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But the mutter was taken up by the subordinates; and half 
the army might have been by the cars, if the quarrel had not been „ 
stopped, (Jeneral Cmlogun sent an intimation to General Webb to 
say that he wus ready if Webb liked, and would meet him. ThiB 
was a kind of ijivitation our slout old general was always too ready \ 
to :ie<v pt, and *twas with great ditlieulty we got the General to,: 
tvi>ly that he had no quarrel with Mr.jUudogan, who had behaved 
w'lh p-*jfeet gallantry, but only with those at headquarters, "who had ; 
belied him. JMr. L’ardonnel olleicd General Webb reparation ; Mr, J 
Webb said he had a cane at the servin' of Mr. L'ardonnel, and tlie : 
only satisfaction he wanted from him was one lie was not likely to 
get, namely, the truth. The ultieers in our staff of Webb's, atid V 
those in the. immediate suite of the General, were ready to come- * 
to blows : and lienee arose the only afiaii in which Mr. Esmond 
ever engaged a* principal, and that was fioin a revengeful wish to 
wipe off an old injuiy. 

My Lord Mohan, who laid a troop in Lord Macclesfield’s 
regiment of die Horse Guards, rode, this campaign with the Duke. 
He had sunk by this time to tin' ver> worst reputation : lie had 
had another fatal dial m Spain : he had man led, and forsaken his . 
wile; he was a gambler, a piolligate, and debauchee, lie joined , 
just before Oudenurde. and, as Esmond feared, as soon as Frank , 
Castle wood heard of his arrival, Frank was for seeking him out, M 
and killing him. The wound my lord cut at Uudcnarde prevented 
their meeting, bill that was nearly healed, and Mr. Esmond ’’’ 
trembled daily lest any chance should bring his boy and this 
known assassin together. They met at the mess-table of, ' 
Handyside's regiment at Lille; the oflieer commanding not know-' ; - 
ing of tlu* lend between the two noblemen. 

Esmond had not seen the hateful handsome taee of Moliun for 
nine years, smro they had met on that fatal night in Leicester • 
Field. It was degraded with erime and passion now , it wore the 
anxious look of a man who has three deaths, and who knows how 
many hidden shames, and lusts, and clinics, on his conscience. He: 
bowed with a sickly low bow, and slunk away when om host pre- v 
seated us loimd to one another. Frank Castlewood had not known 
him till then, so e,lunged was lie. He knew the boy well enough. ■>'. 

sent.it ion t«i mv Lord Duke, the Duke lurned his h;wk upon my .. 
Ciraiidi.iilwr : and hind to i.lie lluehess, who told mv lady dowager at,* 
Lhelsea, wdio afterward-told Colonel Esmond,—* Tom Esmond’s bastard 
has been to my le\ee ; he has the h.mg-dog look of 1 us rogue of a lather 'H'S 
- -an expression wliieli ni\ (Ji and father never forgave. Me was as ^ 
constant m liis dislikes as in Ins iittaelmio.nts ; and exreedingly partial*^ 
to Webb, whose side he took against the more eehihratcd general. .Wjft V 
have General Webb’s portrait now at Castlewood, Ya. 


• Mk 
•f 
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’Twas curious to look at the two—especially the youtig man, 
whose face flushed up when lie heard the hated name of the other ; 
and who said in his bad French and his brave boyish voice—‘He, 
had long been anxious to meet my Lord Moliun.’ The other only 
bowed and moved away from him. I do him justice, he wished 
to have no quarrel with the lad. 

Esmond put himself between them at table. ‘I)-it,' says 

Frank, ‘why do you put yourself in 1 lie place of a man who is 
above you in decree? My Lord Moliun should walk after me. I 
want to sit by my Lord Moliun.’ 

Esmond whispered to Lord Moliun, that Frank was hurt in the 
leg at Oudenarde ; and besought the othei 1 1 » be quiet. Quiet 
enough lie was for some time ; disicgaiding the many taunts which 
young (,'astlewnod flung at him, until a ltd several healths, when 
my Lord Mohun got to be rather in liquor. 

‘Will you go away, my lord?’ Mr. Esmond said to him, im¬ 
ploring him to quit the table. 

‘No, by (1-says my Lord Moliun. ‘ L’ll not go away for 

any man;’ he was quite flushed with wine by this time. 

The talk got round to the nil’.ur.s of yesterday. Webb had 
ofleied to challenge the ('oniiiiaiider-in-t 'hief: AVebb hud keen ill- 
used : Webb was the bravest, handsomest, vainest man m the 
army. Ij>rd Moliun did not know that Esmond was AY ebb V «/Vc- 
dt-cmujt. lie began to tell some stories against the < {racial; 
which, from t’othei side of Esmond, young CnMlevood contradicted. 

‘i can’t heai .my more of tins,’ says my Lord Moliun. 

‘Nor can I, my lord,’ says Mr. Esmond, slartiug up. ‘The 
story my Lord Mohun lias told respecting (lener*d Webb is false, 
gentlemen false, l repeat,' and making a low bow to Lord Alohun, 
and wuhoiit a Much 1 woid more, Esmond got up and left the 
dining-loom. These all’airs were common enough among the 
military of those davs. There was a garden behind the house, 
and all the party turned instant 1> into it: and the two gentlemen's 
coats weie off and their points engaged within two minutes after 
Esmond’s words had been spoken. If* Captain Esmond had put 
Mohun out of the world, as he might, a villain would have been 
punished and spared further villanies--- but who is one man to 
punish another? 1 declare upon my honour that my only thought- 
was to in-event Lord Moliun from mischief with Frank, and the 
end of this meeting was, that after half a dozen passes my leal 
went home wdth a hurt which prevented him from lifting his right 
arm for three months. 

‘Oh, llarry ! why didn’t you kill the villain V young Castle wood 
■asked. ‘I can’t walk without a crutch : but I could have met 
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him on horseback with sword and pistol.’ Hut Harry Esmond 

said, ‘ Twas best to have no man’s life on one’s conscience, not 

even that villain’s:' and this affair, which did not occupy three 

minutes, being over, the gentlemen went back to their wine, and . 

my Limi Mohun to his quartets, where he was laid up with a fever 

which had sparer! mischief had it proved fatal. And very soon 

after this affair Harry Esmond and Ins general left the camp for , 

Hendon , whither a certain reputation had preceded the Captain, 

for my Lady Castlewood of Chelsea received him as if he had been 

a conquei mg hero. She gave a great dinner to Mr. Webb, where t 

the Ccnctals chair was crowned with laurels; and her ladyship* 

railed Esmond's health in a toast, to which my kind general was 

graciously ph-as* d to hear the strongest testimony, and took down 

a mol) of at least forty roaches to cheer our general as he came 

out of the. House of Commons, the day when he received the 

1 « 

thanks of Parliament for his action. The mob liuzzaYd and 
applauded him, as well as the hue company : it was splendid to*' 
see him waving his Inti, and bowing, and laying his hand upon 1 
his Order of Oenerosity. lie introduced Mi. Esmond to Mr. St. 
John and the Right Honourable I!obeli Hailey, Esquire, as he 
came out of the Hou.se walking between them ; and was pleased 
to make many battering obsei vat ions regarding Mr. Esmond’s 
behavioui during the Ihive last campaigns. 

Mr St, John (who had the most winning piesence of any man 
1 evi r saw, excepting always my peerless young Frank Castle¬ 
wood) said lie had heard ol Mr Esmond before from Captain 
Steele, and how lie. had helped Mr Addison to write his famous 
poem of the 1 1 '.mipaign.’ 

1 ’Tis as great an achievement as the, victory of Ulenheini itself,’ 
Mr. flalley said, who was famous as a judge and patron of letters, 
ami so perhaps it may be - though for my' part 1 think there are 
twenty beaut-fid lines, but ail the lest is commonplace, and Mr. 
Addison's, hymn worth a thousand such poems. 

AH the town was indignant at my Lord Duke’s unjust treat¬ 
ment of (u-nerul "Webb, and applauded the vote of thanks which 
the House of Commons ga/\c to the (leneral for his victory at 
"W'yncndael. Tis cert., m that the capture of Lille was the con¬ 
sequence of that lucky achievement, and the humiliation of the 
old Ereucli king, who was said to suffer more at the loss of this 
gloat city, than from any of the former victories our troops 
had won over him. \nd, 1 think, no small part of Mr. Webb’s 
evultalion at his victory arose lrom the idea that Marlborough had 
been disappointed of a great bribe the French king had promised 
him, should the siege be raised. The very sum of money offered 
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to him was mentioned by the ’.Duke’s enemies ; and honest Mr. 
Webb chuckled at the notion not only of beating the French, but 
of beating Marlborough too, and intercepting a convoy of three 
millions of French crowns, that wore on their way to the General¬ 
issimo’s insatiable pockets. When the Generals lady went to the 
Queen’s drawing-room, all the Tory women crowded round her 
with congratulations, and made her a train greater than the 
Duchess of Marlborough’s own. Feasts wore given to the General 
by all the chiefs of the Tory party, who vaunted him as the Duke’s 
equal in military skill; and perhaps used the worthy soldier as 
their instrument, whilst he thought they were but acknowledging 
his merits as a commander. As the General's aid*-Je-cavip, and 
favourite ollicer, Mr. Esmond came in for a djarc of his chief’s 
popularity, and was presented to her Majesty, and advanced to 
the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel, at the request of his grateful chief. 

We may he sure* there was one family in which any good 
fortune that happened to Esmond, caused such a sincere pride and 
pleasure, that he, for lus part, was thankful he could make them 
so happy. With these fond friends, JJlenhcim and Oudenarde 
seemed to hi' mere trilling incidents of the war ; and Wynendael 
w r as its crowning victory. Esmond s mistress never tired to hear 
accounts of the battle ; and 1 think General Webb’s lady giew 
jealous •of her, for the General was for ever at Kensington, and 
talking on that, delightful theme. As for his aidc-dt nr,up, though, 
no doubt, Esmond’s own natural v.initv was pleased at the little 
slime of reputation wlroh his good foilum- had won him, yet it 
was chiefly precious to hitu (he may say so, now that he hath 
long since outlived it) because it pleased his mistress, and, above 
all, because l>eatri\ valued it. 

As for tin 1 old dowager of Chelsea, never was an old woman in 
all England more delighted nor more gracious than she. Esmond 
had his qua) tors in her ladyship's house, where the domesticks were 
instructed to consider him as their master. She bade him give 
entertainments, of which she defrayed the charges, and was charmed 
when his guests were carried away tipsy in their coaches. She 
must have his picture taken ; and accordingly lie was painted by 
Mr. Jcrvas, in his red coat, and smiling upon a bomb-shell, which 
was blunting at a corner of the piece. She vowed that unless he 
made a great match, she should never die easy, and was for ever 
bringing young ladies to Chelsea, wdth pretty laces and pretty 
fortunes, at the disposal of the Colonel. He smiled to think how 
times were altered w T ith him, and of the early days in his father’s 
lifetime, when a trembling page he stood before her, with her lady¬ 
ship’s basin and ewer, or crouched in her coacli-step. The only 
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fault slu' found with him was that he was more sober than an 
Esmond ought to bo ; and would neither be carried to bed by his ■' 
valet, nor lose his heart to any beauty, whether of St. James's or 
Covent Card' 1 !!. 

What is the meaning of fidelity in love, and whence the biith 
of it ? ’Tis a .-tale of miml that men fall into, and depending on 
tin' man rather than the woman. We love being in love, that’s the . 
trut ‘i on’t. If we had not, met. doan, we should have met Kate, 
and tnleied her. We know our mistresses are no better than many 
othoi women, nor no prottiot. nor no wiser, nor no wittier, "[’is ; 
not for these reasons we love a woman, or for any special quality / 
or (barm I huow of ; we might as well demand that a lady should 
be tile tailed woimui in the world, like tlie Sluopshire giantess,i us 
that she should be a pm agon in any other character, be foie we. 
began to love her. Esmond'* midiess had a thousand faults beside * . 
her charms ■ he knew both perfectly well : she was imperious, she 1 
was light-minded, she was flighty, slie wars false, she had no ;■ 
rcvi'ionce, m her ch.unetcr : sh< 1 was in evenihing, even in beauty, " 
the contrast of tier mother, who was the most devoted and the 
least hellish of women. Well, from the very first moment lie saw ' 
her on tlu* staits at Wahote, Esmond knew he loved Beatrix. 
There might be better women he wauled dial one. He eared 
for none other. Was it because she was gloriously beiuiiiful? 
Beautiful as she was, lie hath hemd people say a score of times in 
their eoinpanv, that Eeatiix’s mother looked as young, and was the 
handsomer of the tw 11 Why did her voue tinili in his ear so? 
She could not sing near so welt a* Nieobni or .Mis. Tofts ; nay, she - 
sang out of tune, Midyel lie liked to hear her better than St. Cecilia, 
She had not a liner complexion than Mrs. Steele (Dick’s wife, 
whom he had now got, and who ruled poor J )i«*k w dh a iod of 
pickle), and yet. to see her dazzled Esmond; lie would shut his 
eyes, and the thought ol her da.vied him all the. same. She was 


brilliant and lively in talk, but, not so incomparably witty as her 
mother, who, when she was cheerful, said the fined things; but 
yet to hear her, and to be w ith her, was Esmond's greatest pleasure. * 
Days passi d away between him and those ladies, lie scarce knew 
how. lie i»oured his lieu, u out to them, so as lie never could in 
any other company, whole he hath generally passed foi being moody, 
or supercilious and silent. r I nis smiety- was more delightful than - 
'-that of the greatest wits !o him. May Jleaven pardon him the* 1 '" 


1 is; not thus n m omini fnu% , ( ol E. hath owned to Hus lolly for a 
score of ivouf n beside*. K. 

•'And, indeed, so was his to them, a thousand thousand times mure 
dimming, for wheir was his espial R. 
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lies he told the dowager at Chelsea, in order to get a pretext for ' 
going away to Kensington ; the business at the Ordnance which he 
invented; the interview with his General, the courts and states- ‘ 
.man’s levees which he didn't frequent and describe ; who wore a 
new suit on Sunday at Saint James’s or at the Queen’s birthday; 
how many coaches tilled the street at Mr. Harley’s levee; how, 
many bottles he had had the honour to drink over-night with Mr. 
St. John at the Cocoa Tree, or at the Carter with Mr. Walpole 
and Mr. Steele. 

Mistress Beatrix' Esmond had been a dozen times on the point 
of making great matches, so the Court scandal said ; but for his 
part Esmond never would believe the stories against her; and' 
came back, alter three years’ absence from her, not so frail tick as 
he had been peihaps, but still hungering after her and no other, 
still hopeful, still kneeling, with his heart in his hand for the young 1 
lady to take. We were now got to 17() l J. She was near twenty- 
two years old. and three yeais at Court, and without a husband. 

‘’Tis not lor want of being asked,’ Lady Castlewnud said, look¬ 
ing into Esmond’s heait, as she could, with that pciccptivcness, 
ailed ion gives. ‘ But she will make no mean match, Harry: she 
will not marry as 1 would haxe her; the person whom I should 
like to call my sun, and Homy Esmoud knows who that is, is best 
servcif by mv not picssing his claim. Beatrix is so wilful, that 
what J would urge on her, she would be sine to resist. The man 
who would marry her will not bo happy with her, unless ho be a 
great person, and can put her in a great position. Beatrix loves 
admiration more than Jove ; and longs, beyond all things, for com¬ 
mand. Why should a mother speak so of hei child 'l You are my ■ 
son, too, llany. You should know' the tmlh about your sister. I 
thought y <>u might cure yourself of your passion,’ my ladv added, 
fondly. ‘Other people can cure themselves of that folly, you 
know’. But I see you are still as infatuated as ever. When we 
read yom name in the G'oyftt-, T pleaded for you, my poor boy. 
Poor boy, indeed ! You are growing a grave old gentleman now, , 
and I am an old woman. She likes your fame well enough, and 
she likes your person. She says you have wit, and file, and good- ' 
breeding, and are more natural than the lino gcnllemen of the 
Oouit. But this is not enough. She wants a eommander-iu-cliief, 
and not a colonel. Were a duke to ask her, she w’ould leave an 
earl whom she had promised. I told you so before. T know not 
how my poor girl is so worldly.’ 

‘ Well,’ says Esmond, ‘ a man can but give his best and his all. 
She has that from me. What little reputation I have won, I sxvear I 
cared for it but because I thought Beatrix would bo pleased with it. 
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. What care I to be a colonel or a general? Think you *twill 
llnatter a few score years hence, what our foolish honours to-day 
Jftre ? I would have had a little fame, that she might wear it in , 
|Ser hat. If I had anything better, I would endow her with it. 1% 
|»she wants my life, I would give it her. If she marries another, I . 

say God bless him. I make no boast, nor no complaint. I 
( think my fidelity is folly, perhaps. But so it is. I cannot help 
( myself. I love her. You are a thousand times better : the fondest, 
tthe fairest, the dearest, of women. Sure, dear lady, I see all 
^Beatrix’s faults as well as you do. But she is my fate. ’Tis- 
; endurable. I shall not die for not having her. I think I should 
‘ be no happier, if I won her. O uc voulez-vous ? as my Lady of 
( Chelsea would say. Je 1’aime.’ 

‘I wish she would have you,’ said Harry’s fond mistress, giving, 
hand to him. He kissed the fair hand (’twas the prettiest 
, dimpled little, hand in the world, and my Lady Oastlewood, though 
’ now almost forty years old, did not look to be within ten years 
of her age). He kissed and kept her fair hand, as they talked 


(together. 

‘Why,’ says he, ‘should she hear me? She knows what I 
(would say. Far or near she knows I’m her slave. I have sold 
^myself for nothing, it may be. Well, ’tis the price I choose to 
' take. 1 am worth nothing, or I am worth all.’ 

‘ You arc such a treasure,’ Esmond’s mistress was pleased to 
say, ‘that the woman who 1ms your love, shouldn’t change it away 
' against a kingdom, 1 think. I am a country-bred woman, and 
£ cannot say but the ambitions of the town seem mean to me. I 
. never was awe-stricken by my Lady Ducliess’s rank and finery, or 
afraid,’ she added, with a sly laugh, ‘ of anything but her temper. I 
hear of Court ladies who pine because her Majesty looks cold on 
them ; and great noblemen who would give a limb that they might 
, wear a garter on the other. This worldliuess, which I can’t 
' Comprehend, was born witli Beatrix, who, on the first day of her 
^waiting, was a perfect courtier. We are like sisters, and slie the 
Haider sister, somehow. She tells me I have a mean spirit. I 
paugh, and say she adores a coaeh-and-six. I cannot reason her 
((but of her ambition, ’Tis natural to her, as to me to love quiet, 
land be indifferent, about rank and riches. What are they, Harry ?' 
|and for how long do they last ? Our home is not here.’ She 
Ibnuled as she spoke, and looked like an angel that was only on 
&,b«rth on a visit. ‘ Our home is where the just are, and where our 
iiSms and sorrows enter not. My father used to rebuke me, and 
ij?ay that I was too hopeful about Heaven. But I cannot help my i 
nature, and grow obstinate as I grow to be an old woman: and fiflS 
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1 love my children bo, sure our Father loves us with a thousand^ 
and a thousand times greater love It must he that we shall mee&Sj 
yonder, and be happy Yes, you—and my children, and my dear 
ioid Do you know, Harry, since his de illi, it Iur always seemed 
to me as it lus lo\e ( unc back to me, and that ivc aie parted no 
more Perhaps lie is hue now, Harr* 1 tlnnk ho is Forgiven 
I am sure he is cauiMi Atterbuij lbsolvcd him, aid he died 
forgiving. Oh, wlut a noble heart Ik had 1 How guieious he 
was 1 I w is but fifteen, and i child wlun ht miriiui me Hovtf 
good he was to stooji to me 1 H< as as ilaays good to tin. pool and 
humble ’ bln stopped, thin picsuith, with i ptculiu expression, 
as if liu eves wue looking into Iltauu, and siw my hnl there, 
she snukd, md give a little lau^li £ I 1 iugh to su yon, sji,’ she 
says , ‘wlun jou come, it seems is if >ou nevu wm iwa> ’ One 
ma\ put Ik i woids down, and lununber them, hut how dtscilbe 
htr ssuot tones, sweeter than musick ? 

Mj >oun_, had dnl not come home it the end of the c impaign, 
md wioti tint lie w is kept if Biuxcllcs i n nulit ir> duty Indeed, 

I hi lu ac Ik as is engtgtd m 1 i\in„ sk 1 1 iiutunlid\ as ho aa as 
of tin suite of AT id inn dt S nssens, tin J’nnet of »Sivo> s mother, 
who as is pist ch id, and asIio, like the 1 leimsli fortitsses w is ttken 
and lctil in i ii it liumlci of fnms durm., the w ir and ocmpicd 
by I lend I u_lisli, md Tnipunlists Of couise, Mi J -monel did 
not think tit ti uilijitui T ids Oisiltwood Hamlin*, the young 
sc ipcgi k c s doings nu lnd Ijc snd iaaoji! about tbc ifl m with 
Loid Alolmn 1 now mg how ibhoirmt tin* lnmsiimic w is to his 
mi'-titss 1 1 mk did not as iste imuh turn oi money on pen and 
ink md an lit ii limy cum home with Jus gum d, onh wnt two 
lines to lus motlm, to biv Ins aaouik! m the leg w is ilmosthealed, 
thillu would kiip his lonmis, of ige next ye u, tint the duty 
afoiisml as >uld keep him it lhuxcllts, md tint Cousin Harry 
wi uhl tc 11 ill the ni vss 

But fiom Biuxelhs, knowing Iiosa the Luly < isthwood always 
liked to Iwai i httu ibout the t unous J9tli of Deecmbu my loid 
writ hu a long md full one, mil m this he must hue dcsenbed 
the aflui with Molmri, for wlun Mi Lsmoml fame to \isit hia 
mistiess one day, c uly m the new yen, to lus gicit wonderment, 
she anil her diughtu both emit up and saluted lmn, and after 
them the doAsager of Chclse i, too, whose ehuiman had just 
brought liei ladyship fiom her vilhge to Kensington across the 
.fields After this honom, I bia, fiom the two Itches of Castle- 
wood, the dowagei eauu foiwaid in great state, with hu giand 
tall headdress of King James’s reign, that she never foisook, and 
■paid, *Cousm Henry, all our family have met, and Ave thank you, 
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cousin,' for your noble conduct towards the head of our house.’ . 
| And pointing to her blushing check, she made Mr. Esmond aware S' 
fr;that he was to enjoy the rapture of an embrace there. Having!|| 
(saluted one cheek, she turned to him the other. ‘ Cousin Harry, 
said both the other ladies, in a little chorus, ‘ we thank you fow 
", your noble conduct; ’ and then Harry became aware that the story, £| 
of the Lille affair had come to his kinswomen’s ears. It pleased Jjp 
’. him to hear them all saluting him as one of their family. || 

b The tables of the diniug-room were laid for a great entertain-^ 
’ ment; and the ladies were in gala dresses -my Lady of Chelsea in ^ 
' her highest tour , my Lady Viscountess out of black, and looking fair-,!; 
. and happy, d ravir ; and the Maid of Honour attired with that" v 
splendour which naturally distinguished her, and wearing on her | e 
, beautiful breast the French officers star, which Frank had sent /: 
: home after Ramillies. 

\w 1 You see, ’tis a gala (lay with us,’ says she, glancing down to theV"| 
.Star complacently, ‘and we have our orders on. Does not mamma"7 
.'.look charming? ’Twas I dressed her!’ Indeed, Esmond’s dear:;! 

mistress, blushing as lie looked at her, with her beautiful fair hair 's 
. and an elegant dress, according to the mode, appeared to have the;,', 
■ shape and complexion of a girl of twenty. 

■ ! On the table was a line sword, with a red velvet scabbard, and 
‘ a beautiful chased silver handle, with a blue riband for a sword-- 
knot. ‘ What is this ? ’ says the Captain, going up to look at this * 
pretty piece. 

Mrs. Beatrix advanced towards it. ‘Kneel down,’ says she:', 
‘we dub you our knight with this ’—and she waved the sword over 
\ his head—‘my Lady Dowager hath given the sword ; and I give ; 
"l the riband, and mamma hath sewn on the fringe.’ 

‘Put the sword on him, Beatrix,’says her mother. ‘You are 
■I our knight, Harry—our true knight. Take a mother’s thanks and 
/ prayers for defending her son, my dear, dear friend.’ She could 
. Bay no more, and even the dowager was affected, for a couple of 
■' rebellious tears made sad marks down those wrinkled old roses ■ ' 


t which Esmond had just been allowed to salute. 

* We had a letter from dearest Frank,’ his mother said, ‘ three^ 
!m days since, whilst you v. ere on your visit to your friend Captain 
C'- Steele, at Hampton. He told us all that you had done, and how.f. 
U nobly you had put yourself between him and that—that wretch.’ ^ 
‘And I adopt you from this day,’ says the dowager; ‘and I,« 
|jwi*h I was richer, for your sake, son Esmond,’ she added, with aj£ 
& waive of her hand; and as Mr. Esmond dutifully went down on® 
$ his knee before her ladyship, she cast her eyes up to the ceilin^l 

T (the gilt chandelier, and the twelve wax candles in it, for the party5& 
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end of the campaign. Esmond's'master in war was injured by 
Marlborough, ami hated him; ami the lieutenant fought the 
quarrels of his leader. Webb coming to London was used as a. 
weapon by Marlborough’s enemies (and true steel he was, ^that 
honest chief); nor was his <e-camp, Mr. Esmond, an unfaith¬ 
ful or unworthy paitisan. Tis strange lien;, and on a foreign soil, 
and in a land that is independent in all but the name (for that 
’ the North American colonies shall icinain dependents on yonder 
little island for twenty years more, I never can think), to remom- 
her how the nation at holm; seemed to give itself up to the 
, domination of one or other aristocratic parly, and took a Hanoverian 
king, or a French one, aecoiding as either prevailed. And while 
, the Tories, the October Club gentlemen, the High Church parsons 
that held by the Church of England, were for having a Papist 
king, for whom many of their Scottish and English leaders, lirm 
churchmen all, laid down their lives wirii admirable loyalty and 
devotion ; they were governed hy men who had notoriously no 
religion at all, but used it. as they would use any opinion for the 
purpose, of forwarding their own ambition. The Whigs, on the 
other land, who professed attachment to religion and liberty too, 
were compelled to send to Holland or Hanover for a monarch around ' 
. whom they could rally. A stiange series of compromises is that 
English history ; compromise of principle, compromise of party, 
compromise of worship! The loveis of English freedom ami inde- 
. pende.net submitted their icligimis consciences to an Act of Parlia¬ 
ment; could not consolidate their libeity without sending to Zell 
or the Hague for a ting to li\e under ; and could not lind amongst 
the proudest, people in the world a man speaking their own language, 

; and understanding their laws, to govern them. The Tory and 
- High Church patriots w r ere ready to die in defence of a Papist 
family that had sold us to France ; tin; great Whig nobles, the 
sturdy Republican recusants, who had cut oil’ (diaries Stuart’s head 
for Reason, were, fain to accept a king, whose title came to him 
through a. royal giandinotlier, whose own royal grandmother’s head 
had fallen under qhieen 1 Jess’s hatchet. And our proud English 
. nobles sent, to a, petty (human town for a monarch to come and 
' reign in London ; and our pi elutes kissed the ugly hands of his 
i Dutch mistresses, and thought it no dishonour. In England you 
can but belong to one party or t’other, and you take the house you 
1 live in with all its encumbrances, its retainers, its antique diseom- 
...forts, and ruins even : you patch up, but you never build up anew. 

; 'Will we of the new world submit much longer, even nominally, 

' to this antient British superstition 1 There are signs of the, times 
which make me think that ere long we shall eare as little about 
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King George here, and peers temporal and peers spiritual, as we 
do for King Canute or the Druids. 

This chapter began about the wits, my grandson may say, and 
hath r wandered very far from their company. The pleasantest of 
the wits l knew were the Doctors Garth and Arbuthnot, and Mr. 
Gay, the author of Trivia, the must charming kind soul that ever 
laughed at a joke or cracked a bottle. Mr. Trior I saw, and he 
was the earthen put swimming with the pots of brass down the 
stream, and always and justly frightened lest he should break iii 
the voyage. I met him both at Loudon and Paris, whore he was 
performing piteous congees to the Duke of Shrewsbury, not having 
courage to support, the dignity which his undeniable genius and 
talent h:ul won him, and writing coaxing letters to Secretary St. 
John, and thinking about his plate and his place, and what on 
earth should become of him, should bis party go out. The Vinous 
Mr. Congreve 1 saw a dozen of times at Hutton’s, a splendid 
wreck of a man, magnificently attired, and though gouty, and 
almost blind, bearing a brave face against fortune. 

The great Mr. Pope (of whose prodigious genius I have no words 
to express my admiration) was quite a puny lad at this time, appear¬ 
ing seldom in publiek places. There were hundreds of men, wits, 
and pretty follows frequenting the theatres and coffee-houses of 
that day -- whom * nunc proscribe™ longum est.’ Indeed 1 think 
the, most brilliant of that sort ] ever saw was not till fifteen years 
afterwards, when 1 paid my last visit in England, and met young 
Harry Fielding, son of the Fielding that served in Spain and after¬ 
wards in Flanders with us, and who for fun and humour seemed 
to top them all. As for the famous Dr. Swift, I can say of him, 

‘ Vidi taiicum.’ He was in London all those years up to the death' 
of the Queen ; and in a hundred publiek places where l saw him, 
but no more; lie never missed Court of a Sunday, where once or 
twice he was pointed out to your grandfather. He would have 
sought me out eagerly enough had T been a great man with a title 


to my name, or a star on my coat. At Court the Doctor had no 
eyes but for the very greatest. Lord Treasurer and St. John used 
to call him Jonathan, and they paid him with this cheap coin for 
the service they t-.,ok of him. He writ their lampoons, fought 
tlmir enemies, flogged and bullied in their service, and it must be 
owned with a consummate skill and fierceness. ; Tis said lie hath 
lost his intellect now, and forgotten his wrongs and his rage against 
mankind. I have always thought of him and of Marlborough as the 
two greatest men of that age. I have read his books (who doth 
not know them'?) here in our calm woods, and imagine a giant to 
myself as I think of him, a lonely fallen Prometheus, groaning 
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as the vulture tears him. Prometheus I saw, but when first I 
ever had any words with him, the giant stepped out of a <sedan 
chair in the Poultry, whither he had come with a tipsy Iri^i ser¬ 
vant parading before him, who announced him, bawling out his 
Reverence’s name, whilst his master below was as yet haggling 
with the chairman. J disliked this Mr. Swift, and heard many a 
story about him, of his conduct to men, and his words to women. 
He could flatter the great as nmeli as he could bully the weak, 
and Mr. Esmond being younger and hotter in that day than now, 
was determined should, he ever meet this dragon not to run away 
from his teeth and his fire. 


Men have all sorts of motives which carry them onwards 
in life, and are driven into acts of desperation, or it may be 
of distinction, from a hundred diffluent causes. There was one 
comrade of Esmond’s, an honest little Irish lieutenant of Hamlv- 
side’s, who owed so much money to a camp suttler, that he began to 
make love to the man's daughter, intending to pay liis debt that 
way ; and at the battle of Malplaquet, flying away from the debt 
and lady too, he rushed so desperately on the French lines, that 
he got his company ; and came a eaptain out of the action, andv 
had to marry the suttler's daughter aftei all, who brought him his 
cancelled debt to her fathei as poor Rogers's fortune. To run out 
of the icaeli of bill and marriage, he ran on the enemy's pikes ; 
and as these did not*Rill him iie was thrown back upon t'other horn 
of his dilemma. Our great I hike at the same battle w as lighting, 
not the French, but the Tories in England • and lisking his life 
and tilts army’s, not for his country but for his pay and places; 
and for fear of his wife at home, that only being in life whom he 
dreaded. 1 have asked about men in my own company' (new' 
drafts of poor country' boys wore perpetually coming over to us 
during the w'ars, ami brought from the plough-share to the sword), 
and found that a half of them under the flags were diiven thither 
on account of a woman : one fellow was jilted by hfl mistress and 
took the shilling in despair ; another jilted the gill, and fled from 


her and the parish to the tents where the law could not disturb 
him. Why go on particularising? What can the sons of Adam 
and Eve expect, but to continue in that course of love and trouble 
their father and mother set out on ? 0 my grandson ! I am 


drawing nigh to the eml of that period of my history, when I was 
acquainted v'ith the great world of England and Europe, my years 
are past the Hebrew poet’s limit, and I say unto thee, all my 
troubles and joys too for that matter, have come from a woman ; 
as thine will when thy destined course begins. Twas a woman 
that made a soldier of me, that set me intriguing afterwards; I 
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"believe T would have spun smocks for her had she so bidden me; ; 
whati strength T had in my head T would have given her: hath '{ 
not every man in his degree had his Omphale. and Pali hill ? Mine \ 
, befpol’ed me on the banks of the Thames, and in dear old England ; ,, 
thou mayesi find thine own by Rappahaminc. 

To please that woman then f tried to distinguish myself as a ’' 
soldier, and afterwards as a wit and a politician; as to please 
'another 1 would have put on a black cassock and a pair of bands, : ' 
and had done so but that a superior fate intervened to defeat 
that project. And I say, 1 think the world is like Captain \ 
Esmond’s company T spoke of anon ; and, could you see every 
man’s career in life, you would find a woman clogging him; or 
dinging round his march and stopping him; or cheering him and 
goading him ; or beckoning him out of her chariot, so that he goes 
up to her, and leaves the lace to be run without him ; or bringing : 
him the apple and saying ‘Eat :’ or fetching him the daggers ,> 
and whispering ‘Kill ! ponder lies Duncan, and a crown, and an ' 
opportunity.’ 

Your grandfather fought with more oiled .is a politician than 1 
<t as a wit; and having private animosities and grievances of his own '■ 
and his (leneml’s against the great Duke in command of the army, 
and more information on military matters than most writers, who 
had never seen beyond the lire of a tobacco-pipe at Wills’s, be was:;* 
enabled to do good service for that cause whigli he embarked in, Vi 
and for Mr. St. John and his party. But be disdained the abuse ' 
in which some of the Tory writers indulged . for instance Dr* 
Swift, who actually chose to doubt the Duke of Mail borough’s g 
courage, and was pleased to hint that his ({race’s military capacity v 
was doubtful: nor were Esmond’s performances worse for the effect' V, 
they were intended to produce (though no doubt they could not 
injure the Duke of Marlborough neatly so much in the publick ,, 
eyes us the malignant attacks of Swill did, which were carefully 
directed so as to blacken and degrade him), because they were writ , 
openly ami fairly by Mr. Esmond, who made no disguise of them, 
who was now out of the army, and who never attacked the 
prodigious courage and talents, only the selfishness and rapacity \« 
of the chief. 

The Colonel then, having writ a paper for one of the Tory ; 
journals, called the /Ms.-AM// (a letter upon Bouchain, that the 
town talked about for two whole days, when the appearance of arf/.. 
Italian singer supplied a fresh subject for conversation), auil having ;V 
business at the Exchange where Mrs. Beatrix wanted a pair of l 
gloves or a fan very likely; Esmond went to correct his paper, andVV 
was sittiug at the printer’s, when the famous Dr. Swift came in, 
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liis Irish fellow with him that used to walk before his chair, and 
bawled out his master’s name witli great dignity. 

Mr. Esmond was waiting for the printer too, whose wife had g 
gone to the tavern to letch him, and was meantime engaged in 
drawing a picture of a soldier on horseback for a dirty little pretty ; 
boy of the printer’s wife, whom she had left behind her. 

‘I presume you are the editor of the Post-Boy, sir? 5 says the 
Doctor, in a grating voice that had an Irish twang: and he looked 
at the Colonel from under his two bushy eyebrows with a pair of 
very dear blue eyes. His*complexion was muddy, his figure rather , 
fat, his chili double. He worn a shabby cassock, and a shabby hat i 
over his black wig, and lie pulled out a great gold watch, at which .j. 
lie looks veiy fierce. 

‘I am but a contributor, Doctoi Swift,’ says Esmond, with the 
little boy still on his knee. He was sitting with his back in the . 
window, so that the Doctor could not see him. 

‘Who told you T was Doctor Swift?’ says Ihc Doctor, eyeing 
the other very haughtily. 

‘Your Reverence's valet bawled out vour name.’ Bays the 
Colonel. 4 I shuuld judge you brought him from Ireland.’ 

‘And pray, sir, what right have you to judge whether my 
servant came from Ireland or no ? I want to speak with your 
employ*:]-, Mr. Leach, I’ll thank ye go fetch him.’ 

‘ Wlieic's your papa, Tommy?’ asks tin* Colonel of the child, la 
smutty little wretch in a frock. 

Instead of answering, the child begins to cry; the Doctors 
appearance had no doubt frightened the poor little imp. 

‘ Send that squalling little brat about his business, and do what 
.1 bid ye, sir,' sa>s the Doctor. 

‘I must finish the picture first for Tommy,’ sajs the Colonel, ' 
laughing. 1 Here, Tommy, will \ou have your Pandour with 
whiskers nr wabout V 

‘ Whisters,’ says Tommy, quite intent on the picture. 

‘Who the devil are ye, sn ' r cries the Docior ; ‘arc ye a" 
printer’s man or arc ye not?’ he pronounced it like noio/hl. 

‘Your Reverence needn’t raise the devil to ask who I am,’ savs 
Colonel Esmond. ‘Did you ever hear of Doctor Faustus, little 
Tommy? or Friar I’acon, who invented gunpowder, and set the 
Thames on fire ? ’ 

Mr. Swift turned quite red, almost purple. ‘I did not intend 
any offence, sir,’ says lie. 

4 1 dare say, sir, you offended with out meaning,’ says the other, ! > 
drily. 

* Who are ye, sir? l)o you know who 1 am, sir? You are one 
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of the pack of Grub Street scribblers that my friend Mr. Secretary 
hath laid by the heels. How dare ye, sir, speak to me in this 
tone 1 ’ cries the Doctor in a great fume. 

‘ If beg your honour’s humble pardon if I have offended your 
honour/ says Esmond in a tone of great humility. ‘ Rather than 
be sent to the Compter, or be put in the pillory, there’s nothing I 
wouldn’t do. But, Mrs. Leach, the printer’s lady, told me to mind 
Tommy whilst she went for her husband to the tavern, aud I 
daren’t leave the child lest he should fall into the fire , but if your 
Reverence will hold him- —’ ' 

‘1 take the little beast !’ says the Doctor, starting back. ‘ I 
am engaged to your betters, fellow. Tell Mr. Leach that when he 
makes an appointment with Dr. Swift lie had host keep it, do ye 
hear? And keep a respectful tongue in your head, sir, when you 
address a person like me.’ g, 

» * I’m but a. poor broken-down soldier/ says the Colonel, ‘ and 

I've seen bettei; days, though I am forced now to turn my hand to 
writing. We can’t help our fate, sir.’ 

‘You’re the person that Mr. Leach hath spoken to me of, 1 
presume. Have the goodness to speak civilly when you arc spoken 
to;—and tell Leach to call at my lodgings in Bury Street, and’ 
bring the papers with him to-night at ten o’clock. And the next 
time you see me, you’ll know me, and be civil, Mr. Kemp.’ 

Poor Kemp, who had been a lieutenant at the beginning of the 
war, and fallen into misfortune, was the writer of the J’nst-floy, 
and now took honest Mr. Leach’s pay in place of her Majesty’s. 
Esmond had seen this gentleman, and a very ingenious, hard¬ 
working, honest fellow he was, toiling to give bread to a great 
family, aud watchiug up many a long winter night to keep the 
wolf from his door. Aud Mr. St. John, who had liberty always on 
his tongue, had just .sent a dozen of the'opposition writers into 
prison, and one actually into the pillory, for what lie called libels, 
but libels not half so violent as those writ on our side. With 
1 regard to this very piece of tyranny, Esmond had remonstrated 
strongly with the Secretary, who laughed and said, tin; rascals were 
served quite right ; and told Esmond a joke of Swift’s regarding 
the matter. Nay, more, this Irishman, when St. John was about 
to pardon a pour wretch condemned to death for rape, absolutely 
prevented the Secretary from exercising this act of good nature, 
and boasted that he had had the man hanged ; and great as the 
Doctor’s genius might be, and splendid his ability, Esmond for 
one would affect no love for him, and never desired to make his 
acquaintance. The Doctor was at Court every Sunday assiduously 
enough, a place the Colonel frequented but rarely, though he had 
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a great inducement to go there in the person of a fair Maid of 
Honour of her Majesty’s; and the airs and patronage Mr. Swift 
4 *gave himself, forgetting gentlemen of his country whom he knew 
perfectly, his loud talk at once insolent and servile, nay, pqjhaps 
his very intimacy with Lord Treasurer and the Secretary, who 
indulged all his freaks and called him Jonathan, you may he sure 
were remarked by many a person of whom the proud priest himself 
took no note, during that time of his vanity and tiiuinph. 

’Twas but three days after the 15th of November, 171*2 
(Esmond minds him well of* the date), that he went by invitation 
to dine with his General, the foot of whose table he used to take 
on these festive occasions, as lit: had done at many a board, hard 
./and plentiful, during the campaign. This was a gieat least, and 
of the latter sort; the honest old gentleman loved to treat his 
friends splendidly : his Grace of Ormonde before lie joined his 
army as generalissimo, my Lord Viscount Uolingbroke, one of her 
Majesty’s Societalies of State, my Lord Oikney that had served 
■ with us abroad, being of the party. JI is Giaee of Hamilton, 
Master of the Ordnance, and in whose honour the feast had been 
given, upon his approaching departure as Ambassador to Paris, 
had sent an excuse to General Webb, at two o'clock, but an hour 
before the dinner : nothing but the most immediate business, his 
Grace fc'iid, should have prevented him having the pleasure of 
drinking a parting glass to the health of General Wehh. His 
absenct disappointed Esmond's old «’hief, u ho suffered much from 
bis wounds besides ; and though the company was grand, it was 
rather gloomy St. John eame last, and 1 nought a friend with him: 

‘I’m sure,’says my General, bowing very politely, ‘my tabic 
bath always a place for l>r. Swift.' 

Mr. Esmond went up to the Docinr with a bow ami a smile;— 

‘ I gave Dr. Swift’s message,’ says lie, ‘to the pi inter : I hope ho 
brought your pamphlet to your lodgings in time.’ Indeed poor 
Leach had come to his house vciy soon after the Doctor left it, 
being brought away rather tipsy from the tavern by his thrifty *, 
wife; and he talked of Gousin Swift in a maudlin way, though 
of course, Mr. Esmond did not allude to this relationship. The 
Doctor scowled, blushed, and was much confused, and said scaicea 
word during the whole of dinner. A very little stone will some¬ 
times knock down these Goliaths of wit ; and this one was often 
discomfited when met by a man of any spirit; he took his place 


• ; sulkily, put water in his wine that the others drank plentifully, 
and scarce said a word. 


The talk was about the affairs of the day, or rather about per¬ 
sons than affairs : my Lady Marlborough’s fury, her daughters in 
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1 old clothes and mob-caps looking out from their windows and 
seeing the company pass to the Drawing-lloqm ; the gentleman -1 
pusher’s horror when the Prince of Savoy was introduced to'her 
Majerty in a tie-wig, no nun out of a full-bottomed perriwig ever ' 
s " having kissed the Jloyal hand before; about the Moluwks and 
the damage they were doing, rushing through the town,'killing 
, and murdering. Some one said the ill-omened face of Molmu , 
* had been seen at the theatre the night before, and Macartney £ 
' and Meredith with him. Meant to be a feast, the meeting, ill ■*- 
spite of drink and talk, was as dismal as a funeral. Every topick 
started subsided into gloom. His (jiruee of Ormonde went away 
' because the conversation got upon Denaiu, where we had been de¬ 
feated in the last campaign. Esmond's (Jcueral was affected at the 3? 
allusion to this action too, for his comrade of Wyneudael, the ’’ 
<fount of Nassau Woudenberg, had been slain there. Mr. ‘Swift, 
when Esmond pledged him, .said he, drank no vine, ami took his 
hat from the peg and vent away, beckoning my Loid IDlingbroke 
. to follow him ; but the other bade him tak<' his chariot and save 
his coach-hire, he had to speak with Colonel Esmond ; and when 
the vest of the company withdrew to cards, these two remained 
behind in the dark. 

IJolingbroke always spoke freely when lie had drunk freely. His 
enemies could get any seciot. out of him in that condition ;* women 
were even employed to ply him, and take his words dove. J have 
heard that my Lord Stair, three years after, when the Secretary 
fled to France and became the P re tender’s minister, got all the 
information he wanted by putting female spies over St. John in his 
cups, lie spoke freely now: Jonathan knows nothing of this 
for certain, though he suspects it. and by (leorge, Webb will 
take au Archbishopriek, and Jonathan a—no, damme Jonathan 
will take an Archbishopriek iiom James, I warrant me, gladly ' 
enough. Your Duke hath the stiing of the whole matter in his . 
hand,’the Secretary went on. ‘We have that which will force. 
Marlborough to keep his distance, and he goes out of London in a 
fortnight. Prior hath his business ; he left me this morning, and 
e, mark me, Harry, should fate carry off our august, our beloved, our 
\\ most gouty aud plethorick Queen, and Defender of the Faith, la 
■, bonne cause triomphera. A la saute do la bonne cause. Every- 
thing good conics from France. Wine comes from France, give us ■ 

■ another bumper to the bonne cause.’ We drank it together. 

‘Will the “bonne cause” turn Protestant?’ asked Mr. Esmond. 

‘ No, hang it,’ says the other, ‘ he’ll defend our Faith as in duty;.; 
bound, but he’ll stick by his own. The Hind and the Panther 
shall run in the same car, by Jove. Righteousness aud peace shall. 
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kiss each other ; arid we’ll have Father Massillon to walk down 
the aisle of St. Paul’s, cheek by jowl with Dr. Saclieverel. Give , 
us more wine, here’s a health to the “ bonne cause,” kneeling— 
damme, let’s driuk^it kneeling.’—He was quite Hushed an<£wild 
with wine as he was talking. 

'And suppose,’ says Esmond, who always had this gloomy ap¬ 
prehension, ‘ the “bonne cause” should give us up to the French, 
as his father and uncle did before him.’ 

‘Give ns up to the French [’starts up Bolingbroke, ‘is there• 
any English gentleman th!lt fears that? You who have seen 
Blenheim and Bamillies, afraid of the French ! Your ancestors . 
and mine, and brave old Webb's yonder, have, met them in a , 
’ hundred fields, and our children will he ready to do the like. 
Who’s he that wishes lbr more men from England? My cousin 
Westmoreland ? give us up to the French, pshaw !’ ■ 

‘His uncle did,’ says Mr. Esmond. 

‘And what happened to his grandfather ? ’ biuke out St. John, ■' 
filling out another bumper * Hole's to the gieatest monarch 
England ever saw, here’s to the Englishman that made a kingdom 
of her. Our great King came ironi Huntingdon, not Hanover; 
our fathers didn’t look for a Dutchman to nilc us. - Let him come 
and we’ll keep him, and we'll show him Whitehall. Jf he’s a 
-' traitor l<rt us have him here to deal with him ; and then there are 
spirits here as great as any that have gone before. There are men 
here that can look at danger in the fare and not be frightened at 
it. Traitor, treason ! what names are these to scare yun and me? 
Are all Olivei's men dead, or his glorious name foigotten in fifty 
years ? Are there no men equal to him, think you, as good, ay, 
as good? God save the King ! and if the moiiaiehy fails us, God 
save the Biithli Republick 1 

llclilhd another great bumper, and tossed it up and drained 
it wildly, just as the noise of rapid carriage-wheels approaching 
was stopped at our door, and after a hurried knock and a moment’s 
interval, Mr. Swift came into the hall, ran upstairs to the room 
we were dining in, and entered it with a pertuibed face. St. John 
excited with drink, was making some wild quotation out of J hubeth, 
but Swift stopped him. 

‘Drink no more, my lord, for God’s sake,’ says he, ‘I come 
with the most dieadfnl nows.’ * 

‘Is the Queeu dead }J cries out Bolingbroke, seizing on a 
.-water-glass. 

‘No, Duke Hamilton is dead, be was murdeted an hour ago by 
JJohun and Macartney ; they bad a quarrel this morning, they 
/igave him not. so much time as to write a letter. He went for a 
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couple of his friends, and he is dead, and Mohun, too, the bloody 
villain, who was set on him. They fought in Hyde Park just 
before sunset, the Duke killed Mohun, and Macartney came up 
and nfcabbed him, and the dog is (led. I have your chariot below, 
send to every part of the country and apprehend that villain ; come 
to the Duke’s house and see if any life be left in him.' 

c O Beatrix, Beatrix,’ thought Esmond, ‘and here ends my poor 
girl’s ambition ! ’ 


CHAPTER VI 

1*001! TlUATUIX 

' Til elms had been no need to urge upon Esmond the necessity of a 
separation between him and Beatrix . fate had done that com¬ 
pletely ; and 1 think from tin* very moment poor Beatrix had 
accepted the Duke’s oilei, she began to assume the mujestiek air 
of a Duchess, nay, Queen Elect, and to carry heiself as one sacred 
and removed from us common people. Her mother and kinsman 
both fell into her ways, the latter seomtully perhaps, and uttering 
his usual gibes at her vanity and his own. There was a certain 
charm about this girl of which neither (blonel Esmond nor his 
fond mistress could forgo the fascination ; in spite of her faults 
and her pride ami wilfulness, they weie forced to hive her; and, 
indeed, might be set down as the two chief flatterers of the brilliant 
creature’s court. 

"Who, in the course of his life, hath not been so bewitched, and 
worshipped some idol or anothci '! Years afier this passion hath 
been dead and buried, along with a thousand other worldly cares 
and ambitions, lie who felt it can recall it out of its grave, and 
admire, almost as fondly as lie did in his youth, that lovely queenly 
creature. I invoke that beautiful spirit from the shades and love 
her still; or rather 1 should say such a past is always present to 
a man ; such a passion once felt forms a part of his whole being, 
and cannot be separated from it; it becomes a portion of the man 
of to-day, just as any great faith or conviction, the discovery of 
poetry, the awakening of religion, ever afterwards influence him; 
just as the wound 1 had at Blenheim, and of which I wear the 
soar, hath become part of my frame and influenced my whole body, 
nay, spirit subsequently, though ’twas got and healed forty years 
ago. Parting and forgetting 1 What faithful heart can do these? 
Our great thoughts, our great affections, the Truths of our life, 
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never leave ns. Surely, they cannot separate from our conscious¬ 
ness; shall follow it whithersoever that shall go ; and are of their 
nature divine and immortal. 

With the horrible news of this catastrophe, which was confirmed 
by the weeping domesticks at the Duke’s own door, Esmond rode 
homewards as quick as his lazy coach would carry him, devising 
all the time how he should break the intelligence to the person 
most concerned in it -/and if a satire upon human vanity could be 
needed, that poor soul attended it in tin* altered company and 
occupations in which Esmond found her. For days before, licr 
chariot had been rolling the street from mereei to toy-sliop—from 
goldsmith to laeeman . her taste was perfect, or at least the fond 
bridegroom had thought so, and had given entire authority over 
all tradesmen and for all the plate, furniture, and equipages, with 
which his flraee. the Ambassador wished to adorn his splendid 
mission. She must have her picture by Knoller, a duchess not 
being complete without a portrait, and a noble one he made, and 
actually sketched in, on a cushion, a coronet, which she was about 
to wear. She vowed she would wear it at King .James the Third’s 
coronation, and never a princess in the land would have become 
ermine better. Esmond found the ante-chamber crowded with 


milliners and toy-simp women, obsequious goldsmiths with jewels, 
salvers, jand tankards; and mercers’ men with hangings, and 
velvets, and brocades. My Daily Duchess elect w T as giving audience 
to one famous silversmith from Exeter Change, who In ought with 
him a great chased salver, of which he was pointing out the beauties 
as Colonel Esmond entered. ‘ Come,’ says she, * cousin, and admire 
the taste of this pretty thing." I think Mars and Venus were 
ly4ng in the golden bower, that one gilt Cupid eanicil off the 
war-god’s rase pie- another Ins sword -another his great buckler, 
upon which my Lord Duke Hamilton’s arms with ours wane to be 
engraved - and a fourth was kneeling down to the reclining goddess 
with the. Ducal coronet in his hands, Cod help us. The next time 
Mr. Esmond saw T that piece of plate, the arms were changed, the 
Ducal coronet had boon replaced by a Viscount’s, it, formed part, 
of the fortune of the thrifty goldsmith’s <nvn daughter, when she 
married my Lord Viscount Squandertield two years after. 

‘Isn’t this a beautiful piece ? ’ says Ueatrix, examining it, and 
she pointed out the a»di graces of the Cupids, and the tine carving 
of the languid prostrate Mars. Esmond sickened as he thought of 
.the warrior dead in his chamber, his servants and children weeping 
iaround him; and.of this smiling creature attiring herself, as it 


were, for that nuptial death-bed. c Tis a pretty piece of vanity,’ 
says he, looking gloomily at the beautiful creature; there were 
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flambeaux in the room lighting up the brilliant mistress of it. Sho 
lifted up the great gold salver with her fair arms. 

‘Vanity!’ says she, haughtily, ‘AVliat is vanity in you, sir, is 
propriety in me. You ask a Jewish price for it, Mr. Graves; but 
have it 1 will, if only to spite Mr. Esmond.’ 

‘Oli, Deaths:, lay it down ! ’ says Mr. Esmond. ‘ Herod ias ! you : 
know not what you carry in the chaiger. 5 

.She dropped it with a clang; the eager goldsmith running to 
seise his fallen ware. The lady's face caught the fright from * 
Eunoud’s pale countenance, and her (yes shone out like beacons 
of alarm What is it, Henry V says she, running to him, and 
seizing both his hands. ‘ What do you mean by your pale face 1 
and gloomy tones ? ’ 

‘ Come away, come away,’ says Esmond, leading her : she clung 
frightened to him, and he supported her upon his heart, bidding ; 
the scared goldsmith leave them. The man went into the next ' 
apartment, staring with surprise, and hugging his precious charger. ' 
*() my Deatrix, my lister/ says Esmond, still holding in hC 
arms the pallid and aifrighted creature, ‘you have the greatest 
’courage of any woman in the world; prepare to show it now, for 
you have a dreadful trial to hear. 5 

She spiang away from the friend who would have protected :. 
her Hath lie left me ? 5 says she. ‘ We had words this morning : 
he was very gloomy, and I angeied him - hut lie dared not, he/' 
dared not! 5 As she spoke a burning blush flushed over her whole 
face and bosom. .Esmond saw it reflected in the glass by which s 
she stood, with clenched hands, pressing her swelling heart. ,, 

‘He has left von,’ says Esmond, wondering that rage rather ^ 
than sorrow was in her looks. " - 

‘And he is alive!’ cries Beatrix, ‘and you bring me this \ 
commission! He has left me, and you haven’t dared to avenge^ 
me! You, that pretend tu he the champion of our house, have ; 
let me suffer this insult! Where is Gastlewood? I will go to . 
my brother.’ 

‘The Duke is not alive, Beatrix,’ said Esmond. 
fc>he looked at. her cousin wildly, and fell hack to the wall as . 
though shot in the breast:—‘And you come, here, and—-and—you',; 
killed him ■' 5 ' ' 

‘ No, thank Heaven, 5 her kinsman Raid, ‘ the blood of that noble. ' 
heart doth not stain my sword. In its last hour it was faithful'., 
to thee, Beatrix Esmond. Vain and cruel woman! kneel and 
thank the Awful Heaven which awards life and death, and chastises Ji 
pride, that the noble Hamilton died true to you; at least, that j 
’twos not your quarrel, or your pride, or your wicked vanity, that /; 



THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND' 


drove him to his fate. He died "by the bloody sword which already 
hud drank your own father’s blood. O woman, 0 sister ! to that 
sad field where two corpses are lying—for the murderer died too 
by the hand of the man he slew— can you bring no mourners 
but your revenge and your vanity ? God help and pardon thee, 
Beatrix, as he brings this awful punishment to your hard and 
rebellions heart/ 

Esmond had scarce done speaking, when his mistress eame in. 
The colloquy between him and Beatrix had lasted hut a few 
minutes, during which tiifie Esmond’s servant hud carried the 
disastrous news through the household. The'army of Vanity-Fair, 
waiting without, gathered up all their fripperies and tied aghast. 
Tender Lady Castle wood had been in talk above with Dean 
Atterlmrv, the pious creature’s almoner and director; and the 
Dean had entered with her as a physician whose place was at a 
sick-bed. Beatrix’s mother looked at Esmond and ran towaids her 
daughter with a pale face and open heart and hands, all kindness 
and pity. But Beatnx passed her by, nor would she have any of 
the medicaments of the spiritual physician. k l am best in my 
own room anil by myself,’ she said. Her eyes were quite dry * 
nor did Esmond ever see them otherwise, save once, in respect to 
that grief. She gave him a cold hand as she went out: ‘Thank 
you, brothei,’ she said, in a low voice, and with a simplieity more 
touching than tears, ‘all you have said is tine and kind, and T 
will go away and ask pardon/ The three others unnamed behind, 
and talked over the dieadl'ul stoiy. It affected Dr. Atterbury 
more even than us, as it seemed. The death of Mohuu, her 
husband's murderer, was moio awful to mv mistiess than even the 
Duke’s unhappy end. Esmond gave at length what paitienlars he 
knew of their quarrel, and the cause of it. The two noblemen 
had lung been at war with respect to the Lord Gerard's property, 
whose two daughters, my Lord Duke and IMolnui had married. 
They had met by appointment tlmt day at the lawyer’s in Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields; had words, which though they appealed very trifling 
to those who heard them, were not so to men exasperated by long 
and previous enmity. Mohun asked my [and Duke where he 
could see Ids Grace’s friends, and within an hour had sent two of 
his own to arrange this deadly duel. It was pursued with such 
fierceness, and sprung from so trifling a cause, that all men agreed 
at the time that there was a party of which these three notorious 
> brawlers were but agents, who desired to take Duke Hamilton’s 
* life aw'iiy. They fought three on a side, as in that tragick meeting 
twelve years back, which hath been recounted already, and in 
which Mohuu performed his second murder. They rushed in, and 
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closed upon each other at once without any feints or crossing of 
swords even, and stabbed one at the other desperately, each 
receiving many wounds; anr^ Moliuu having his death wound, and 
my fjord Duke lying by him, Macartney came up and stabbed his 
Grace as he lay on the ground, and gave him the blow of which 
he died. Colonel Macartney denied this, of which the horror and 
indignation of the whole kingdom would nevertheless have him. 
guilty, and tied the country whither he never returned. 

What was the real cause of the Duke Hamilton’s death,—a 
paltry quarrel that might easily have"been made up; and with a 
radian so low, base, profligate, and degraded with former crimes 
and repeated murders, that a man of such a renown and princely 
rank as my Lord Duke might have disdained to sully his sword 
witli the blood of such a villain ? liut his spirit was so high that 
those who wished his death knew that his courage was like his 
charity, and never turned any man away ; and he died by the 
hands of Molmn, and the other two rut-throats that were set on 
him. The Queen's ambassador to Paris died, the loyal and de¬ 
voted servant of the Mouse of Stuart, a lloyal Prince of Scotland 
himself, and carrying the confidence, the repentance of Queen 
Anne along with his own open devotion, and the good-will of 
millions in the country more, to the Queen's exiled brother and t > 
sovereign. A 

That party to which Lord Molmn belonged had the, benefit of 
his service, and now were well rid of such a rnlliau. He, and 
Meredith, and Macartney were the Duke of Marlborough's men; 
and the two colonels had been broke but the year before for 
drinking perdition to the Tories. His Grace was a Whig now 
and a Hanoverian, and as eager for war as Prince Eugene himself. 

I say not that he was privy to Duke Hamilton’s death, 1 say that 
his party profited by it; and that three desperate and bloody 
instruments were found to effect that murder. 

As Esmond and the Dean walked away from Kensington dis¬ 
coursing of this tragedy, and how fatal it was to the cause which 
they both had at heart; the street-criers were already out with 
their broadsides, shouting through the town the full, true, and 
horrible account of the death of Lord Molmn and Duke Hamilton 
iu a duel. A fellow had got to Kensington, and was crying it in 
the square there at very early morning, when Mr. Esmond happened 
to pass by. He drove the man from under Beatrix’s very window, 
whereof the casement hud been set open. The sun was shining 
though ’twas November : he had seen the market-carts rolling into 
London, the guard relieved at the palace, the labourers trudging 
to their work in the gardens between Kensington and the City— 
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the^wandering merchants and hawkers tilling the air with their 
cries. The world was going to its business again, although dukes 
lay dead and ladies mourned fo r them ; and kings, very likely, lost 
their chances. So night and day pass away, and to-morrow Varies, 
and our place knows us not. Esmond thought of the courier, now 
galloping on the north road to inform him, who was Earl of 
Arran yesterday, that lie was Duke of Hamilton to-day, and of 
a thousand great schemes, hopes, ambitions, that were alive in 
the gallant heart, beating a few hours since, and now in a little 
dust quiescent. * 


CHAPTEIl VII 

I VISIT (.'ASTLKWOOD ONCK MOW'] 

Thtt.Si fora third time, Beatrix’s ambitious hopes were circumvented, 
and she might well believe that a special malignant fate watched 
and pursued her, tearing her prize out of her hand just as she 
seemed to grasp it, and leaving her with only rage and grief for her 
portion. Whatever her feelings might have been of anger or of 
sorrow (and J fear me that the former emotion was that which 
most tflre her heart), she would take no eonlidant, as people of 
softer natures would have done under such a calamity ; her mother 
and her kinsman knew that she would disdain their pity, and that 
to oiler it would be but to infuriate tlit* mud wound which fortune 
had inflicted. Wo knew' that her pride was awfully humbled and 
punished by this sudden and tenible blow : she wanted no teach¬ 
ing of ours to point out the sad inoinl of her story. Her fond 
mother could give but. her players, and her kinsman his faithful 
friendship and patience to the unhappy stiieken cieatuie ; and it 
was only by hints, and a wund or two uttered months afterwaids, 
that Beatrix showed she understood their silent commiseration, 
and on her part was secretly thankful for their foibearance. The 
people about the Court said there was that in her manner which 
frightened away scoffing and condolence : she. was above their 
triumph and their pity, and acted her part in that, dreadful tragedy 
greatly and courageously; so that those who lilted her least were 
yet forced to admire her. We, who watched her after her disaster, 
could^noL but respect the indomitable courage and majestiek calm 
with which she bore it. ‘I would rather see her tears than her 
pride,’ her mother said, who was accustomed to bear her sorrow’s 
in a very different way, and to receive them as the stroke of God, 
with an awful submission and meekness. But Beatrix’s nature 
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private, and in her own chamber) to extort from her 
of evfln a tear of humiliation or a orv of pain. Fricm 


was different*™ that tender parent's she seemed to accept her 
grief, and to defy it; nor would she allow it (I believe not eveft in 

ir the confession 
ry oi pain. Friends and children 
of our race, who come after me, in which way will you bear your • 
trials ? I know one that prays (Jod will give you love rather than 
pride, and that the Eye-all-seeing shall find you in the plmmble ■„ 
place. Not that we, should judge proud spirits otherwise than charit¬ 
ably. ’Tjs nature hath fashioned some for ambition and dominion, 
as it hath formed others for obedience a'nd gentle submission. The 
leopard follows his nature as the, Jamb does, and acts after leopard-^ 
law: she, can neither help her heautv, nor her courage, nor her 
cruelty ; nor a single spot on her shining coat; nor the conquering 
spirit, which impels her, nor the shot which brings her down. 

M- 

During that well-founded panirk the Whigs had, lest the Queen 
should forsake their Hanoveri in lh inee, bound by oaths and treaties 
as she was to linn, and recall hei brother, who was allied to her by 
yet stronger ties of nature and duty ; the Prince of Savoy, and the 
boldest of that party of the. Whigs, were for bringing the. young 
Duke of (Jambridge over, in spite of the Queen and the outcry of 
her Tory servants, ariruing that the Electoral Piince, a Peer and 
Prince of the lllood Royal of this Realm too, and in the line of 
succession to the crown, had a right to sit in the Parliament 
whereof he was a member, and to dwell in the count,ij which he 
one day was to govern. Nothing hut the strongest, ill-wall ex¬ 
pressed by the Queen, and the people about her, and menaces of the 
R 05 a.il resentment, should this scheme he persisted iu, prevented it 
from being earned into effect. 

The boldest on our side, were, in like manner, for having our 
Prince into the country. The undoubted inheritor of the right 
divine; the feelings of more than half the nation, of almost all the 
dergv, of the gentry of England and Scotland with him ; on til el y 
innocent of the eiime for which his father suffered brave, young, 
handsome, unfortunate—who in England would dare to molest the 
Prince should he come among us, ami fling himself upon British 
generosity, hospitality and honour? An invader with an army of 
Frenchmen behind him, Englishmen of spirit would resist to the 
death, and drive hack to the shores whence he came ; but a Prince, 
alone, armed with his right only, and reiving on the loyalty of his 
people, was sure, many of his people argued, of welcome, at ll'ast of 
. safety, among us. The hand of his sister the. Queen, of the people 
his subjects, never could be raised to do him a wrong. But the 
Queen w'as timid by nature, and the successive ministers she had, had 
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private causes for their irresolution. The bolder and honester 
, men’ who had at heart the illustrious young exile’s cause, had no ; 

■ scheme of interest of their own to prevent them from seeing the 

‘ right done, and, provided only he came as an Englishman, Vere . 
- ready to venture their all to welcome and defend him. 

V St. John and Harley both had kind words in plenty for the 
Place’s jidherents, and gave him endless ]>romiscs of future support: 
./but hints and promises were all they could lie got to give ; and 
/some of his friends wore for measures much bolder, more efficacious, 
•and more open. With a party of these, some of whom arc yet 
>»live, and some whose names Mr. Esmond has no right to mention, 
jhe found himself engaged the year after that miserable death of 
Duke Hamilton, which deprived the Prince of his most courageous 
ally in this country. Dean Atterlmry was one of the friends whom 

■ Esmond may mention, as the brave bishop is now beyond exile and 
1 persecution, and to him, and one or two more, the Colonel opened 

himself of a scheme of Ids own, that, hacked by a little resolution 
on the Prince’s part, could not fail of bringing about the acooin- 
* plislnncnt of their dearest wishes. 

My young Lord Viscount Castlewood had not come to England 
to keep his majority, and had now been absent from the country 
for several years. The. year when his sister was to he married and 
Duke Hamilton died, my lord was kept at Bruxelles by his wife’s 
^lying-in. The gentle Clotilda could not bear her husband nut of 
Viier sight; perhaps she mistrusted the young scapegrace should he 
'/'ever get loose from her leading-strings ; and she kept him by her 
If side to nurse the baby and administer posset to the gossips. 
‘/Many a laugh poor Beatrix laid had about Frank’s uxoriousness : 
/ ; his mother would have gone to Clotilda when her time was coming, * 
> but that Ihe mother-in-law was already in possession, and the 
' negotiations for poor Beatrix's marriage were begun. A few 
: months after the horrid catastrophe in Hyde Park, my mistress 
and her daughter retired to Castlewood, where # my lord, it was 
•^expected, would soon join them. But to say truth, their quiet 
/ household was little to his taste ; he could be got to come to Wal- 
v cote but once after his first campaign ; and then the young rogue 
y spent more than half his time in London, not appearing n-t Court or 
v/ |n publick under his own name and title, but frequenting plays, 

/ ‘bagnios, and the very worst company, under the name of Captain 
-VEsmond (whereby his innocent kinsman got more than once into 
fvtrouble); and so under various pretexts, and in pursuit of all sorts 
jd-tff pleasures, until he plunged into the lawful one of marriage, 
/Frank Castlewood had remained away from this country, and was 
unknown, save amongst the gentlemen of the army, with whom he 
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had served abroad. The fond heart of his mother was pained by 
■ this long absence. ’Twas all that Henry Esmond could do to 
soothe her natural mortification, and find excuses for his kins¬ 
man^ levity. 

In the autumn of the year 171M, Lord Castlewood thought of 
• returning home. Ilis first child had been a daughter ; Clotilda 
was in the way of gratifying his lordship with a second,**and #ie ; 

' pious youth thought that by bringing his wife to his ancestral home, - 
by prayers to St. Philip of Castlewood, and what not, Heaven , 
might be induced to bless him with a son tbiR time, for whose 
coming the expectant mamma was very anxious. 

The long-debated peace had been proclaimed this year at the . 
end of March ; and France was open to us. dust as Frank’s poor 
mother had made all things ready for Lord Castlowood’s reception, 
and was eagerly expecting her son, it was by Colonel Esfhond’s 
means that the kind lady was disappointed of her longing, and 
obliged to defer once more, the darling hope of her heart. , 

Esmond took horses to Castlewood. He had not seen its 
antient grey towers ami well-rcmombcred woods for nearly fourteen 
years, and since ho rode thence with my lord, to whom his mistress 
with her young children by her side waved an adieu. What ages 
seemed to have passed since then, what years of action and passion, 
of care, love, hope, disaster ! The children were grown' up now 
‘ and had stories of their own. As for Esmond, he felt to be a 
hundred years old ; his dear mistress only seemed unchanged ; she J 
looked and welcomed him quite as of old. There was the fountain 
in the court babbling its familiar musiek, the old hall and its 
furniture, the carved chair my late lord used, the very fiagon he 
drank from. Esmond’s mistress knew lie would like to sleep in 
the. little room he used to occupy \ ’twas made ready for him, and 
wall-flowers and sweet herbs set in the adjoining chamber, the 
chaplain’s room. 

In tears of no£ unmanly emotion, with prayers of submission to 
the awful Dispenser of death and life, of good and evil fortune, 
Mr. Esmond passed a part of that first night at Castlewood, lying 
- awake for many hours as the clock kept tolling (in tones so well 
remembered), look:ag back, as all men will, that revisit their home 
of childhood, over the great gulf of time, and surveying himself 
on the distant bank yunder, a sad little melancholy boy, with his 
lord still alive,—lus dear mistress, a girl yet, her children sporting 
around her. Years ago, a boy on that very bed, when she had 
blessed him and called him her knight, he had made a vow to be 
faithful and never desert her dear service. Had he kept that fond 
boyish promise ? Yes, before Heaven ; yes, praise be to God ! , 
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His life had been hers ; his blood, his fortune, his name, his whole 
heart ever sincfe had been hers and her children’s. All night long 
he was dreaming his boyhood over again, and waking fitfully ^ he 
half fancied he heard Father Holt calling to him from the next 
chamber, and that he was coming in and out from the mysterious 
window. 

Esinoifd rose up before the dawn, passed into the next room, 
where the air was heavy with the odour of the wall-flowers ; looked 
into the brazier where the papers had been burnt, into the old 
presses where Holt’s books and papers had been kept, and tried the 
spring, and whether the window worked still. The spring had not 
been touched for years, but yielded at length, and the whole fabriek 
of the window sank down. He lifted it and it relapsed into its 
frame ; no one had ever passed thence since Holt used it sixteen 
years ago. 

Esmond remembered his poor lord saying, on the last day of his 
life, tlurt Holt used to come in and out of the house like a ghost, 
and knew that the Father liked these mysteries, and practised such 
secret disguises, entrances, and exits : this was the way the ghost 
came and went his pupil had always conjectured. Esmond closed 
the casern erit up again as the dawn was rising over Castle wood 
village ; he eouhl hear the clinking at the blacksmith’s forge yonder 
among tire trees, across the green, and past the river, on which a 
mist still lay sleeping. 

Next Esmond opened that long cupboard over the woodwork of 
.the mantelpiece, big enough to hold a man, and in which Mr. Holt 
used to keep sundry secret properties of his. The two swords he 
, remembered so well, as a l>o\, lay actually there still, and Esmond 
took them out and wiped them, with a strange curiosity of 
emotion. There were a bundle of papers here, too, which no doubt 
bad been left at Holt’s last visit to the place, in my Lord Vis¬ 
count’s lift*, that very day when the priest had been arrested and 
taken to Hexham Castle. Esmond made free with these papers, 
and found treasonable matter of King William’s reign, the names 
of Charnoek and Pei kins, Sir .John Fenwick and Sir John Friend, 
Rookwood and Lodwiek, Lords Montgomery, and Ailesbury, 
Clarendon, and Yarmouth, that had ail been engaged in plots 
against the usurper ; a letter from the Duke of Berwick too, and 
, one from the King at St. Germains, offering to confer upon his 
trusty and well-beloved Francis Viscount Castlewood the titles of 
Earl and Marquis of Esmond, bestowed by patent royal, and in the 
fourth year of his reign, upon Thomas Viscount Castlewood and the 
heirs male of his body, in default of which issue, the ranks and 
.'.dignities were to pass to Francis aforesaid. 
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This was'ihe paper, whereof my lord had spoken, which Holt 
showed him the very day he was arrested, and for %n answer to 
whiqji ho would come hack in a week’s time. I put these papers 
■ hastily into the crypt, whence I had taken them, being interrupted 
by a tapping of a light linger at the ring of the chamber-door: \ 
'twas my kind mistress, with her face full of love and welcome! 
She, too, had passed the night wakcfully, no doubt; but neither! 
asked the other how r the hours had been spent. There are things ’ 
we divine without speaking, and know, though they happen out of .; 
our sight. This fond lady hath told me that she knew both days 
when 1 was wounded abroad. Who shall sa.y how far sympathy 
reaches, and how truly love can prophesy i ‘ I looked into your ■. * 
room,’ was all she.said; ‘the bed was vacant, the little old bed ! /- 
I knew I should find you here.’ And tender and blushing^ faintly ' 
with a benediction in her eyes, the gentle creature kissed him. 

They walked out, hand-in-hand through the old court, and to a 
the terrace-walk, where the grass was glistening with dew, uid the 
birds in the green woods above were singing their delicious choruses 
under the blushing morning sky. How well all things were , 
remembered ! The antient towers and gables of the hall darkling 


against the east, the purple shadows on the green slopes, the quaint , 
devices and carvings of the dial, the forest-crowned heights, the 
fair yellow plain cheerful with crops and corn, the shining river 
rolling through it towards the pearly hills beyond ; all these were ] 
before us, along with a thousand beautiful memories of our youth,3 
beautiful and sad, but as real and vivid in our minds as that fair $ 


and ahvays-remembered scene our eyes beheld once more. We'/i' 
forget nothing. The memory sleeps, but wakens again; I often • 
think how it shall be, when, after the last sleep of death, the v 
reveille shall arouse us for ever, and the past in one flash of self- ;. 


consciousness rush back, like the soul, revivified. 

The house would not be up for some hours yet (it was July, and < 
the dawn was only just awake), and here Esmond opened himself 
to his mistress, of the business he had in hand, and what part f 
Frank was to play in it. He knew he could confide anything to / 
her, and that the fond soul would die rather than reveal it; and \ 
bidding her keep trie secret from all, he laid it entirely before his 
mistress (always as staunch a little loyalist ns any in the kingdom), ;!• 
and indeed was quite sure that any plan of his was secure of her , 
applause and sympathy. Never was such a glorious scheme to her ^ 
partial mind, never such a devoted knight to execute it. An hour ■/: 
or two may have passed whilst they were having their colloquy. .. 
Beatrix came out to them just as their talk was over; her tall ; 
beautiful form robed in sable (which she wore without ostentation^ 
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ever since last year’s catastrophe) sweeping over the green terrace, ' 
and casting its shadows before her across the grass. 

She made us one of her grand curtsies smiling, and called us 
‘ the young people.’ She was older, paler, and more majestic!* than 
in the year before; her mother seemed the youngest of the two. 
She never once spoke of her grief, Lady Castlewood told Esmond, 
or alluded, save by a quiet word or two, to the death of her hopes. 

When Beatrix came back to Castlewood she took to visiting all . 
the cottages and all the sick. She set up a school of children, and 
taught singing to some of them. We had a pair of beautiful old 
organs in Castlewood Church, on which she played admirably, so 
that the musick there became to be known in the country for many 
miles round, and no doubt people came to see the fair organist as 
well as to hear her. Parson Tusher and his wife were established 
at the vicarage, but his wife had brought him no children where¬ 
with Tom might meet his enemies at the gate. Honest Tom took 
care not to have many such, his great shovel-bat was in his hand 
for everybody. He was profuse of bows and compliments. He 
behaved to Esmond as if the Colonel had been a Commander-in- 
Chief; he dined at the hall that day, being Sunday, and would not 
partake of pudding except under extreme pressure. He deplored 
my lord’s perversion, but drank his lordship’s health very devoutly; 
and an* hour before at church sent the Colonel to sleep, with a ’ 
long, learned, and refreshing sermon. 

Esmond’s visit home was but for two days ; the business he had 
in hand calling him away and out of the country. Ere lie went, * 
he saw Beatrix but onee alone, and then she summoned him out of 
the long tapestry room, where he and his mistress were sitting, 
quite as in old times, into the adjoining chamber, that had been 
Viscountess Isabel’s sleeping apartment, and where Esmond per¬ 
fectly well remembered seeing the old lady sitting up in the bed, 
in her night-rail, that morning when the troop of guard came to* 
fetch her. The most beautiful woman in England lay in that bed 
now, whereof the great damask hangings were scarce faded since 
Esmond saw them last. 

Here stood Beatrix in her black robes, holding a box in her 
hand ; ’twas that which Esmond had given her before her marriage, 
stamped with a coronet which the disappointed girl was never to 
wear ; and containing his aunt’s legacy of diamonds. 

‘ You had best take these with you, Harry,’ says she ; ‘ I have 
no need of diamonds any more.’ There was not the least token of 
emotion in her quiet low voice. She held out the black shagreen 
' case with her fair arm, that did not shake in the least. Esmond 
- saw she wore a black velvet bracelet on it, with my Lord Duke’s 
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picture in enamel; he had given it her hut three days before i 
he fell. 

V Esmond said the stones were his no longer, and strove to turn - 
off that proffered restoration with a laugh : ‘ Of what good/ says 
, he, ‘ are they to me ? The diamond loop to his hat did not set. 

? off Prince Eugene, and will not make my yellow face look any "> 
/ handsomer.’ ( / 

! ‘ You will give them to your wife, cousin/ says she. ‘ My/ 

. cousin, your wife has a lovely complexion and shape.’ 

; ‘Beatrix/ Esmond burst out, the'old fire flaming out as it’'/ 

* would at times, ‘will yon wear those trinkets at your marriage ?; 
You whispered once you did not know me : you know me better’ ' 

'"now : how I fought, what I have sighed for, for ten years, what 
. forgone.’ 

‘ A price for your constancy, my lord ! ’ says she; ‘suclWt preux . 
. chevalier wants to be paid ! Oh, fie ! cousin.’ 

‘Again/ Esmond spoke out, ‘if 1 do something you have at a 
heart; something worthy of me and you ; something that shall 
make me a name with wliieh to endow you ; will you take it ? 
There was a chance for me once you said, is it impossible to recall 
it 1 Never shake your head, but hear me : say you will hear me a , 
7 year lienee. If l come back to you anil bring you fame, will that ' 

* please you? If 1 do what you desire most—what he whorls dead 

desired most,— will that soften you?’ j 

■ , ‘ What is it, Henry/ says she, her face lighting up: * what ;, 

i^mean you ? ’ 

‘Ask no questions,’ he said ; ‘wait, and give me but time; if 1/ 
bring back that you long for, that I have a thousand times heard ; 
, you pray for, will you have no reward for him who has done you 
that service? Put away those trinkets, keep them: it shall not 
be at my marriage, it shall not bo at yours, but if man can do it, I 
l^swear a day shall eonie when there shall be a feast in your house, 
and you shall be proud to wear them. I say no more now; put ' 
r aside these words, and lock away yonder box until the day when I ! 

shall remind you of both. All J pray of you now is, to wait and ; 
/■ to remember.’ 

‘You are going out of the country?’ says Beatrix, in some/; 
r agitation. < 

' ‘Yes, to-morrow/ soys Esmond. ■; 

‘ To Lorraine, cousin ? ’ says Beatrix, laying her hand on his, i 

■ arm, ’twas the liaud on which she wore the Duke’s bracelet. / 
‘ Stay, Harry ! ’ eoutinued she, with a tone that had more despond- { 
ency in it than she was accustomed to show. ‘ Hear a last word,/? 
I do love you. I do admire you,—who would not, that has knowa^? 
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such love as yours has been for us all ? But 1 think I have nO- 
heart; at least, I have never seen the man that could touch it 
and had I found him, I would have followed him in rags, had lie 
been a pi^vate soldier, or to sea, like one of those buccaneers yon, 
used to read to us about when we were children. I would do any- ’ 
. thing for such a man, bear anything for him : but I never found . 
one. You were ever too much of a slave to win my heart, even 
my Lord Duke could not command it. 1 had not been happy had 
I married him. I knew that three months after our engagement 
—and W T as too vain to break it. Oh, Harry ! 1 cried once or 
twice, not for him, but with tears of rage because I could not be 
"sorry for him. L was frightened to find I was glad of his death ; " 
and were I joined to you, I should have the same sense of servi¬ 
tude, the same longing to escape. We should both be unhappy, • 
and you the most, who are as jealous as the Duke was hirnself. I 
tried to love him ; 1 tried, indeed T did : affected gladness when 
he came : submitted to hear when he was by me, and tried the 
wife’s part I thought T was to play for the rest of my days. But’ 
half an hour of that complaisance wcaiied me, and what would a 
lifetime be? 1V1 y thoughts were away wdien lie was speaking; and 
I was thinking, Oh, that this man would diopmy hand, and rise up 
from before my feet ! 1 know his great and noble qualities, greater 

and milder than mine a thousand times, as yours are, <ousin, I 
tell you, a million and a million times better. But ’tvas not for 
these I took him. I took him to have a great place in the Avnrld, 
and I lost it,—I lost it and do not deplore him,-—and I often 
thought as I listened to his fond vows and ardent wands, Oh, if I 
yield to this man, and meet the other, T shall hale him and leave 
him ! 1 am not good, 1 tarry : my mother is gentle and good like 

an angel. I wonder how she should have had such a child. She 
is weak, but she wmiild die rather than do a wiong ; I am stronger 
than she, but 1 would do it out of defiance. I do not care for 
what the parsons tell me with their droning sermons ; f used to 
see them at Court as mean and as worthless as the meanest w r omen 
there. Oh, I am sick and weary of the world ! J wait but for one , 
thing, and when ’tis done, I will take Frank’s religion and your 
. poor mother’s, and go into a nunnery, and end like her. Shall I 
wear the diamonds then f —they say the nuns wear their best trinkets 
tho day they take the veil. 1 will put them away as you bid me; 
farewell, cousin, mamma is pacing the next room, racking her little 
head to know what we have been saying. She is jealous, all women 
are. I sometimes think that is the only womanly quality I have, 
‘Farewell. Farewell, brother.' She gave him her cheek as a 
brotherly privilege. The cheek was as cold as marble. 
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Esmond’s mistress showed no signs of jealousy when he returned 
to the room where she was. She had schooled herself so as to look 
quite inscrutably, when she had a mind. Amongst her other 
feminine qualities she had that of being a perfect dissembler. 

He rid away from Castlewood to attempt the task he was bound 
, on, and stand or fall by it; in truth his state of mind was such, 
that he was eager for some outward excitement to counteract that 
gnawing malady which lie was inwardly enduring. 


CHAPTER VIII 

I TRAVEL TO FRANCE, AND BRING HOME A PORTRAIT OF 11IGAUD 

Mn. Esmond did not think fit to take leave at Court; or to inform 
all the world of Pall Mall and the coffee-houses, that he was about 
to quit England ; and chose to depart in the most private manner 
possible. He procured a pass as for a Frenchman, through Dr. 
Atterbury, who did that business for him, getting the signature 
even from Lord Bolingbroke’s office, without any personal applica¬ 
tion to the Secretary. Lockwood, his faithful servant, he took 
with him to Castlewood, and left behind there : giving out ere 
he left London that he himself was sick, and gone to Hampshire 
for country air, and so departed as silently as might be upon his 
business. 

As Frank Castlcwood’s aid was indispensable for Mr. Esmond’s 
scheme, his first visit was to Bruxelles (passing by way of Antwerp, 
where the Duke of Marlborough was in exile), and in the first- 
named place, Harry found liis dear young Benedick, the married 
man, who appeared to be rather out of humour with his matrimonial 
chaim and clogged with the obstiuate embraces which Clotilda kept 
round his neck. Colonel Esmond was not presented to her ; but 
Monsieur Simon was, a gentleman of the Royal Cravat (Esmond 
bethought him of the regiment of his honest Irishman, whom he , 
had seen that day after Mai plaque t, when he first set eyes on the 
young King); and Monsieur Simon was introduced to the Vis¬ 
countess Castlewood, nee Comptesse Wertheim; to the numerous 
counts, the Lady Clotilda’s tall brothers ; to her father the 
chamberlain ; and to the lady liis wife, Frank’s mother-in-law, a 
tall and majestiek person of large proportions, such as became tlie 
mother of such a company of grenadiers, as her warlike sons formed. 
The whole race were at free quarters, in the little castle nigh to 
Bruxelles which Frank had taken ; rode his horses; drank his > 
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wine; and lived easily at the poor lad’s charges. Mr. Esmond, 
had always Maintained a perfect fluency in the French, which was 
his mother tongue; and if' this family (that spoke French, with the 
twang which the Flemings use) discovered any inaccuracy *in Mr. 
Simon’s pronunciation, ’twus to he attributed to the latter’s long 
residence in England, where he had married and remained ever 
since Jje was taken prisoner at Blenheim. His story was perfectly 
pat; there were none there to doubt it, save honest Frank, and 
he was charmed with his kinsman’s scheme, when he became 
acquainted with it; and, in truth, always admired Colonel Esmond 
with an affectionate fidelity, and thought his cousin the wisest and 
best of all cousins and men. Frank entered heart and soul into 
the plan, and liked it the better as it was to take him to Paris, out 
of reach of his brothers, his father, and his mother-in-law, whose 
attentions rather fatigued him. 

Castlewood, I have said, was born in the same year as the 
Prince of "Wales : had not a little of the Prince’s air, height, and 
figure; and, especially since lie had seen the Chevalier de St. 
George on the occasion before-named, took no small pride in his 
resemblance to a person so illustrious: which likeness he increased 
by all the means in his power, wearing fair brown perriwigs, such 
as the Prince wore, and ribbands and so forth of the Chevalier’s 
colour. 

This resemblance was, in truth, the circumstance on which 
Mr. Esmond’s scheme "was founded: and having secured Frank’s* 
secrecy and enthusiasm, he left him to continue his journey, and 
see the other personages on whom its success depended. The 
place whither Mr. Simon next travelled was Bar, in Lorraine, 
where that merchant arrived with a consignment of broadcloths, 
valuable laces from Malines, and letters lor his correspondent there. 

Would you know how a prince, heroiek from misfortunes, and 
descended from a line of kings, whose race seemed to be doomed 
like the Atridue of old ;—would you know how he was employed, 
when the envoy who came to him through danger and difficulty 
beheld him for the first time ! The young king, in a flannel 
jacket, was at tennis with the gentlemen of his suite, crying out 
after the balls, and swearing like the meanest of his subjects. 
The next tiino Mr. Esmond saw him, ’twas when Monsieur Simon 
took a packet oi laces to Miss Oglethorpe ; the Prince’s ante¬ 
chamber in those days, at which ignoble door men were forced to 
knock for admission to his Majesty. The admission was given, 
the envoy found the King and the mistress together ; the pair 
were at cards, and his Majesty was in liquor. He cared more for 
three honours than three Kingdoms ; and a half-dozen glasses of 
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ratafia made him forget all his woes and his losses, his father’s 
crown, and his grandfather’s head. ^ 

Mr. Esmond did not open himself to the Prince then. His 
Majesty was scarce in a condition to hear him ; and he doubted , 
whether a King who drank so much could keep a secret in his 
fuddled head; or whether a hand that shook so, was strong enough 
to grasp at a crown. However at last, and after taking counsel 
with the Prince’s advisers, amongst whom were many gentlemen 
honest and faithful, Esmond’s plan was laid before the King, and 
her actual Majesty Queen Oglethorpe, • in council. The Prince 
liked the scheme well enough; ’twas easy and daring, and 
suited to his reckless gaiety and lively youthful spirit. In the 
morning after he had slept his wine off, he was very gay, lively, ' 
and agreeable. His manner had an extreme charm of archness, ■ 
and a kind simplicity ; and to do her justice, her Oglethferpean 
Majesty was kind, acute, resolute, and of good counsel; she gave 
the Prince much good advice, that lie, was too weak to foljow ; 
and loved him with a fidelity, which he returned with an ingrati¬ 
tude quite Itoyal. 

Having his own forebodings, regarding his scheme should it 
over be fulfil led, ami his usual seeptick doubts as to the benefit 
which might accrue to the country by bringing a tipsy young 
monarch back to it, (VloneL Esmond had his audience of leave and 
quiet. Monsieur .Simon took his departure. At any rate the youth 
at Ear was as good as the older Pretender at Hanover ; if the worst 
came to the worst, the Englishman could be dealt with as easy as 
the German. Monsieur .Simon trotted on that long journey from 
Nancy to Paris, and saw that famous town, stealthily and like a, 
spy, as in truth he was; ami where, sure, more magnificence and 
more misery is heaped together, more rags and lace, more filth 
ami gilding, than in any city in this world. Here he was put in 
communication with the King's best friend, his half-brother, the 
famous Duke of Berwick ; Esmond recognised him as the stranger 
who had visited Oastlewood now near twenty years ago. Iiis 
Grace opened to him when he found that Mr. Esmond was one of 
Webb’s brave regiment, that had once been his Grace’s own. He 
was the sword ami buckler indeed of the Stuart cause : there was 
, no stain on his shield, except the bar across it, which Marlborough’s 
sister left him. Had Berwick been his father’s heir, James the 
Third had assuredly sat on the English throne. He could dare, 
endure, strike, speak, be silent. The fire and genius, perhaps, he 
had not (that were given to baser men), but except these, he had. 
some of the best qualities of a leader. His Grace knew Esmond’s 
father and history; and hinted at the latter in such a way as made \ 
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the Colonel,to think he was aware of the particulars of that story. 
But Esmond did not choose to enter on it, nor did the Duke press 
him. Mr. Esmond said, ‘ No doubt he should come by his name, 
if ever greater people came by theirs.’ * 

What confirmed Esmond in his notion that the Duke of' 
Berwick knew of his case was, that when the Colonel went to pay 
his duty at St. Germains, her Majesty once addressed him by the 
title of Marquis. He took the Queen the dutiful remembrances of 
her goddaughter, and the lady whom, in the days of her prosperity, 
her Majesty had bcfricmled. The Queen remembered Rachel 
Esmond perfectly well, had heard of my Loid Cnstlcwood’s con- 
, version, and was much edified by that act of Heaven in his favour. 
She knew that others of that family had been of the only true 
church loo: ‘Your father and your mother, Monsieur 1<* Marquis,’ 
her Majesty said (that was the only time sin* used the phrase). 
Monsieur Simon bowed very low, and said he had found other 
parents than his own who had taught him differently; but the.se 
had only one king : on which her Majesty was pleased to give him 
a medal blessed by the Pope,, which had been found very efficacious 
in cases similar to his own, and to promise, she would offer up 
prayers for his conversion and that of the family : which no doubt 
this pious lady did, though up to the present moment, and after 
twenty-seven years, Colonel Esmond is bound to say that neither 
the. medal nor the prayers have had the slightest known effect 
upon his religious convictions. * 

As for the splendours of Versailles, Monsieur Simon, the mer¬ 
chant, only beheld them as a humble and distant spectator, seeing 
the old King but once, when he went to feed his emps; and asking 
for no presentation at his Majesty’s Court. 

By this time my Lord Viscount Castlewnod was got to Paris, 
where, as the London prints presently announced, her ladyship 
was brought to bed of a son and heir. Eor a long while after¬ 
wards she was in a delicate state of health, and ordered by the 
physicians not to travel; otherwise ’twas well known that the 
Viscount Castlewnod proposed returning to England, and taking 
up his residence at his own seat. 

Whilst he remained at Paris, my Lord Castlewood had his 
picture done by the famous French painter Monsieur Rigaud, a 
present for his mother in London ; and this piece Monsieur Simon 
took back with him when he returned to that city, which he 
reached about May, in the year 1714, very soon after which 
time my Lady Castle wood and her daughter, and their kinsman, 
Colonel Esmond, who had been at Castlewood all this time, 

„ likewise returned to London*; her ladyship occupying her house at 
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Kensington, Mr. Esmond returning to his lodgings at Knights- 
bridge, nearer the town, and once more making his appearance 
at all publiclc places, his health greatly improved by his long stay 
in the Country. 

The portrait of my lord, in a handsome gilt frame, was hung up 
in the place of honour in her ladyship's drawing-room. His lord- 
ship was represented in his scarlet uniform of Captain ef the 
, ’Guard, with a light-brown perrivvig, a cuirass under his coat, a blue 
ribbon, and a fall of Bruxelles lace. Many of her ladyship’s 
friends admired the piece beyond measure, and flocked to see it ; 
Bishop Atterlmry, Mr. Lcsly, good old Mr. Collier, and others 
amongst the clergy were delighted with the performance, and many 
among the first quality examined and praised it; only I must own 
that Doctor Tushor happening to come up to London, and geeing 
‘ the picture (it was ordinarily covered by a curtain, but oil* this 
day Miss Beatrix happened to be looking at it when the Doctor 
arrived), the Vicar of Castlewood vowed he could not see «auy 
resemblance in the piece to his old pupil, except, perhaps, a little 
about the chin and the perriwig; but wo all of us convinced him, 
that lie had not seen Frank for five years or more; that he knew 
no more about the Fine Arts than a plough-boy, and that he must 
be mistaken ; and we sent him home assured that the piece was 
an excellent likeness. As for my Lord Bolinghroke, who hoiftnired 
her ladyship with a visit occasionally, when Colonel Esmond 
‘‘'showed him the picture, he burst out laughing, and asked what 
devilry lie was engaged on 1 Esmond owned simply that the 
, portrait was not that of Viscount (las tie wood, besought the 
Secretary on his honour to keep the secret, said that the ladies 
of the house were entlmsiastiek Jacobites, as was well known; 
and confessed that the picture was that of the Chevalier St. 
George. 

The truth is, that Mr. Simon, waiting upon Lord Castlewood 
one day at Monsieur Rigaud’s, whilst his lordship was sitting for 
, his picture, affected to be much struck with a piece representing 
the Chevalier, whereof the head only was finished, and purchased 
it of the painter for a hundred crowns. It had been intended, 
the artist said, for Miss Oglethorpe, the Prince’s mistress, but 
: that young lady quitting Paris, hail left the work on the artist’s 
hands ; and taking this piece home, when my lord’s portrait 
arrived, Colonel Esmond, alias Monsieur Simon, had copied the 
uniform and other accessories from my lord’s picture to fill up 
Rigaud’s incomplete canvas : the Colonel all his life having been a 
practitioner of painting, and especially followed it during his long ' 
residence in the cities of Flaudcrs, 'among the master-pieces of, 
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Vandyck and Rubens. My grandson hath the piece, such as it is, 
in Virginia now. 

At the commencement of the month of June, Miss Beatrix 
Esmond, and my Lady Viscountess, her mother, arrived* from 
Castlewood } the former to resume her service at Court, 
which had been interrupted by the fatal catastrophe of Duke 
Hamilton's death. She once more took her place then in her 
Majesty’s suite, and at the maids’ table, being always a favourite 
with Mrs. Masham, the Queen’s chief woman, partly, perhaps, on 
account of her bitterness*against the Duchess of Marlborough, 
whom Miss Beatrix loved no better than her rival did. The 
gentlemen about the Court, my Lord Bolingbroke amongst others, 
owned that the young lady had come hack handsomer than ever, 
and that the serious and tragick air, which her face now involun¬ 
tarily wore, became her better than her former smiles and archness. 

All the old domes ticks at the little house of Kensington Square 
were* changed; the old steward that had served the family any 
time these five-anil-twenty years, since the birth of the children 
of the house, was despatched into the kingdom of Ireland to Ree 
my lord’s estate there : the housekeeper, who had been my lady’s 
woman time out of mind, and the attendant of the young children, 
was sent away grumbling to Walcote, to see to the new painting 
and preparing of that house, which my Lady Dowager intended to 
occupy for the future, giving up Castlewood to her daughter-in-law, 
that might be expected daily from France. Another servant the 
Viscountess had was disnrssed too- with a gratuity—on the pre¬ 
text that her ladyship’s train of domestieks must he diminished : 
so finally, there was not left in the household a single person who 
had belonged to it during the time my young Lord Castlewood was 
yet at home. 

For the plan which Colonel Esmond had in view, and the stroke 
he intended, ’twas necessary that the very smallest number of 
persons should be put in possession of his secret. It scarce was 
known, except to three or four out of his family, and it was kept 
to a wonder. 

On the 10th of June, 1714, there came by Mr. Prior’s messen¬ 
ger from Paris, a letter from my Lord Viscount Castlewood to his 
mother, saying that he had been foolish in regard of money matters, 
that he was ashamed to own he had lost at play, and by other 
extravagancies ; and that instead of having great entertainments as 
he had hoped at Castlewood this year, he must live as quiet as he 
could, and make every effort to he saving. So far every word of 
poor Frank’s letter was true, nor was there a doubt that he and 
’ his tall brothers-in-law had spent a great deal more Jhan they 
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. Ought, and engaged the revenues of the Oastlewood property, 
which the fond mother had husbanded and improved so carefully 
during the time of her guardianship. 

Hi. 1 ? ‘ Clotilda,’ Oastlewood went on to say, ‘ was still delicate, 
and the physicians thought her lying-in had best take’place at 
, Paris. He should come without her ladyship, and be at his 
; mothers house, about the 17th or IKth day of June, proponing to 
take horse from Paris immediately, and bringing but a single 
servant with him ; and lie requested that the lawyers of Gray’s 
Inn might be invited to meet him with their account, and the 
land-steward come from Castlcwood with his, so that he might 
settle with them speedily, raise a sum of money whereof he stood 
in need, and be back to his viscountess by the time of her lying-in.’ 
Then his lordship gave some of the news of the town, sent his 
remembrance to kinsfolk, and so the letter ended. ’Twas put in 
the common post, and no doubt the French police and the English 
there had a copy of it, to which they were exceeding welcome* 

Two days after another letter was despatched by the publick 
post of France, in the same open way, and this, after giving news 
of the fashion at Court there, ended by the following sentences, in 
which but for those that had the key, ’twould be difficult for any 
man to find any secret lurked at all: 

■ 

‘(The King will take) medicine on Thursday. His Majesty is 
" better than lie hath been of late, though incommoded by indigestion 
from his too great appetite. Madame Maintenon continues well. 

& They have performed a play of Mens. Iiacine at St. Cyr. The 
o Duke of Shrewsbury and Mr. Prior our envoy, and all the English 
* nobility here were present at it. (The Viscount Castlewood’s 
passports) were refused to him, ’twas said ; his lordship being sued 
by a goldsmith, for Vaisudle /date, and a pearl necklace supplied 
to Mademoiselle Moruel of the French Comedy. Tis a pity such 
: news should get abroad (and travel to England) about our young 
v nobility here. Mademoiselle Meruol hns been sent to the Fort 
l’Evesque ; they say she has ordered not only plate, but furniture, 

' and a chariot and horses (under that lord’s name), of which extra-. 
vaganee his unfortunate Viscountess knows nothing. 

‘(His Majesty will be) eighty-two years of age on his next 
birthday. The Court prepares to celebrate it with a great feste. 
Mr. Prior is in a sad way about their refusing at home to send 
, him his plate. All here admired my Lord Viscount’s portrait, and, 
said it was a master-piece of Itigaud. Have you seen it? It ip", 
(at the Lady Castle wood’s house in Kensington Square), I think'- 
no English painter could produce such a piece. „ _ 
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‘ Our poor friend the Abbd hath been at the Bastile, but is now 
transported to the Conciergerie (where his friends may visit him. 
They are to ask for) a remission of his sentence soon. Let us 
hope the poor rogue will have repented in prison. 

‘ (The Lord Castlewood) has had the affair of the plate made 
up, and departs for England. 

‘Is mot this a dull letter? I have a eursed headache with 
drinking with Mat and some more over night, and tipsy or sober am 

‘ Thine ever-.’ 

All this letter, save some dozen of words which I have put 
above between brackets, was mere idle talk, though the substance 
of the hitter was as important as any letter well could be. It told 
those that had the key, that the King will fair the Vixnmnl 
Ca title worn fs passports and (ravel to England under that lord's 
name. Ilia Majesty will be at the Lady Castle wood's /anise in 
Kensington Si/narr, where his friends may visit him ; they are to 
ask for the Lord Castlewood. This note may have passed under 
Mr. Prior’s eyes, and those of our new allies the French, and taught 
them nothing ; though it explains sufficiently to persons in London 
what the event was which was about to happen, as ’twill show 
those who read my memoirs a hundred years hence, what was that 
errand ftu which Colonel Esmond of late had been busy. Silently 
and swiftly to do that about which others were conspiring, and 
thousands of Jacobites all over the country, clumsily caballing; 
alone to effect that which tlu: leaders here were only talking about; 
to bring the Prince of Wales into the country openly in the face 
of all, under llolingbroke’s very eyes, the walls placarded with the 
proclamation signed with the Secretary’s name, and offering five 
hundred pounds reward for his appi ehension : this was a stroke, 
the playing and winning of which might well give any adventurous 
spirit pleasure : the loss of the stake might involve a heavy penalty, 
but all our family were eager to risk that for the glorious chance 
of winning the game. 

Nor should it be called a. game, save, perhaps with the chief 
player, who was not more or less skeptical than most publick men 
with whom he had acquaintance in that age. (Is there ever a 
publick man in England that altogether believes in his party? Js 
there one, howcvei doubtful, that will not fight for it ?) Young 
Frank was ready to fight without much thinking, he was a Jacobite 
as his father before him was ; all the Esmonds were royalists. 
Give him but the word, he would cry ‘God save King James,' 
before the palace guard, or at the May-pole in the Strand; and 
with respect to the women, as is usual with them, ’twas not a 
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question of party but of faith; their belief was a passion ; either 
Esmond’s mistress or her daughter would have died for it cheer¬ 
fully. I have laughed often, talking of King William’s reign, and 
said £ thought Lady Castlewood was disappointed the King did 
not persecute the family more; and those who know the nature of 
women, may fancy for themselves, what needs not here be written 
down, the rapture with which these neophytes received the«mystery 
when made known to them, the eagerness with which they looked 
forward to its completion ; the reverence which they paid the 
minister who initiated them into that secret Truth, now known 
only to a few, but presently to reign over the world. Sure there 
is no bound to the trusfciiigness of women. Look at Arria wor¬ 
shipping the drunken clod-pate of a husband who beats her; look 
at Cornelia treasuring as a jewel in her maternal heart, the oaf her 
son; I have known a woman preach Jesuits’ bark, and afterwards 
Dr. Berkeley’s tar-water, as though to swallow them were a divine 
decree, and to refuse them no better than blasphemy. * 

On his return from France Colonel Esmond put himself at the 
head of this little knot of fond conspirators. No death or torture 
he knew would frighten them out of their constancy. When he 
detailed his plan for bringing the King back, his elder mistress 
thought that that Restoration was to be attributed under heaven 
to the Castlewood family and to its chief, and she worshipped and 
loved Esmond, if that could be, more than ever she had done. 
She doubted not for one moment of the success of his scheme, to 
mistrust which would have seemed impious in her eyes. And as 
for Beatrix, wlrui she become acquainted with the plan, and joined 
it, as she did with all her heart, she gave Esmond one of lier 
searching bright looks : c Ah, Harry,’ says she, ‘why were you not 
the head of our house 1 ? You are the only one fit to raise it; why 
do you give that silly boy the name and the honour? But ’tis so 
in the world, those get the prize that don’t deserve or care for it. 
1 wish I could give you yovr silly prize, cousin, but I can’t; I 
have tried and I can’t.’ And she went away, shaking her head 
mournfully, but always it seemed to Esmond, that her liking and 
respect for him was greatly increased, since she knew what capa¬ 
bility he had both tu act and bear; to do and to forga 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE ORIGINAL OF THE PORTRAIT COMES TO ENGLAND 

’Twas •announced in the family that my Lord Castlewood would 
arrive, having a confidential French gentleman in his suite who 
acted as secretary to his lordship, and who being a Papist, and a 
foreigner of a good family, though now in rather a menial place, 
would have his meals served in his chamber, and not with the 
domestieks of the house. The Viscountess gave up her bed¬ 
chamber contiguous to her daughter’s, and having a large con¬ 
venient closet attached to it, in which a bed was put up, ostensibly 
for Monsieur Baptiste, the Frenchman ; though, ’tis needless to 
say, when the doers of the apartment were locked, and the two 
gueste retired within it, the young Viscount became the servant 
of the illustrious Prince whom he entertained, and gave up gladly 
the more convenient and airy chamber and bed to bis master. 
Madame Beatrix also retired to the upper region, her chamber 
being converted into a sitting-room for my lord. The better to 
carry the deceit, Beatrix allected to grumble before the servants, 
and to Tie jealous that she was turned out of her chamber to make 
way for my lord. 

No small preparations were made, you may be sure, and no 
slight tremor of expectation caused the heaVts of the gentle ladies 
of Castlewood to /hitter, before the arrival of the personages who 
were about to honour their house. The. chamber was ornamented 
with flowers: the bed covered with the very finest of linpn; the 
two ladies insisting on making it themselves, and kneeling down 
at the bedside and kissing the sheets out of respect for the web 
that was to hold the sacred person of a King. The toilet was of 
silver and crystal ; there was a copy of Eikon-Basil Hr laid on the 
writing-table ; a portrait of the martyred King, hung always over 
the mantel, having a sword of my poor Lord Castlewood under¬ 
neath it, and a little jiieture or emblem which the widow loved 
always to have before her eyes on waking, and in which the hair 
of her lord and her two children was worked together. Her books 
of private devotions, as they were all of the English Church, she 
carried away with her to the upper apartment which she destined 
for herself. The ladies showed Mr. Esmond, when they were com¬ 
pleted, the fond preparations they had made. ’Twas then Beatrix 
knelt down and kissed the linen sheets. As for her mother, 
Lady Castlewood made a curtsey at the door, as she would have 
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done to the altar on entering a church, and owned that she con- 
sidered the chamber in a manner sacred. 

The company in the servants’ hall never for a moment supposed 
that these preparations were made for any other- person than the 
young Viscount, the lord of the house, whom his fond mother had 
been for so many years without seeing. Both ladies "were perfect 
housewives, having the greatest skill in the making of confections, 
scented waters, etc., and keeping a notable superintendence over 
the kitchen. Calves enough were killed to feed an army of 
prodigal sons, Esmond thought, and laughed when he came to wait 
on the ladies, on the day when the guests were to arrive, to find 
two pairs of the finest and roundest arms to be seen in England 
(my Lady Castle wood was remarkable for tins beauty of her 
person), covered with flour up above the elbows, and preparing 
paste, and turning rolling-pins in the housekeeper's closet. 4 ' The 
guest would not arrive till supper-time, and rny lord would prefer 
having that meal in Ins own chamber. You may be sure, the 
brightest plate of the house was laid out there, and can understand 
why it was that the ladies insisted that they alone woidd wait 
upon the young chief of the family. 

Taking horse, Colonel Esmond rode rapidly to Rochester, and 
there awaited the King in that very town where his father had last 
set his foot on the English shore. A room had been provided at 
an inn there for my Lord Castlewood and bis servant; and Colonel, 
Esmond timed his ride so well that he, had scarce been half an 
hour in the place, and was looking over the, balcony into the yard 
of the inn, when two travellers rode in at the inn-gate, and 
the Colonel running down, the next moment embraced his dear 
young lord. 

My lord’s companion, acting the part of a domestiek, dis¬ 
mounted and was for holding the Viscount’s stirrup ; but Colonel 
Esmond, calling to his own man, who was in the court, bade him 
take the horses and settle with the lad who had ridden the post 
along with the two travellers, crying out in a cavalier tone, in the 
French language to my lord’s companion, and affecting to grumble 
that my lord’s fellow was a Frenchman, and did not know r the 
money or habits of the country ■—‘ My man will see to the horses, 
Baptiste,’ says Colonel Esmond: ‘do you understand English?’ 

‘ Very leetle.’ £ So, follow my lord and wait upon him at dinner 
in his own room.’ The landlord and his people came up presently* 
bearing the dishes ; ’twas well they made a noise and stir in the 
gallery, or they might have found Colonel Esmond on his knee 
before Lord Oastlewood’s servant, welcoming his Majesty to his 
kingdom, aud kissing the hand of the King. We told the land- 
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lord that the Frenchman would wait on his master; and Esmond’s 
man was ordered to keep sentry in the gallery without the door. 
The Prince dined with a good appetite, laughing and talking very 
gaily, and condescendingly bidding his two companions to sit with 
him at table. He was in better spirits than poor Frank Castle- 
wood, who Esmond thought might be woebegone on account of 
parting.with his divine Clotilda ; but the Prince wishing to take a 
short siesta after dinner, and retiring to an inner chamber where 
there was a bed, the cause of poor Frank’s discomfiture came out; 
and bursting into tears, with many expressions of fondness, friend¬ 
ship, and humiliation, the faithful lad gave his kinsman to under 
stand that he now knew all the truth, and the sacrifices which 
Colonel Esmond had made for him. 

Seeing no good in acquainting poor Frank with that secret, Mr. 
Esmond had entreated his mistress also not to reveal it to her son. 
The Prince had told the poor lad all as they were riding from 
Dovej;: ‘I had as lief he had shot me, cousin,’ Flunk said: ‘I 
knew you were the best, and the bravest, and the kindest of all 
men ’ (so the enthusiastick young follow' went on), 4 but i never 
thought I owed you w'hat 1 do, and can scarce beui the weight of 
the obligation.’ 

‘1 stand in the place of your father,’ says Mr, Esmond kindly, 
‘and sure a father may dispossess himself in favour of his son. I 
abdicate the twopenny crown, and invest you with the kingdom of 
Brentford : don’t be a fool and cry, you make a much taller and 
handsomer viscount than ever J could.’ But the fond boy with 
oaths and protestations, laughter and incoherent outbreaks of 
passionate emotion, could not be got, for some little time, to put 
up with Esmond’s raillery ; wanted to kneel down to him, and 
kissed his hand , asked him and implored him, to order him some¬ 
thing, to bid Castlewood give his own life up or take somebody 
elsc’s; anything so that he might show his gratitude for the 
generosity Esmond showed him. 

‘The K-, hr laughed,' Frank said, pointing to the door 

where the sleeper was, and speaking in a low tone; ‘ 1 don’t 
think he should have laughed as he told me the story. As we 
rode along from Dover, talking in French, he spoke about you. 
and your coming to him at Bar ; he called you “le grand sdrieux,” 
Don Bellianis of Greece, and I don’t know what names ; mimicking 
your manner’ (here Castlewood laughed himself)-- ‘and he did it 
very well. He seems to sneer at everything. He is not like a 
king: somehow, Harry, I fancy you are like a king. He does not 
seem to think what a stake we are all playing. He would have 
stopped at Canterbury to run after a barmaid there, had I not 
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implored him to come on. He hath a house at Chaillot where he 
used to go and bury himself for weeks away from the Queen, and 
with all sorts of bad company,' says Frank, with a demure look; 
‘you tnay smile, hut I am not the wild fellow I was ; no, no, I 
have been taught better,’ says Castlewood devoutly, making a sign 
on his breast. 

‘Thou art my dear brave boy,’ says Colonel Esmond, fouebed 
at the young fellow’s simplicity, ‘ and there will be a noble gentle¬ 
man at Castlewood so long as my Frank is there.’ 

The impetuous young lad was for going down on his knees 
again, witli another explosion of gratitude, but that we heard the 
voice from the next chamber of the august sleeper, just waking, 
calling out:— £ Eh, La-Fleur, un verre d'eau ; ’ Ins Majesty came 
out yawning:-— C A pest,’ says he, ‘upon your English ale, ’tis so 
strong that, ma foi, it hath turned my head.’ 

The effect of the ale was like a spur upon our horses, and wc 
rode very quickly to London, reaching Kensington at nightfall. 
Mr. Esmond’s servant was left behind at Rochester, to take care 
of the tired horses, whilst we- had fresh beasts provided along the 
road. And galloping by the Prince’s side the Colonel explained 
to the Prince of Wales what his movements had been ; who the 
friends were that knew of the expedition ; whom, as Esmond con¬ 
ceived, the Prince should trust; entreating him, above-all, to 
maintain the very closest secrecy until the time should come when 
'his Royal Highness should appear. The town swarmed with 
friends of the Prince’s cause; there wore scores of correspondents 
with St. Germains ; Jacobites known and secret; great in station 
and humble ; about the Court ami the Queen ; in the Parliament, 
Church, and among the merchants in the City. The Prince had 
friends numberless in the army, in the Privy Council, and the 
Officers of State. The great object, as it seemed, to the small 
band of persons, who had concerted that bold stroke, who had 
brought the Queen’s brother into his native country, was that his 
visit should remain unknown, till the proper time came, when his 
presence should surprise friends and enemies alike; and the latter 
should be found so unprepared and disunited, that they should not 
find time to attack lnm. We feared more from his friends than 
from his enemies. The lies, and tittle-tattle sent over to St. 
Germains by the Jacobite agents about London, had done an 
incalculable mischief to his cause, and wofully misguided him, 
and it was from these especially, that the persons engaged in the 
present venture were anxious to defend the chief actor in it. J 

1 The managers were the Bishop, who cannot he hurt by having his 
name mentioned, a very active anu loyal Nonconformist Divine, a lady 
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The party reached London by nightfall, leaving their horses at 
the Posting-House over against Westminster, and being ferried 
over the water where Lady Esmond’s coach was already in waiting. 
In another hour we were all landed at Kensington, and the unstress 
of the house had that satisfaction which her heart had yearned 
after for many years, once more to embrace her son, who, on his 
side, with all his waywardness, ever retained a most tender affection 
for liis parent. 

She did not refrain from this expression of her feeling, though 
the domesticks were by, *and my Lord Castlewood’s attendant 
stood in the hall. Esmond had to whisper to him in French to 
take his hat off. Monsieur Baptiste was constantly neglecting his 
part with an inconceivable levity: more Ilian once on the ride to 
London, little observations of the stranger, light remarks, and 
words betokening the greatest ignorance of the country tin* Prince 
came to govern, had hurt the susceptibility of the two gentlemen 
forming his escort; nor could either help owning in his secret mind 
that they would have had his behaviour otherwise, and that the 
laughter and the lightness, not to say licence, which characterised 
his talk, scarce befitted such a great Prince and such a solemn 
occasion. Not but that he could act at proper times with spirit 
and dignity. He had behaved, as we all knew r , in a very courageous 
mannei; on the field. Esmond had seen a copy of the letter 
the Prince w T rit with Lis own hand when urged by his friends 
in England to abjure bis religion, and admired that manly and, 
magnanimous reply by which lie refused to yield lo the temptation. 
Monsieur Baptiste took off bis bat, blushing at the hint Colonel 
Esmond ventured to give him, and said - ‘ Tenez, eile est jolic, 
la petite mJure; Foi-de-Chevalier ! elle est charinante ; niais 1’autre, 
qui est cette nytnphe, cot astro qui biille, cetto Diane qui descend 
sur nous?’ And be started back, and pushed forward, as Beatrix 
was descending the stair. She was in colours for the first time 
at her own house; she wore the diamonds Esmond gave her; it 
had been agreed between them, that she should wear these brilliants 
on the day when the King should cuter the house ; and a Queen 
she looked, radiant in charms, and magnificent and imperial in 
beauty. 

Castle wood himself war, startled by that beauty and splendour; 
he stepped back and gazed at his sister as though lie had not been 
aware before (nor was he very likely) how T perfectly lovely she was, 


in the highest favour at Court, with whom Beatrix Esmond had com¬ 
munication, ami two noblemen of the greatest rank, and a member of 
the House of Commons, who was implicated in more transactions than 
one in behalf of the Stuart family. 
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aad I thought blushed as ho embraced her. The Prince could 
not keep his eyes off her; he quite forgot his menial part, though 
he had been schooled to it, and a little light portmanteau prepared 
expressly that ho should carry it. He pressed forward before my 
Lord Viscount. Twas lucky the servants’ eyes were, busy in 
other directions, or they must have seen that this was no servant, 
or at least a very insolent and rude one. 

Again Colonel Esmond was obliged to cry out, 1 Baptiste,’ in a 
loud imperious voice, ‘ have a care to the valise; ’ at which hint 
the wilful young man ground his teeth together with something 
very like a curse between them, and then gave a brief look of 
anything but pleasure to his Mentor. Being reminded, however, 
he shouldered the little portmanteau, and carried it up the stair, 
Esmond preceding him, and a servant with lighted tapers. Ho 
flung down his burden sulkily m the bed-chamber:—‘ A&Prince 
that will wear a crown must wear a mask,’ says Mr. Esmond, in 
French. 


‘ Ah, peste ! I see how it is,’ says Monsieur Baptiste, continuing 
the talk in French. ‘The Croat Serious is seriously ’—‘alarmed 
for Monsieur Baptiste,’ broke in the Colonel. Esmond neither 
liked the tone with which the Prince spoke of the ladies, nor the 
eyes with which lie regarded them. 

The bed-chamber and the two rooms adjoining it, the closet 
and the apartment which was to be called my lord’s parlour, were 
already lighted and awaiting their occupier ; and the collation laid 
for my lord’s supper. Lord Castlewood and his mother and sister 
came up the stair a minute afterwards, and so soou as the 
doinosticks had quitted the apartment, Castlewood and Esmond 
uncovered, and the two ladies wont down on their knees before 
the Prince, who graciously gave a hand to each, lie looked his 
part of Prince much more naturally than that of servant, which he 
had just been trying, and raised them both with a great deal of 
nobility, as well as kindness in his air. ‘Madam, 5 says he, ‘my 
mother will thank your ladyship for your hospitality to her sou; 
for you, madam,’ turning to Beatrix, ‘ l cannot bear to see so 
much beauty in such a posture. You will betray Monsieur 
Baptiste if you kneel to him ; sure ’tis his place rather to kneel 
to you.’ 

A light shone out of her eyes ; a gleam bright enough to kindle 
passion in any breast. There were times when this creature was 


so handsome, that she seemed, as it were, like Venus revealing 
herself a goddess in a flash of brightness. She appeared so now; 
radiant, and with eyes bright with a wonderful lustre. A pang, 
as of rage and jealousy, shot through Esmond’s heart, as he 
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caught the look she gave the Prince; and he clenched his hand 
involuntarily and looked across to Castlcwood, whose eyes answered 
his alarm-signal, and were also on the alert. The Prince gave his 
subjects an audience of a few minutes, and then the two*ladies 
and Colonel Esmond quitted the chamber. Lady Castlcwood 
pressed his hand as they descended the stair, and the three went 
down to the lower rooms, where they waited a while till the 
travellers above should be refreshed and ready for their meal. 

Esmond looked at Beatrix, blazing with her jewels on her 
beautiful neck. ‘1 have fept my woid,’ says he. ‘And I mine,’ 
says Beatrix, looking down on the diamonds. 

‘Were 1 the Mogul Emperor,’ says the Colonel, ‘you should 
have all that were dug out of Goleonda.’ 

‘These are a great deal too good for me,’ says Beatrix, dropping 
her head on her beautiful breast,- ‘so are you all, all : ’ and when 
she looked up again, as she did in a moment, and after a sigh, 
her <*yes, as they gazed at hoi cousin, wort- that melancholy and 
inscrutable look which ’twas always impossible to sound. 

When the time came for the supper, of which we were advertised 
by a knocking overhead, Colonel Esmond and the two ladies went 
to the upper apartment, where the Prince already was, and by his 
side the young Viscount, of exactly the same age, shape, and with 
featurdk not dissimilar, though Frank’s were the handsomer of the 
two, The Prince sat down, and bade the ladies sit. The gentle¬ 
men remained standing : there was, indeed, but one more cover -0 * 
laid at the table .— ‘Which of you will take it?’ says he. 

‘The head of our house,’ says Lady Castlcwood, taking her 
son’s hand, and looking towards Colonel Esmond with a bow and 
a great, tremor of the voice ; ‘ the Marquis of Esmond will have 
the honour of serving the King.’ 

‘1 shall have the honour of waiting on his Royal Highness,’ 
says Colonel Esmond, Idling a cup of wine, and, as the fashion of 
that day was, he presented it to the King on his knee. 

‘I drink to my hostess and her family,’ says the Prince, with 
no very well pleased air; but the cloud passed immediately off his 
face, and he talked to the ladies in a lively, rattling strain, quite 
undisturbed by poor Mr. Esmond’s yellow countenance, that I 
dare say looked very glum. 

When the time came to take leave, Esmond marched homewards 
to his lodgings, and met Mr. Addison on the road that night, 
walking to a cottage he had at Fulham, the moon shining on his 
handsome, serene face‘ What cheer, brother,’ says Addison, 
laughing, ‘I thought it was a footpad advancing in the dark, and 
behold ’tis an old frieud. -We may shake hands, Colonel, in the 
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(lark, ; tis better than lighting by daylight. Why should we 
quarrel, because 1 am a Whig and thou art a Tory 1 Turn thy 
stops and walk with me to Fulham, where there is a nightingale 
still siftging in the garden, and a cool bottle in a cave I know of; 
you shall drink to the Pretender if you like, and I will drink my 
liquor my own way: I have had enough of good liquor 1 —no, 
never! There is no such word as enough, as a stopper fer good 
w wine. Thou wilt not come? Come any day, come soon. You 
know I remember Simois and the Siyeia leKua, and the prtelia 
mixta inc.ro, mixta mcru,’ he repeated, with ever so slight a touch 
of me nun in his voice, and walked back a little way on the road 
with Esmond, bidding the other remember he was always his 
friend, and indebted to him for his aid in the 1 Campaign ’ poem. 
And very likely Mr. Under Secretary would have stepped jjii and 
taken t’other bottle at the Colonel’s lodging, had the latter invited 
him, but Esmond's mood was none of the gayest, and he bade his 
friend an inhospitable good-night at the door. f 

‘1 have done the deed, 5 thought he, sleepless and looking out 
into the night; ‘lie is hole, and 1 have brought him; he and 
Beatrix are sleeping under the same roof now. Whom did I mean 
to serve in bringing him? Was it the Prince, was it Henry 
Esmond ? Hail 1 not best have joined the manly creed of Addison 


yonder, that scouts the old doctrine of right divine, that 1 boldly 
declares that Parliament and people consecrate the Sovereign, not 
r >.ibhops nor genealogies, nor oils, nor coronations.’ The eager guise 
of the young Prince watching every movement of Beatrix, haunted 


Esmond and pursued him. 


Prince’s figure appeared before him 


^ in his feverish dreams many times that night. ITe wished the deed 
undone, for which he had laboured so. He was not the first that 


has regretted his own act, or brought about his own undoing. 


Undoing? Should he write that word in his late years'? 


No, on 


his knees before Ileavcn, rather be thankful for what then he 
deemed his misfortune, and which hath caused the whole subsequent 


happiness of his life. 

Esmond’s man, honest John Lockwood, had served his master 
and the family all his life, and the Colonel knew that lie could 
answer for John’s fuLlity as for his own. John returned with the 
horses from Rochester betimes the next morning, and the Colonel 


gave him to understand that on going to Kensington, where he 
was free of the servants’ hall, and, indeed, courting Mrs. Beatrix's 


maid, he was to ask no questions, and betray no surprise, but to 
vouch stoutly that the young gentleman he should see in a- red 
coat there was my Lord Viscount Castlewood, and that his 
attendant in grey was Monsieur Baptiste the Frenchman. He 
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was to tell his friends in the kitchen such stories as he remembered 
of iny Lord Viscount’s youth at Castle wood : what a wild boy he 
was ; how he used to drill Jack anti cane him, before ever he was 
a soldier, everything, in line, he knew respecting my Lord V if count’s 
early days. Jack’s ideas of painting had not been much cultivated 
(luring his residence in Flanders with his master; and before my 
young riord’s return, lie had been easily got to believe that the 
picture brought over from Paris, and now hanging in Lady 
Oiistlewood’s drawing-room, was a perfect likeness uf her son the 
young lord. And the Tlomesticks having all seen the picture 
many times, and catching but a momentary imperfect, glimpse of 
the two strangers on the night of their arrival, never had a reason 
to doubt the fidelity of the portrait; and next day, when they 
saw the original of the piece habited exactly as he was repicsontod 
in the painting, with the same porriwig, ribands, and uniform of 
the Cluartl, quite naturally addressed the gentleman as my Lord 
Castle wood, my Lady Viscountess’s son. 

The secretary of the night previous, was now the Viscount; the 
Viscount wore the secretary’s grey frock . and John Lockwood was 
instructed to hint to the world below stairs that my lord being a 
Papist, and very devout, in that religion, his attendant might be no 
other than his chaplain from Bruxelles , hence, if he took his meals 
in my lord’s company there was litrle reason for surprise. Frank 
was Author cautioned to speak English with a foreign accent, which 
task he performed indifferently well, and this caution was the mom* 
necessary because the Prince himself scarce spoke our language 
like a native of the island ; and John Lockwood laughed with the 
folks below stairs at the manner in which my lord, after five years 
abroad, sometimes forgot his own tongue and spoke it like a 
Frenchman : ‘ 1 warrant,’ says he, ‘that with the English beef and 
beer, his loidship will soon get back the proper use of his mouth ;’ 
and to do his new lordship justice, he took to beer and beef 
very kindly. 

The ITinee drank so much, and was so loud ami imprudent in 
his talk after his drink, that Esmond often trembled for him. Ilia 
meals were served us much as possible in his own chamber, though 
frequently he made his appearance in Lady Castlewood’s parlour 
and drawing-room, calling Beatrix ‘sister,’ and her ladyship ‘mother,’ 
or ‘madam,’ before the servants. And choosing to act entirely 
up to the part of brother and son, the Prince sometimes saluted 
Mrs. Beatrix and Lady Castlewood with a freedom which his 
secretary did not like, and which, for his part, set. Colonel Esmond 
tearing with rage. 

The guests had not been three days in the house when poor 
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Jack Lockwood came with a rueful countenance to his master, 
and said : ‘ My lord, that is—the gentleman, has been tampering 
with Mrs. Lucy ’ (Jack’s sweetheart), ‘ and given her guineas and 
a kiss.* I fear that Colonel Esmond’s mind was rather relieved, 
than otherwise, when he found that the ancillary beauty was the 
one whom the Prince had selected. His royal tastes were known 
to lie that way, and continued so in after life. The heir of. one of 
the greatest names, of the greatest kingdoms, and of the greatest 
misfortunes in Europe, was often content to lay the dignity of his 
birth and grief at the wooden shoes of a' French chambermaid, and 
to repent afterwards (for he was very devout) in ashes taken from 
the dust-pan. ’Tis for mortals such as these that nations sutler, 
that parties struggle, that warriors fight and bleed. A year after¬ 
wards gallant heads were; falling, and Nithsdale in escape, and 
Perweutwater on the, scaffold, whilst the heedless ingrate, for 
whom they risked and lost all, was tippling with his seraglio of 
mistresses in his petit*' maimm of Chaillot. 

Blushing to be forced to bear such an errand, Esmond had to 
go to the Prince and warn him that the girl, whom his Highness 
was bribing, was John Lockwood’s sweetheart, an honest resolute 
man who had served in six campaigns, and feared nothing, and 
who knew that the person, calling himself Lord Castlewood, was 
not his young master: and the Colonel besought the Prince to 
consider, what the effect of a single man’s jealousy might be, 
1 and to think of other designs he had in hand, more important 
than the seduction of a waiting-maid, and the humiliation of a 
brave man. 

Ten times, perhaps, in the course of as many days, Mr. Esmond 
had to warn the royal young adventurer of some imprudence or 
some freedom. 1 Jo received these remonstrances very testily, save 
perhaps in this affair of poor Lockwood’s, when he deigned to burst 
out a-laughing, and said, ‘ What! the mvbir.tte has peached to 
the amovreux, and Crispin is angry, and Crispin lias served, and 
Crispin has been a corporal, has he? Tell him we will reward his 
valour witli a pair of colours, and recompense his fidelity.’ 

Colonel Esmond ventured to utter some other words of entreaty, 
blit the Prince, stamping imperiously, cried out, ‘ Assez, milord : je 
m’ennuye la preehe ; I am not come to London to go to the 
sermon.’ Aiul lie complained afterwards to Castlewood that ‘le 
petit jaune, le noir Colonel, le Marquis Misanthrope ’ (by which 
facetious names his Royal Highness was pleased to designate 
Colonel Esmond), ‘ fatigued him with his grand airs and virtuous 
homilies.’ 

The Bishop of Rochester, and other gentlemen engaged in the 
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transaction which had brought the Prince over, waited upon his 
Royal Highness, constantly asking for my Lord Oastlewood on their 
arrival at Kensington, and being openly conducted to his Royal 
Highness in that character, who received them either in in? lady’s 
drawing-room below, or above in his own apartment; and all im¬ 
plored him to quit the house as little as possible, and to wait there 
till the signal should be given for him to appear. The ladies 
entertained him at cards, over which amusement he spent many 
hours in each day and night. He passed many hours more in 
drinking, during which titne he would rattle and talk very agree¬ 
ably, and especially if the Colonel was absent., whose presence 
always seemed to frighten him ; and the poor ‘Colonel Noir’ took 
that hint as a command accordingly, and seldom intruded his black 
face upon the convivial hours of this august young prisoner. 
Except for those few persons of whom the porter hail the list, Lord 
Castlewood was denied to all friends of the house who waited on 
his ^ordship. The wound he had received had broke out again 
from his journey on horseback, so the world and the domesticks 

were informed. And Doctor A-,' his physician (I shall not 

mention his name, but he was physician to the Queen, of the 
IScots nation, and a man remarkable for his benevolence as well as 
his wit), gave orders that he should be kept perfectly quiet until 
the wauiid should heal. With this gentleman, who was one of 
the most active and influential of nur party, and the others before 
spoken of, the whole secret lay ; and it was kept with so mueD' 
faithfulness, and the story we told so simple and natural, that 
there was no likelihood of a discovery except, from the imprudence 
of the rrince himself, and an adventurous levity that we had the 
greatest difficulty to eontroul. As for Lady Castlewood, although 
she scarce spoke a word, ’tw r as easy to gather from her demeanour, 
and one or two hints she dropped, how dec]) her mortification was 
at finding the hero whom she had chosen to worship all her life 
(and whose restoration had formed almost the most sacred part of 
her prayers), no more than a man, and not a good one. Slip 
thought misfortune might have chastened him ; but that instruc¬ 
tress had rather rendered him callous than humble. His devotion, 
which was quite real, kept him from no sin he had a mind to. 
His talk showed good humour, gaiety, even wit enough ; but there 
was a levity in his acts and words that he had brought from 
among those libertine devotees with whom he had been bred, and 
that shocked the simplicity and purity of the English lady, whose 
guest he was. Esmond spoke his mind to Beatrix pretty freely about 

1 There can bo very little doubt, that the Doctor mentioned by my 
dear father, was tbe famous Pr. Arbuthnot.—-K. E. W, 
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the Prince, getting her brother too to put in a word of warning. 
Beatrix was entirely of Hieir opinion; she thought he was very 
light, very light and reckless: she could not even see the good 
looks Golonel Esmond had spoken of. The Prince had had teeth, 
and a decided squint. How could we say he did not squint? His 
eyes were fine, but there was certainly a cast in them. She rallied 
him at table with wonderful wit; she spoke of him invariably as 
of a mere boy ; she was more fond of Esmond than ever, praised 
him to her brother, praised him to the Prince, when his Royal 
Highness was pleased to sneer at the Ooloncl, and warmly espoused 
his cause : ‘ And if your Majesty does not give him the Garter 
his father had, when the Marquis of Esmond comes to your 
Majesty’s court, 1 will hang myself in my own garters, or will cry 
my eyes out.’ ‘Rather than lose those,’ says the Prince, ‘Ue shall 
he made Archbishop and Ooloriel of the Guard ’ (it was Trank 
Castlowood wlio told me of this conversation over their snpper). 

‘Yes,’ cries she, with one of her laughs, I fancy 7 hear it,now 
Thirty years afterwards 1 hear that delightful inusick; ‘yes, he 
shall be Archbishop of Esinoud and Marquis of Gaiiterbury.' 

‘ And what will your ladyship lie?’ says tile Prince ; ‘you have 
but to cl loose your place.’ 

‘ ],’ says Beatrix, ‘ will he mother of the maids to the Queen 
of Ids Majesty King dames the Third Vive lo Roy!’ and she 
made him a great curtsey, and drank a part of a glass of wine in 
“diis honour. 

‘The Prince seized hold of the glass and drank the last drop of 
it,’ Castle wood said, ‘ and my mother, looking very anxious, rose 
up and asked leave to retire. But that Trix is my mother’s 
daughter, Harry,’ Fiauk continued, ‘I don’t know what a horrid 
fear I should have of her. 1 wish--] wish this business wore over. 
Yon are older than \ am, and wiser, and better, and 1 owe you 
everything, and would die for you—before George I would ; but I 
wish the end of this were come.’ 

-V Neither of us very likely passed a tianquil night; horrible 
i doubts and torments racked Esmond’s soul; ’twas a scheme of 
personal ambition, a daring stroke for a selfish end,—he knew it. 
What cared lie, in his heart, who was King? Were not his very 
sympathies and secret convictions on the other side—on the side of 
People, Parliament, Freedom ? And here was he. engaged for a 
Prince that had scarce heard the word liberty ; that priests and 
women, tyrants by nature both, made a tool of. The Misanthrope 
was in no better humour after hearing that story, and his grim face, 
more black and yellow than ever. 
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CHAPTER X 


WE ENTERTAIN A VERY DISTINGUISHED CHEST AT KENSINGTON 


Stiouh) any duo be found to the dark intrigues at the latter end 
of Queen Anne’s time, or any historian be inclined to follow it, 
’twill be discovered, I have little doubt, that, not one of the great, 
personages about the Queen had a defined scheme of policy, 
independent of that private and selfish interest, which each was 
bent on pursuing; St. John was for St. John, and Harley for 
Oxford, and id ail borough for John Churchill, always, and 
according as they eould get, help from St,, (lei mains or Hanover, 
they sent over profleis of allegiance, to the Princes there, or 
beti.iu'd one to the other: one cause, or one sovereign, was as 
good^is another to them, so that they eould hold the, host plaee 
underlain, and like Lockit and JYachcm, llic Newgate chiefs in 
<he Iiixfios’ 0/nut Nli. (lay wrote afterwards, had each in his hand 
documents and proofs of treason which would hang the other, only 
he did not dare to use the weapon, for fear of that one which his 
neighbom also earned in hi-, pocket. Think of the .meat Mail- 
borougti, the greatest subject, in all the world, a coixpicioi of 
princes, that had inairhed victorious over (levmany, Flander,-, and 
France, that had given tin' law to xoveieimis abioad, and beeif' 
worshipped as a diximt.v a+ home, forced to ,-ueak out of Emil and, 
—his 1 ‘itMlit, honours, places, all taken fiom hint ; liis friends in 
the arm\ hioke ami mined, and flying before Hailey, as abject 
and powei less as a poor debtor bofoie a bailifl with a wiit. A 
papei, of which Jlarlcv got possession, and showing beyond doubt 
that, the Puke was engaged with the. Shunt family, was the 
weapon will) which the Trcasurei drove Marlborough out of the 
kingdom. He lied to Antwerp, and began intriguing instantly on 
the other side, and came hack to England, as all know', a Whig 
and a Hanoverian. 

Though the Treasurer turned out of the army and ofliee every 
man, military or civil, known to he the, Duke’s friend, and gave 
the, vacant posts among the Tory party; lie, too, was playing the 
double game between Hanover and St. Hermanns, awaiting the 
expected catastrophe of the Queen's death to be Master of the 
State, and offer it to either family that should bribe him best, or 
that the nation should declare for. Whichever the King was, 
Harley’s object wuis to reign over him ; and to this end he sup¬ 
planted the former famous, favourite, decried the actions of the 
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war which had nifide Marlborough’s name illustrious, and disdained 
no more than the great fallen competitor of his, the meanest arts, 
flatteries, intimidations, that would secure his power. If the 
greateit satirist the world ever hath seen, had writ against Harley, 
and not for him, what a history had he left behind of the last years 
of Queen Anne’s reign ! Hut Swift, that scorned all mankind, and 
lmuself not the least of all, had this merit of a faithful partisan, 
that lie loved those chiefs who treated him well, and stuck by 
lfarlcy bravely in his fall, as lie gallantly had supported him in his 
better fortune. * 

Incomparably more- brilliant, more splendid, eloquent, accom¬ 
plished, than his rival, the great St. John could be as selfish 
as Oxford was, and could ad. the double part as skilfully as 
ambidextrous Churchill. lie whose talk was always of liberty, uo 
more shrunk from using persecution and the pillory against his 
opponents, than if ho had been at Lisbon and (fraud Inquisitor. 
This lofty patriot, was on his knees at Hanover and St. Germains 
too; notoriously of no religion, he toasted Church and Queen as’ 
boldly as the stupid Sacliovere], whom lie used and laughed at; 
and to serve his turn, and to overthrow his enemy, he could 
intrigue, coax, bully, wheedle, fawn on the Court favourite and 
creep tip the hack stair as silently as Oxford wlm supplanted 
Marlborough, and whom he himself supplanted. The era*!; ot iny 
Lord Oxfo'd happened at this veiv time, whereat my history is 
tnow airivcd. He was conic to the very last days of his power, 
and the agent whom he employed to overthrow the conqueror of 
Blenheim, was now engaged to upset tin* conqueror's conqueror, 
and hand over the stall of government to Bolingbroke, who had 
been panting to hold it. 

In expectation of the stroke 1h.it was now' preparing, the Irish 
regiments in the French sen no were all brought round about 
Boulogne in Picardy, to pas,-, over if need were, with the Duke of 


Berwick ; the soldiers of France no longer, but subjects of .Tames 
the Third ol England and Ireland King. The fidelity of the great 
mass of the Scots (though a most active, resolute, a,ml gallant Whig 
party, admirably and energetically ordered and disciplined, was 
known to lie in Scotland too) was notoriously unshaken in their 
King. A very great body of Tory clergy, nobility, and gentry, 
were publiek partisans of the exiled Prince ; and the indiflerents 
might be counted on to cry King George or King James, according 
as either should prevail. The Queen, especially in her latter 
days, inclined towards her own family. The Prince was lying 
actually in London, within a stone’s-cast of his sister’s palace" 
the first Minister toppling to his Jail, and so tottering that 
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the weak cat push of a woman’s finger would send him down ; 
and as for Bolingbroke, his sueecasor, wc know on whoso side 
his power and his splendid eloquence would be on the day when 
the Queen should appear openly before her Council and *»ay:— 
‘This, my lords, is my brother, here is my father’s heir, and mine 
after me.’ 

During the whole of the previous year the Queen had had many 
and repeated fits of sickness, fever and lethargy, and her death had 
been constantly looked for by all her attendants. The Elector of 
Hanover had wished to shid his son, the Dukt of Caml nidge,— 
to pay his court to his cousin Ihe Queen, the Kle<toi said;—in 
truth, to he on the spot when death should close her career. 
Frightened perhaps to have such a mnnonto mun. under her loyal 
eyes, her Majesty had angrily forbidden the young Prince’s coming 
into England. Either she, desired to keep the dinners for her 
brother open yet : or the people about her did nut wish to close 
W'ith # the Whig candidate till they could make terms with him. 
The quarrels of her Ministers before her face at the Council board, 
the pricks of conscience very likely, the impoi t unities of her 
Ministers, and constant tuimoil and agitation round about, her, had 
weakened and ini fated the Princess extremely : her strength waits 
giving way under these continual trials of Inn temper, and fiom 
day to Hay it. was expected she must rome to a speedy end of them. 
Just before Viscount Castlewood and his companion came from 
Frama 1 , ho Majesty was taken ill. The St. Anthony’s lire biukg 
out on the. Boyal legs ; then? was no hurry for the presentation 
of the using lord at Court, or that person who should appear 
under his name; and my Lord Viscount’* wound breaking out 
opportunely, he was kept conveniently in his chamber until such 
time as his physician should allow him to bend his knee be loir the 
Queen. At the commencement ofJuh, that influential lady, with 
whom it has been mentioned that our partv hail relations, came 
frequently to visit her young friend, the Maid of Honour, at 
Kensington, and my Lord Viscount (the leal or supposititious), 
who was an invalid at Lady Castle wood's house. 

On the 117th day of July, the lady in question, who held the 
most intimate post about the Queen, came in her chair from the 
Palace hard by, bringing to the little party in Kensington Square 
intelligence of the very highest importance. The final blow had 
been struck, and my Lord of Oxford and Mortimer was no longer 
Treasurer. The staff was as yet given to no successor, though my 
Lord Bolingbroke would undoubtedly be the man. And now the 
time w r as come, the Queen's Abigail said : and now my Lord 
Castlewood ought to be presented to the Sovereign. 
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After that scene which Lord Castle wood witnessed and described 
to his cousin, who passed such a miserable night of mortification 
and jealousy as he thought over the transaction 3 no doubt the three 
person^who were set by nature as protectors over Beatrix came to 
the same conclusion, that she must be removed from the presence 
of a man whose desires towards her wort' expressed only too clearly; 
and who was no more scrupulous in seeking to gratify theyi than 
his father had been befoio him. 1 suppose Esmond’s mistress, her 
son. and the Colonel himself, had been all secretly debating this 
matter 111 their minds, for when Frank Iflroke out, in hi,-, blunt way, 
with :— ; I think Beatrix had best be anywhere, but here/ - Lady 
Castlcwood said • I thank you, Frank, 1 have thought so too;' 
and Mr. Esmond, though he only remarked that it was not for 
him to speak, showed plainly by the. delight on Ins countenance, 
how very agreeable that proposal was to him. 

‘One s es that you think with us Henry,’says the Viscountess 
with ever so little of sarcasm in her tone. ‘Beatiix is best uni. of 
this house whilst we hav* our guest in it, and as soon as this 
morning’s business is doin', she ought to quit London.’ 


‘ What morning’s bnsme 


advod Colonel Esmond, not knowing 


what, had been arranged, though in fart the stroke next in ini por¬ 
ta nee to that of bringing the Prill -e, and of having him acknow¬ 
ledged by the Queen, was now being pel formed at t he very moment 
we thiee were convolving together. 

The Court lady with whom our plan was converted, and who 
was a ehiet’ ageul in it, the Court physician, and the Bishop of 
lloehester. who weie tin 1 other two most, active participators in our 
plan, had held many tomieils in our house at, Kensington and 
elsewhere, as to the means best, to be adopted for presenting our 
young ad\enturer to his sister the Queen. The simple, and easy 
plan proposed by Colonel Esmond had been agreed to by all parties, 
which was tli.it on some rath. 1 piivate day when there were not 
many persons about the Court, the Brine 1 'should appear there as 
my Lord Castlcwood, should he greeted by his sister-in-waiting, 
and led by that Other Lady into the closet of the Queen. And 
according to her Majesty’s health or humour, and the cireunist.ane.es 
that might arise dm mg the interview: it was to be left to the 
discretion of those present at it, and to the Prince himself, whether 
lie should declare that it was ihe Queen’s own brother, or the. 
brother of Beatrix Esmond, who kissed her Loyal hand. And 
this plan being determined on, we were all wanting in very much 
anxiety for the day and signal of execution. 

Two mornings after that supper, it being the 27th day of July, 
the Bishop of Bodies ter breakfasting with Ladv Castlcwood and 
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her family, ami the meal scarce over, Doctor A.’a coach drove, up to 
our house at Kensington, ami the. Doctor appeared amongst the 
party there, enlivening a rather gloomy company, for the mother 
and daughter had had words in the morning in inspect to the. 
transactions of that supper and other adventures perhaps, and on 
the day succeeding. Ueatrix's haughty spirit brooked remonstiances 
from no superior, much less from her mother, the gentlest of 
creatufos, whom the girl commanded lather than obeyed. And 
feeling she was wrong, and that by a thousand coquetries (which 
she could no more help exercising on ('very man that came near 
her, than the sun can help shining on gieat and small) she had 
provoked the Prince's dangerous admiration, and ’dimed him to 
the expression of it ; she was 011 I 3 the more wilful and imperious, 
the more she felt her error. 

To this pam, the Pi nice being served with chocolate in his bed¬ 
chamber where he lay late sleeping away the fumes oj’his wine, the 
Doctor came, and by the urgent, and stai iling natme of his new* 
dissipated instantly that pm ate and minor unpleasantly under 
which the faunly of ('as tie wood was hibouimg. 

ITe asked lor the (Juot ; the Duest was above in his own npait- 
ment : he hade JAi«se wr /!>rj,(isfc go up to his master instantly, 
and requested that. M t/ L<u‘ti Vinromif ('unfit ivt>wl would straight¬ 
way pjit his uniform on, and come away in the Dome's cn.uli now 
at The door. 

He then infonued Madam Peatiix what her pait of the comedy 
waste be- ‘In ball' an horn,’ sa\s lie, ‘ hei Majesty and htT 
favourite l.idy will take tin 1 air in the (Ydar-waik behind the New 
Panquel ing house. ll(*r Majesty will be drawn in a uni den-chair, 
Madam lleatrix Esmond and /ov l<r<>t/nr uttf L<>><1 Vi^ount 
('unfhirix.,/ will be walking in the piivatc gaidui (here is Lady 
Mashanfs k< y), and will come unawares upon the Ihwal party. 
The. man that draws tin chair will retire, and leave the D'leen, the 
favourite, and the Maid of Honour, and her brother together , 
Mrs. lleatrix w r ill piesent her hrother, and then and then, 
my Lord llisliop will jiray for the insult of the intcrvu'w, and his 
Scots clerk will say Amen ! Duick, put on your hood, Madam 
lleatrix; why doth not his Majesty come down.' Stub another 
chance may not piesont itself for months again.’ 

The Prince was kite a,ml lnzv, and indeed liad all but lost that 
chance through his indolence. The (jueen was actually about to 
leave the garden just when the party reached it: the Doctor, the 
Pushup, the Maid of Honour and her brother w r ent off together in 
the physician's coach, and had been gone half an hour when Colonel 
Esmond came to Kensington Square. 
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The news of this errand, on which Beatrix was gone, of course 
for a moment put all thoughts of private jealousy out of Colonel 
Esmond’s head. In half an hour more the coach returned; the 
Lhshoprflesecnded from it first, and gave his arm to Beatrix, who 
now came out. His lordship went hack into the carriage again, 
and the Maid of Humour entered the house alone. We were all 
gazing at her fiom the upper window, trying to read frojn her 
countenance the result, of the interview fiom which she had just 
comp 

She came into the drawing-room in *i great tremor and very 
pale ; she asked for a glass of water as her mother went to meet 
her, and after drinking that and putting off her hood, she began to 
speak: -‘We may all hope lor the best, 1 nays she; ‘it has cost 
the Queen a fit. Her Majeriy was in her chair, in the (Vdor- 
walk, accompanied only by Lady- —, when we entcml by the 
private wivkel from the west side of the garden, and turned towards 
her, the lhietoi following us. They vailed in a side-walk hidden 
by the shrubs, as we advanced Inwards the eliai.. My heart 
throbbed so 1 scarce could speak ; but my I’mur whispered, 
“(Courage, Beatrix , 11 and marched on with a steady step. His 
face was a little (lushed, but he was not afraid of the daugei. He 
who fou u hi so bravely at Malplaquet fears not him:.’ Esmond and 
Uastlewood looked at each othei, at this compliment, neither*!iking 
the sound of it. 

. ‘The Prince uncovered,’ Beatrix eoiilinued, ‘and 1 saw tin 1 
Queen tuvning round to Lady Masliam as if asking who these two 
were. Her Majesty looked very pale and ill, and then flushed up ; 
the favourite made us a signal to advance, and 1 went up leading 
my Prince by the hand, quite cIo.m: to the chair: “ Your Majesty 
will give my Lmd Viscount your hand to kiss.'” savs her lady, and 
the Queen put out her hand, which the Prince kissed, kneeling on 
his knee, he who should kne< I to no mortal man or woman. 

‘“You have been long from England, my lord,” says the 
Queen : “ why were you not. here to give a home to your mother 
and sister 1 ” 

‘ “ i am come. Madam, to stay now, if the Queen desires me,” 
says the. Prince, with another low bow. 

‘ “ Von have taken a foreign w ife, my lord, and a foreign 
religion ; was not that of England good enough fin you?” 

‘ “In returning to m\ father’s church,” sa\s the Prince, “I do 
not Jove my mother the les^, nor am 1 the less faithful servant of 
your Majesty.” 

‘ Here,’ says Beatrix, ‘ the favourite gave me a little signal with 
her hand Jto fall back, which I did, though I died to hear w r hat 
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should pass ; and whispered something to the Queen, which made 
her Majesty start and utter one or two words in a hurried manner, 
looking towards the Prince, and catching hold with her hand of the 
arm of her chair. He advanced still nearer towards it; he tygan to 
speak very rapidly ; I caught the words: “ Father, blessing, forgive¬ 
ness,”—and then presently the Prince fell on his knees ; took from 
his brejast a paper he had there, handed it. to the Queen, who, as soon 
as she saw it, Hung up both her anus with a scream, and took away 
that hand nearest the Prince, and which he endeavoured to kiss. He 
went on speaking with great animation of gesture, now clasping Ins 
hands together on his heart, now opening them as though to say : 
“ I am here, your brother, in jour powei,” Lady Masham ran 
round on the other side of the ehaii, kneeling too, and speaking 
with great energy. She clasped the Queen’s hand on her side, and 
picked up the paper her Majesty had let fall. The Piijicc rose and 
made a thither speech as though lie would go ; the favourite on 
the other hand uigmg her mistress, and then imining back to the 
Prince hi ought him back once more close lo the chair. Again he 
knelt down and took Hie Queen’s hand, which she did not with¬ 
draw, kissing it a hundred times ; my lady all the time, with robs 
and supplications, speaking over the chair. This A\liile the Queen 
sat with a, stupefied look, mimpling the paper with one hand, as 
my IViuce embraced the other: then of a sudden she uttered 
several piercing shiicks. and burst into a great tit ofhyslcrick tears 
and laughter “Enough, enough, sir, for this time,” 1 hcaid Lady 
Mu sham say : and the chaiinian, wlm had withdrawn lound the 
Banquet ing-ioom, came back, alarmed by the dies : “ Quick,” says 
Lady Ma-hani, '■ get some help,” and I ian towards the Doctor, 
who. with the Bishop of Rochester, came up instantly. Lady 
Masham wlm-peied the Prince 1 lie might hope for the veij best; 
and lo be ready to-morrow ; ami he hath gone away to the Pushup 
of lloeheslei's house, lo meet several of his friends there. And 
so the great stioke is struck,’ says Beatrix, going down on her 
knees, and clasping her hands, ‘Uud save the King: (led save 
the King.’ 

Beatrix's tale told, and the joung lady heiself calmed some¬ 
what of her agnation, we asked with regaid to the Piiuce, who 
was absent, with Bishop Atterbury, and woo informed that ’twas 
likely lit 1 might remain abroad the whole day. Beatrix's tlnee 
kinsfolk looked at one another at this intelligence ; ’twas clear the 
same thought was passing through the minds of all. 

But who should begin to break the news 7 Monsieur Baptiste, 
that is Frank Oastlewood, turned very led, and looked towards 
Esmond ; the Colonel bit his lips, and fairly beat a retreat into 
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tho window : it was Lady Castlewood that opened upon Beatrix 
with the news which we knew would do anything but please her. 

‘ We are glad,’ says she, taking her daughter’s hand, aud speaking 
in a gentle voice, ‘ that the guest is away.’ 

Beatrix dre.w r back in an instant, looking round her at us three, 
and as if divining a danger. ‘Why glad?’ says she, her breast 
beginning to heave* ; ‘ are, you so soon tired of him ? ’ ^ 

1 We think one of us is devilishly too fond of him,’ cries out 
Frank Castlewood. 

‘ And which is it you, inv lord, or i^it mamma, who is jealous 
because lie drinks my health ? or is it the head of the lnniily ’ (here 
she turned with an imperious look towards Colonel Esmond) ‘who 
has taken of late to preach the King sermons 1 ’ 

‘ We do not say you arc too free with his .Majesty.’ 

‘I thank you, madam,’says Beatrix, with a toss of the heal! 
and a curts iy. 

But her mother continued, with very great calmness and dignity 

At least we ha\o not, said so, though we might, w°rr it possible 
for a mother to say such words to her own daughtei, jour father's 
da ugh ter.’ 

‘ A7/ ! un») j>t rr,' breaks out Beatrix, * was no better than other 
persons’ fathers.’ and again she looked towards the Colonel. 

We all felt, a shock as she uttered thosi two or three hj'-ench 
words ; her manner was exactly imitated irom that of oiu foreign 
guest. 

* ‘ You had not Karned to speak Ftcneli a month ago, Beatrix,’ 
says her mother, sadlj, 1 nor to speak ill of jour Jathei.’ 

Beatrix, no doubt, saw that slip she had made in her llurty, for 
she blushed ciimson . ‘ 1 have learnt to hoiiom the King,’says she, 
drawing up, ‘and ’t were as well that others suspected neither Ins 
Majesty nov me.’ 

‘ If you respected your niotb-r a little more,’ Frank said, ‘ ’Trix, 
you would do yourself no hint.’ 

‘1 am no child,’ says she, turning round on him : ‘we have 
lived very well these live years without the benefit, of your advice 
or example, and 1 intend to take neither now. Why does not. the 
head of the house speak ’ she went, on ; * lie rules everything here; 
when his chaplain has done singing the psalms, will his lordship 
de-liver the sermon ? I am tired of the psalms.’ The Prince had 
used almost the very same words in legard to Colonel Esmond, 
that, the imprudent girl repeated in her wrath. 

‘You show yourself a very apt scholar, madam,’ says the 
Colonel , and turning to Ids mistress : ‘.Did your guest use these 
words in your ladyship’s hearing, or was it to Beatrix in private 
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that ho was pleased to imjnnt his opinion regarding my tiresome 
sermon 1 ’ 

‘ Have you seen him alone?’ cries my lord, starting up with an 
oath : ‘ by God, have you seen him alone ? ’ tJ , 

‘ Were he here, you wouldn't dare so to insult me ; no, you 
would not dare ! ’ erics Frank’s sister. ‘ Keep your ottihs, my lord, 
for your wile ■ we are not used here to sueli language. Till you 
came, there used to be kindness between me and mamma, and I 
railed for her when you never did, when you wore away fot years 
with vour horses, and your mistress, and your popish wife.’ 

‘ l>y. says my lord, rapping out another oath, ‘ Clotilda is 

an angel : how dare you suv a word against Clotilda?’ 

Colonel Esmond could not icfrain finm a smile, to see how easy 
Frank's attack was diawn oil'bv that feint ‘I fancy Clotilda is 
not the subject in hand,’ says Mr. Esmond, rather scornfully ; "her 
ladyship is at Pm is, a hundred leagues off, piepaiing babydimui. 
It. is about my Lord (ki.silc.wood’s sister, and not Ins wife, the 
question is.’ 

‘ He is not my Lord C; is tie. wood,’ says Ueatiix, ‘and la* knows 
he is not ; lie is Colonel Francis Esmond's son, and no moio, and 
lie w r ears a false, title ; ami lie lives on another man’s land, and lie 
knows it.’ IL'n' was another desperate sally of the poor beleaguered 
garrison, and an aferfr in another qu.ntei. ‘Again, ] beg your 
pardon,’ says Esmond ; ‘if there, are no proofs of mv claim. 1 have 
no claim. Jl’ my father acknowledged no heir, \mirs was his lawful 
successor, and my Lord Castlewoml hath as good a light to his 
rank and small estate as any man in England. Ihit that again is 
not the question, as you know very well : let us bring our talk 
back to it. as von will have me meddle in it. And l will give you 
frankly my opinion, that a, house when* a Prince lies all day, who 
respects no woman, is no house for a yomm umnaivied lady ; that 
you were hitter in the country than here, that lie is line on a 
great end, from which no folly should divert him ; and that having, 
nobly done youi part of this morning, P.oalnx, you should retire off 
the scene awhile, and leave it to the, other actors of the play.’ 

As the Colonel spoke with a pci feet calmness and politeness, 
such as ’tis to be Imped lie lialli always shown to women, 1 his 

1 Mv dour lalliei suilh qmle Inih tli.it Ins m.innei lowaids our sox 
was nmloimly lomtcmis. From mv infancy upwaids. In- tioatod mo 
willi an exlioiiie gentleness, as though I was a 111 tic lady. 1 can seareo 
lviuniilicr (though 1 1 1 led him olioii) over liounug a rough word from 
him, noi was ho loss gia\o and kind in Ins niannov to the humhlosl 
liogrcsscs on his osialo llo was familiar with no one o\oopt mv mol,hoi, 
and it w as delight lid to witness lip 1o the very last davs the cuiifidoneo 
between them, lie was obeyed eagerly hy all under him ; and my 
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mistress stood by him on one side of the table, and Frank Oastle- 
wuod on the other hemming in poor Beatrix, that was behind it, 
and, as it were, surrounding her with our approaches. 

Having twice sallied out, and been beaten buck, she *now, as 
I expected, tried the vliima ratio of women, and had recourse 
to tears. Her beautiful eyes filled with them ; I never could bear 
in her, nor in any woman, that expression of pain —‘ 1 am {done,’ 
sobbed she; ‘you are tlnee against me, my brother, my mother, 
and you. What have J done, that you should speak and look so 
uukiudly at me ? Is it my fault that The Prince should, as you 
say, admire me? Did I bung him here'? Did J do aught but 
what you bade me, in making him welcome ? Did you not tell 
me that our duty was to die for him Did you not teach me, 
mother, night and morning, 1o pray for the King, before even out* 
selves ? What would you have, of me, cousin, for you are the chief 
of the conspiracy against me; I know jon are, sir, and that my 
mo'ther ami brother are acting but us you bid them ; whither 
would you have me go '> ’ 

‘I would but remove from the Prince,' says Esmond, gravely, 

‘ a dangerous temptation; Heaven forbid I should say you would 
yi *ld : 1 would only have him free of it. Yum honour needs no 
guardian, please Hod, but his imjnudenee doth. lie is so far 
removed from nil women by his rank, that his pursuit of r them 
cannot but be unlawful. We would remove tin: dearest and fairest 
o{ our family from the chance of that insult, and that is why we 
would have you go, dear Beatrix.' 

‘Harry speaks like a book,' says Frank, with one of his oaths, 

‘and, by -, every wmd he suilh is true. You can't help being 

handsome, Tnx, no more can the Prince help following you. My 
counsel is that you go out of harm’s way ; for, by the Lord, were 
the Piinee fo play any tricks with you, King as he is, or is to be, 
Harry Esmond and \ would have just,me of linn.’ 

’ ‘Are not two such champions enough to guard me?’ says 
Beatrix, something soirowfully ; ‘sure, \iith you two watching, no 
evil could happen to me.' 

‘In faith, I think not, Beatrix,' says Colonel Esmond ; ‘nor if 
the Prince knew us would he try.’ 

‘But does he know you?’ interposed Lady Esmond, very quiet; 
‘ he conies of a country where the pursuit of kings is thought no 

mother and all lmi house 1 . mid lived in a constant emulation to please 
him. and quite a terror lest in any vay they should offend him. lie 
was the humblest-limn, with all this ; the least exacting, the most easily 
contented ; an 1 Mr. Benson, our minister at Castle wood, who attended 
him al the.last., ever said—‘ I know not what. Colonel Esmond's doe,trine 
was, lmt his life and death were those of a devout Christian.’ — Jt. E. W. 
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dishonour to a woman ; let us go, dearest Beatrix. Shall we go 
to Walcotc or to Castle wood ! We are best away from the city ; 
and when tin* Prince is acknowledged, and our champions have 
restored Inin, and he hath his own house at Saint Jaijnes’s or 
Windsor, we can come hack to ours here. ]>o you not think bo, 
Harry and Frank '> ? 

Frank and Harry thought with her, yon may he sure. 

‘We will go, then,’ na>s Beatrix, turning a little pale ; ‘Lady 
Maslnim is to give me warning to-night lmw her Majesty is, atid 
to-morrow-' 

‘I think \ve laid best go to day, my dear/ says mv Lady Castle- 
wood ; ‘ we might have the coach, and sleep at Hounslow, and 
rea<*h home to-iimnow. ’Tis twelve o’elock ; bid the coach, cousin, 
he ready at one.’ 

‘ For shame,’ burst out Beatrix, in a passion of tears and morti¬ 
fication , ‘you disgrace me by your cruel precaulions ; my own 
mother is the first to suspect me. and would take me awaj as my 
gaoler. T will not. go with you, mother, I will go as no one’s 
prisoner. If I wanted to dcecw, do joii think I could find no 
imams of evading you ' } My family suspects me. As those 
mistrust me that ought, to love me most, let me leave them ; 1 
will go, hut. I will go alone : to Castlewood, he it. I have boon 
unhappy there and lonely enough, lei me go back, lmt spare me at 
least the hwmilialinn of .setting a watch over m\ misery, which is 
a trial I cant heai. Let me go when you will, but alone, 01 not 
at all. You three can stay and triumph over my unhappiness, and 
1 will hear it as I have borne it before. Let my gaoler-in-chief uo 
order the coach that is to take me away, i thank you, Henry 
Esmond, for your shale in the conspiracy. All my life long. I’ll 
thank vim. and remember mu ; and mm. brother, and von. mother. 
how r shall I .■.how in\ giatnude to you for join careful defence of 
my honour ? ’ 

She swept out of the loom with the air of an empress, Hinging 
glances of defiance at us all, and leaving us eompierois of tin* field, 
but scared, and almost ashamed of our victoiv. Jt did indeed 
stem luird and cruel that we three should have conspired the 
banishment and humiliation of that fair creature. We looked at 
each other in silence ; ’twas not the first stroke by many of our 
actions in that unlucky time, which being done, w r e washed undone. 
We agreed it was best slu* should go alone, speaking stealthih" to 
one another, and under our breaths, like persons engaged in an act 
they felt ashamed in doing. 

Tn a half-hour, it might be, after our talk she came back, her 
countenance wearing the same defiant air which it had borne when 
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she, left, us. She held ;i shagreen-case in her hand , Esmond knew 
it n.s containing his diamonds which he had given to her for her 
marriage with Duke Hamilton, and which she had worn so splen¬ 
didly <^i the inauspicious night of the Prince’s arrival. ‘ 1 have 
brought hack/ says she, ‘ to the Marquis of Esmond the present he 
deigned to make me. in days when he trusted me better than now. 

I will never accept a bcnelit or a kindness from Henry Esmond 
more, and T give back these family diamonds, which belonged to 
one king’s mistress, to the gentleman that suspected I would be 
another. Have you been upon your message of coach-caller, my 
Lord Marquis ? Will jou send your valet, to see that T do not run* 
away 1 ?' We were right: vet, by her manner, she had put us all in 
the wrong; we were conquerors, yet the honours of the day seemed 
to be with the poor oppressed girl. 

That luckless box containing the stones had first been orna¬ 
mented with a baron’s coronet, when Lcatrix was engaged to the 
young gentleman from whom she parted, and aftciwards the gilt 
crown of a duchess figured on the cover, which also poor lhflitrix 
w T as destined never to wear. Lady Castlewood opened the ease 
mechanically and scarce thinking what she did ; and behold, besides 
the diamonds, Esmond’s present, there lay in the bo\ the enamelled 
miniature of the. late Duke, which Eeatriv had laid aside with her 
mourning when the King came into the house : and wliirh Up* poor 
heedless thing very likely had forgotten. 

‘ Do you leave this too, Leutiix V says her mother, taking the 
lfliniature out, and with a cruelty she did not very often show, but 
there are sonic moments when tilt* tend crest women are cruel, and 
some tiiuuiplis which angels can't forgo. 1 

Having delivered this stab, Lady Esmond w'ns frightened at the 
effect of her blow. It went, ro poor Moatrix's heart; she Hushed 
up anil passed a handkerchief across her eyes, and kissed the 
miniature, and put it into her bosom : 1 1 had forgot it,’ says she, 

‘my injury made me forget my grief, my mother has recalled both 
to me. Farewell, mother, l think I nevei cau forgive you, some¬ 
thing hath broke between us that no tears nor years can repair; 1 
always said T was alum* you never loved me. never, and were 
jealous of me from tiie til..a I sat on my father’s knee. Let me go 
away, the sooner Ihe better, l can bear to be. with you no more.’ 

c (}o, child/ says her mother still very stern, ‘go and bend your 
proud knees and ask forgiveness, go pray in solitude for humility 


1 Tliis remaik shows Imw unjustly and contemptuously even the best 
of men will sometimes judge of our se.v Lady Esmond had no intention 
of triumphing over lier daughter ; but, from a sense of duty alone 
pointed mil her deplorable wrong.--E. E. 
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Mini repentance. ’Tis not your reproaches Unit make me unhappy, 
5 tis your hard heart, m> poor lJeatrix : may Hod soften it and 
teach you one day to feel Idr your inothei.' 

Jf my mistress was cruel, at least she never could bitogot to 
own as much. Her haughtiness quite mertopped lieatrix’s ; and 
if the girl had a proud spirit, [ very much fear it came to her by 
inheritance. 


CHAPTER XT 


OUR CI KST QUITS US AS XoT BRIM. 


JlOSl’ITAT.LR ENOl’Gl 


IWi\tui\’k depaiture took place within au hour, her maid going 
with her in the post-chain*, and a man aimed on the coach box to 
prevent any danger of the road. Iv-mond and Kiank thought of 
oseofting the eai riage, but she indignantly lefmed their company, 
and another man was sent lo follow the roach, and not to leave it 
till it had passed over Hounslow Heath on the next day. And 
these two forming the whole ot Lady Cast, lewood s male doniestieks, 
iMr. Esmond’s faithful John Lockwood came to wait on his mistress 
(luting their absence, though he would have piefcired to escort 
Mrs. Luca, his sweethemt, on tier journey mto the eountry. 

\Ye had a gloomv and silent meal ; it seemed as if a daikness was 
over the Imiue, sima* the blight face of Jieat.rix had been witluliawhi 
from it. In the afternoon came a message from Hie favourite to 
relieve us somewhat fnun this despondency. ‘ The Queen hatli 
been much shaken,' the note said; ‘she is bet ten imw, and all 
things will go well. Let tin/ (.<> r<l Cunt It ivunt! be read} against 
we send fur him.' 

At nielil, there came a second billet : ‘ There hath been a great 
battle in (Viinri), Lord Treasurer hatli broke his stall’, ami hath 

fallen never to rise again : no successor is appointed Loid E- 

receives a great AVIug company lo-mght at Holden Square. Tf lie 
is trimming, others ate true ; tin* Queen hath no more fits, but is 
n-bed now, and nmie quiet, lie ready against morning, when f 
still hope all will be well.’ 

The 1 *rinee came home shortly after the messenger who bore this 
billet had left the house. His Royal Highness wa» so much the 
better for the Uishop's liquor, that to talk affairs to him now was 
of little sea vice. Hi* w r as helped to tin* Royal bed; lie called 
Castlcwood familiarly by his own name : he quite forgot the part 
upon the acting of which his crown, his safety depended. ’Twas 
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lucky that my Lady Castlewood’s servants were out of the way, 
and only those heard him who would not betray him. lie inquired 
after tin* adorable Beatrix, with a royal liieenj) in his voice; 
he was «isily pat to bed, and in a minute or two plunged in that 
deep slumber and forgetfulness with which Bacchus rewards the 
votaries of that god. AYe wished Beatrix had been there to see 
him in his cups. AYc regretted, perhaps, that she was gone.. 

One of the party at Kensington Square was fool enough to ride 
to Hounslow that night, ntrnm Intronihm, and to the inn which 
the family used ordinarily in their jBurneys out of London. 
Esmond desired my landloid not to acquaint Madam Beatrix with 
his coming, and had the grim satisfaction of passing hy the door of 
the chamber where she lay with her maid, and of watching her 
chariot set forth in the early morning. He saw her smile and slip^ 
money into ihc man’s hand who was ordered to ude behind the 
coach as t.u as Bags hot. The road being open, and the other 
servant armed, it appeared she dispensed with the escort of i 
second domes!iek; and thi> fellow, bidding his voting mispress 
adieu with many bows, went and took a pol of ale in the kitchen, 
and returinsl in company with his brother servant, dolni Coach - 
111 a i, and his horses hack to London. 

Tliev were not a mile out of Hounslow when the two woitliies 

t* 

stoppl'd for more ilrink, and here they were seared hy feeing 
t 'olonel Esmond gallop hy (hem. The man said in reply to 
Colonel Esmond’s stern question, that his young mistress had sent 
her duty, only that, no other message : she had had a, very good 
night, and would ieu<*h Hastlewoud by nightfall. The ('olonel 
had no time for full her colloquy, and galloped on swiftly to 
London, having business of great importance there, as my reader 
very well knmvcth. The thought of Beatrix riding away in»m the 
danger soothed his mind not a little. His horse was at Kensing¬ 
ton Square (honest Dapple knew the way thither well enough) 
before the tipsy guest of last night was awake and sober. 

The account of the previous evening was known all over the 
town early next day. A violent, altercation had taken place before 
the Queen in the Council Chamber; and all the coffee-houses had 
their version of the quarrel. The news brought mv Lord Bishop 
eaily to Kensington Square, where he awaited the waking of his 
l loyal master above stairs, and spoke confidently of having him 
proclaimed as lVinre of Wales and heir to the throne before that 
day was over. The Bishop had entertained on the previous after¬ 
noon certain of the most, influential gentlemen of the true British 
party. His 1 loyal Highness had charmed all, both Scots and 
English, Papists and Churchmen : ‘ Even Quakers,’ says he, ‘were 
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at our mcetiug, and if tlio stranger took a little too much British 
punch and ale, lie will soon grow more accustomed to those 
liquors ; and my Lord Castlewood,’ says the Bishop with a laugh, 
‘must bear the cruel charge of having been for once in Fhs life a 
little tipsy, lie toasted your lovely sister a dozen times, at which 
we all laughed,’ says the Bishop, ‘ admiring *so much fraternal 
affection. -Where is that charming nymph, and why doth she not 
adorn your ladyship's tea-table with her bright eyes / ’ 

Her ladyship said, duly, that Beatrix was not at home that 
morning; my Lord Bdiop was too busy with great alfairs to 
tumble himself much about the presence or absence of any lady 
however beautiful. 

We were yet at. table when Dr. A came from the Palace 
with a look of gicat alarm ; the shocks the Dueen had had the 
day be foie bad acted on her sr\orel> ; he had been sent foi, and 
bad oidered her to be blooded- The surgeon of Long Acre had 
cm 140 to cup tin 1 h>ueen, and her .Majesty was now more easy and 
breathed more freely. What made us start at the name of Mr. 
Ayme ' ‘II I ant otre aimable pom erre ailin' 1 ,’ says the merry 
Doctor; Esmond pulled his sleeve, and bade him hush. It was 
to Ayme.V house, after hi.s fatal duel, that my dear Lord Castle- 
wood. Frank’s lather, had been earned to die. 

NV second vi.-il could be paid to (he tpieen on that day at any 
rate; and when um guest above gnu Li:- s-igual that he was awake, 
the Doctor, the BLIiop, and Colonel Esmond, waited upon ^lie 
Brinee’s levee, and brought him theii news, cheerful or dubious 
r l’he Doctor had to go away piesenily, but piomised to keep the 
Prince constantly acquainted with what was taking place at the 
Palace hard by. Dis counsel was, and the Bishops, that as soon 
as ever the Queen’s malady took a fa von i able turn, the Bunco 
should bi introduced to liei bedside , the Council summoned , the 
guard at Kensington and St. .laimCs, of which two regiments were 
to be entirely telied on, and one known not to be hostile, would 
declare for the Prince, as the Chiecn would before the lairds of her 
Council, designating him as the hen to her throne. 

With locked doors, and Colonel Esmond acting as secretary, the 
Prince and ID Lordship of Rochester parsed many hours of this 
day composing Proclamations and Addresses to the Countqv, to the 
Scots, to the Clergy, to the People of London and England ; an¬ 
nouncing the arrival of the exiled descendant of three sovereigns, 
and his acknowledgment by bis sister, as heir to the throne. 
Every safeguard for their liberties, the Church and People could 
ask, was promised to them. The Bishop could answer for the adhesion 
of very many prelates, wfco besought of their Hocks and brother 
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ecclesiastic Its to recognise the sacred right of the. future sovereign, 
and to purge the country of the sin of rebellion. 

During the composition of these papers, more messengers than 
one caniffiVom the Palace, regarding the state of the August Patient 
there lying. At midday she was somewhat better; at evening 
the torpor again seized her, and she wandered in her mind. At 
night Dr. A - - was with us again, with a report rather*more 
favourable : no instant danger at any rate was apprehended. In 
the course of the last two years her Majesty had had many attacks 
similar, but more severe. • 

By this time we had finished a. half dozen of Proclamations 
(the wording of them so as to offend no parties, and not to give 
umbrage to Whigs or Disscnlors, required very great caution), and 
the. young Prince, who had indeed shown, during a long duv ; | 
labour, both alacrity at seizing the information given him, and 
ingenuity ami skill in turning the phrases which were to go out 
signed by his name, here exhibited a good-humour and thoughtful¬ 
ness that ought to be set down to his credit. 

‘Wore these papeis to be mislaid,’ says he, ‘or our seheme to 
come to mishap, my Lord Esmond’s writing would bring him to a 
plan where 1 heartily hope never to see him; and so, by your 
leave, J will copy the papers myself, though I am md, very stiong 
ill spelling: and if they are found they will implicate none but the 
person they most eoneern :' and so, having carefully copied the 
Proclamations out, the Prince burned those in Colonel Esmond’s 
handwriting: ‘And now, and now, gentlemen/ says lie, ‘let us go 
to supper, and drink a id ass with the Indies. My Lord Esmond, 
you will sup with us to night; you have given us of late too little 
of your <ompaiiy.’ 

The 1 Vi nee’s meals were commonly served in the chamber which 
had been B\diix’s bed-room, adjoining that in which lie slept. 
And the dutiful practice of his entertainers was to wait until their 
Itoyal Guest hade them lake their places at table before they sat 
down to partake of the meal. On this night, as you may suppose, 
only Frank Onstlewood and his mother were in waiting when the 
supper was announced to receive the Piince ; who had passed the 
whole of the day in his own apartment, with the Uishop as his 
Minister of State, and Colom l Esmond officiating as Secretary of 
his Council. 

The Prince’s countenance- wove an expression by no means 
pleasant, when looking towards the little company assembled, and 
waiting for him, he did not see Beatrix’s bright faee there as usual 
to gieet him. lie asked Lady Esmond for his fair introducer of 
yesterday ; her ladyship only cast her e^cs down, and said quietly, 
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Beatrix could not Ijc of the supper that night; nor did she show 
the least aign of confusion, whereas Castlewood turned ml, and 
Esmond was no less embarrassed. 1 think women have an instinct 
of dissimulation ; they know by nature how to disguise their 
emotions far better than the most consummate male courtiers can 
do. Is not the belter part of the life of nuu*v of them spent in 
hiding their feedings, in cajoling their tyiants, in masking over 
with fond smiles and artful gaiety their doubt, or their grief', or 
their 1 error? 

Our guest swalhnvefl his supper \eiy sidky ; it was not till 
the second bottle his highness began to rally; when Lady Castle- 
wood asked leave to depai t, lie sent. a. mei-.sige to Beat nx, hoping 
tdie would be present at the next day's dinner, and applied him¬ 
self to diink, and to talk afterwards, Ihi which there was subject 
in plenty. 

The next day, we heard lioin our lufoimer at Kensington, 
thgt tin* Queen was somewhat better, and had been up for 
an hour, though she was not well enough jet to icceive any 
visitor. 

At dinner a single cover wis hud for his Bo\al Highness; and 
ihe two gentlemen alone waitid on him. AYe had liad a. con¬ 
sultation in the morning with Lid> Castlewood, in which it had 
bee If determined, that should his Highness a.-dc iui rlier questions 
about Beatrix he .should be answered by the gentlemen of tlm 
house. 

He was evidently disturbed and uiieasv, looking towards*the 
door constantly, as it expecting some one. Then- came, however, 
nobody, e.vopt honest .John Lockwood, when he knocked with 
a dish, winch tho^e within took from him; so tin* meals weir 
always arranged, and, 1 believe, the council iu the kitchen were 
of opinion, that my \oung loid had brought over a pi lest, who had 
eonvnted us all into Papists, and that Papists weie like Jews, 
eating together, and not choosing to take tlieii meals iu the sight 
of Christians. 

The Prince tried to cover Ins displeasure . he w r as but a clumsy 
dissembler at that time, and when out of humour, (ould with 
difficulty keep a serene countenance ; and having made some foolish 
attempts at trivial talk, he came to lus point piesenlly, and in as 
easy a manner as lie could, saying to Lord Castlewood, he hoped, 
lie requested, bis lordship's mother and sister would be of the 
supper that night. As the time hung heavy on him, and he must 
not go abroad, would not Miss Beatrix bold him company at a 
game of cards 1 

At this, looking up Esmond, and taking the signal from him, 
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Lord IJastlewnod informed his Royal Highness 1 that his sister 
Beatrix was not at Kensington ; and that her family had thought 
it best she should quit the town. 

‘ Not* at Kensington ' 1 says he: ‘is she ill? she was well, 
yesterday; wheiefore should she quit the town? Is it at your 
ardors, my lord, o* Colonel Esmond's, who seems the master of 
this house 9 ’ * 

‘Not of this, sir,’ says Frank very nohly, ‘only of our house m 
the country, which he hath given to us. 'Plus is my mother’s 
house, and W.ileote is my father’s, and The Maiquis of Esmond 
knows he hath hut to give his void, and I return his to him.’ 

‘The Marquis of Esmond ' -the Maiquis of Esmond,’ says the 
I’linee, tossing oil'a el ass, ‘meddles too much with my allairs, and 
piesmnos on the service, he hath done me. Jf urn want, to earr^ 
your suit with Beatrix, my lord, by blocking her up in gaol, let 
me tell you that is not. the way to w in a. woman ’ 

‘ I was not aw sue, sir, that I had spoken of my suit to Madam 
Beatrix to your Royal llii’liiiess.’ 

‘Bah, hah, Monsieur 1 we need not he a conjurer to see that. 
It makes itself seen at all moments. You are jealous, my lord, 
an 1 the Maid of Honour cannot look at anoihei lace without yours 
beginning to scowl ’Plait which you do is miwoiihy, Monsieur ; 
is inhospitable, is, is laelie, yes laehc ’ (he spoke rapidly in Ernirh, 
his rage carrying him away with each phrase) : ‘f come t<» your 
house ; 1 risk my life : I pass it in ennui ; I lopose myself on 
your fidelity; 1 have no company, but your lordslnp's sermons or 
the eouveiaations of tlait adorable young lady, and ion take her 
from me; and you, you rest.’ Meiei, Monsieur! 1 shall thank 
you when I have tie 1 means ; 1 shall know to iceompense a 
devotion, a little importunate, my lord, - a little importunate. For 
a month past your airs of protector have annoyed me beyond 
measure. Yon deign to oiler me the crown, and bid me take it 
on my knees like King Julia ; Eh ! I know' my history, Monsieur, 
and mock mvself of frowning buions. i admin' vour mistress and 
you send her to a Bastille of the Erovnice ; 1 enter your house and 
you mistiust me. 1 will leave it, Monsieur; from to-night, I will 
leave it. T have other friends, whose loyalty will not be so ready 
to question mine, if 1 have garters to give away, ’tis to noble¬ 
men who ate not so ready to think evil. Bring me a coach and 
let me quit this place, or let the fair Beatrix return to it. 1 will 
not have your lmspilalit.y at the expense of the freedom of that 
fair creature.’ 

1 In London we addressed Hie Lvinee as Royal Highness, invariably' ; 
though the women persisted in giving him t^ie title of King. 
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This harangue was uttered with rapid gesticulations such as the 
French use, and in the language of that nation. The Prince 
striding up and down the room , Ins face Hushed, and his hands 
trembling with anger. He was veiy thin and frail Irani Repeated 
illness and a life of pleasure. Either Castlewood or Esmond could 
have broke him across their knee, and m half ^minute’s struggle 
put ai^ end to him ; and here he was insulting us both, and scarce 
deigning to hide from the two whoso honour it most eoneemed, 
the passion he lelt Ibi the young lady of our family. Mv Loid 
(lastlew nod leplied to tin* Prince’s tiiad** von nobly ami simply. 

‘Sir,'sa\s he, ‘ your Royal Highness is pleased to forget that 
others risk their lives, ami for vour cause Very few Englishmen, 
please Hod, Mould (Jaie to lay liands on your saeied pcisou, though 
noin would eve» think of re.-peeting ouis. Our family's lives aie 
at. your service, and e\nothing we have except tun hoiioui.’ 

‘ Honour 1 bah, mi, who cvei thought of hinting vour honoui '!' 
says the I*imee wuh a peevish air. 

, \Vc implore \our loyal Highness, never to think of hurting it,' 
says Loid (das t lew ood, with alow bow. The night being waim. 
the window's woio open both tow aids the (iaideiis and the iSipiare. 
Colonel Esmond hc.ud through the closed door the voice ui a 
watchman, calling the hour, m the S<piare on the other side. lie 
opemtd the door eommiiiiieatine with the Piinces loom . Martin, 
the sevant, that iiad lode witii J lea tux to Hounslow, vva- just 
going out of the chamber as Esmond eatend it, and when the 
fellow was gone, and the watchman again sang hi- civ of 1 I\«st 
ten o'clock, and a staihghl night,’ Esmond spoke to the Pi mee in 
a low voice, and said : ‘ Your Koval Highness hears that man.’ 

‘Apios. .Monsieur V .-ays ihe Prince. 

l J havi* 1 nit to beckon him from 1 he wintlow, and send him 
fifty void-, and he returns with a guanl of men, and I deliver up 
to him the body of the peison calling himself Janus the Thinl, 
lor whost' eaptuie Parliament lialh oilered a reward of f> 0 () 0 /., as 
your Koyal Highness saw on our ride iiom Koehester. I have 
but to sav tin: vvoul. and, by the Heaven that made me, I would 
say it, if f thought thr Prince, for Ins honour's sake, would not 
desist liom insulting ours P>ut the iirst gentleman of England 
knows his duty too well to forget himself with the humblest, or 
peril bis crown for a deed that were shameful if it. were done.’ 

‘Hnsy.uir lordship anything to say,’says the Prince, turning 
to Frank ('astlo wood, and quite pale with anger; ‘any threat or 
any insult, with which you would like to end this agreeable night's 
entertainment V 

4 1 follow the bead of our house,’ says Castlewood, bowing 
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gravely. ‘At what time shall it please the Prince that we should 
wait mton him in the morning ?’ 

‘You will wait on the Pishop of Rochester early, you will hid 
him brigig his coach hither; and prepaic an apartment for me in 
his own house, or in a place, of safety. The King will lewaid you 
handsomely, neve*' fcai, for all urn have done m his behalf. I 
wish you a good-nighl, and shall go to bed, unless it pleasgs the 
Marquis of Esmond to call his colleague, the watchman, and that 
1 should pass the night with the Kensington gunid. Fare you 
well, he sure, J will remember you. M\* Lord ( astlewood, I can 
go to bed to-night without need of a chamberlain.’ And the 
Prince dismissed u-> with a grim bow, looking one door as he 
spoke, that into the suppiug-room, and the other through which 
we passed, after us. It led into the small chamber which Fran^; 
(•astlewood or Momitur liajtlt.s/e occupied, mid by wlm-h Martin 
entered, win u t blond Esmond but, now saw him in the chamber. 

At an early hour next morning the Push op arrixed. and was 
closeted for some time with his master in liis own apartment, wTiore 
tin* Prince laid open to his councillor the wrongs which, according 
to his version, lie laid received from the gentlemen of the Esmond 
family. Tin* worthy prelate came out from the coiifcienec with 
an air of great satisfaction ; he was a man full of resources, and of 
a most, assured fidelity, and possessed of genius and a, hundred*good 
qualities ; but captious and of a most jealous temper, that could 
not help exulting at. the downfall of any favourite ; and he was 
pleased in spite of himself to hear that the Esmond ministry xvas 
at an end. 

‘I have soothed your (Juesl,’ says lie, coming out to the two 
gentlemen and the widow, who had been made acquainted with 
somewhat of the dispute of the. night be fine. (l»v ilie version we 
gave her, the Prince was only made to exhibit anger because we 
doubted of his intentions in respect to Peatrix ; and to leave ns, 
because we questioned his honour.) ‘Put T think, all things 
considered, tis as well he should leave this house* ; and then, my 
Lady (Jasllowoud/ says the Pishop, ‘ my pretty Peatrix may come 
back to it.’ 


‘She is quite as well at home at, (lastlewood,’ Esmond’s mistress 
said, ‘till everything is over’ 

‘You shall have your title, Esmond, that 1 promise you, 5 says 
the good Pishop, assuming the airs of a Prime Minister. ‘ The 


Prince hath expressed himself most, nobly in regard of the little 
difference of last night, and T promise you he hath listened to my 
sermon, as well as to that of other folks,’ says the Doctor archly; 
* he hath every great and generous quality, with perhaps a weakness 
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for the sex which belongs to his family, and hath been known in 
scores of popular sovereigns from Kill" Davil downwards.’ 

£ ]\ly lord, my lord,* bleaks out Lady Esmond, ‘the. levity with 
which you speak of such conduct towards our sex shocks^ne, and 
what you call weakness 1 call deplorable sin 3 

‘Sin it is, my dear creature,’ says the Uislyop with a shrug, 
taking sriulf; ‘but consider, what a sinner King Solomon was, 
and in spite of a thousand of wives too.' 

‘Enough of this, my lord,’ says Lady (V.stlewood with a fine 
blush, and walked out of*the room very stately. 

The 1 ’iiuce entered it presently with a smile on his face, and if 
he felt any otfence against ns on the previous night, at present 
exhibited none. He offered a hand to cadi gentleman with gieat 
courtesy . ‘If all M>ur bishops pleach so well as Doctor Atteibury,' 
says he, ‘T don’t know, gentlemen, what may happen tome. I 
spoke \erv hastily, my lords, last night, and ask pardon of both of 
Mm. Hut I must not stay anv longer,' savs lie, ‘giving umbiage 
to good friends, or keeping pretty girls away from their homes. 
]\ly Lord Ihshop lialli found a safe place for me, land by at a 
curate’s house, whom the Pushup can trust, and whose wife is so 
ugly as to be bevoml all danger: we will decamp into those new r 
quarters, and 1 leave you, thanking von for a bundled kindnesses 
hen*.* AYheic is my hostess, that 1 may bid hei farewell : to 
welcome her in a house of my own, soon 1 trust, whole my fiiends 
shall hau* no cause to ipiairel with me. 

Ludv Dasllcwiiod aruved piesently, blushing with great gra«e, 
and tears filling her eyes as the Prince graciously saluted hei. She 
looked so dimming and voung, that the Doctor, m his bantering 
way, could not help speaking of her beauty to the Prince , whoso 
compliment made her blush, and look more dimming still. 


(’ll APT Lit XU 

a (airiT scjikmi:, am* who hulivKJMT 

As characters written with a, secret ink come out with the application 
of tire, and disappear again and leave the paper white, so soon as 
it, is cool ; a hundred names of men, high in loputc and lavouring 
the Prince’s cause, that were writ m our piivate lists, would have 
hceii visible enough on the gieat roll of the conspiracy, had it ever 
been laid open under the sun. AVhat crowds would have pressed 
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forward, and sub,scribed their names and protested their loyalty, 
wlit'ii the danger was over ! AVhat a number of Whigs, now high 
in place and creatines of the all-powerful Minister, scorned Mr. 
Walpo||! then ! Tf ever a match was gained by Hie manlincss*and 
decision of a few at a moment, of danger ; if ever one was lost by 
the. treueheiy an^l imbecilily of those that had the cards in their 
hands, and might have played them ; it was in that inojycntous 
game which was enacted in the next three (lavs, and of which the 
noblest crown in the world was the stake. 

From the conduct of my Lord Kolmgbroke, those who wore 
interested in the scheme we had in hand, saw pretty well that he 
was not to be trusted. Should the I’liueo pieva.il, it was his 
lordship's gracious intention to deckin' for him : should the 
Uanoveiian party bring in their sovereign, who moie ready to 
go on his knee, and cry (lod save King (feorge ‘ And lie betrayed 
the one 1‘ni'cc and the other ; but c\aeil\ at the wrong time : 
when Ik* should have struck foi King James, he labeled and 
coquetted with the Whigs: and having committed himself by 
the most monstrous professions <if devotion, which the Klectoi 
rightlv scorned, he proved the justness ol then eontemjit foi him 
by Hying and taking renrgado servin' with St. (imn.mis, just 
when he should have kept aloof: and that Court despised him, 
as the manly and lesolule men who established the Flexor in 
England had before done. 11 r signed liK own name to every 
accusation of insincerity his enemies made against him . and the. 
l^ing and tlie Pretender alike could show proofs of St John's 
treachery under his own hand and seal. 

Our friends kept a, pietty close watch upon his motions, as on 
those of the brave and hearty Whig party that made litLle conceal¬ 
ment of theirs. They would have in the Elector, and used every 
means in their power to effcei. their end. My Lord Marlborough 
was now with tin m. Ills expulsion from power by the Tories had 
thrown that great captain at once on the Whig side. Wo lieaid 
he was coming from Antwerp; and, in fact, on the day of the 
Queen’s death, he, once more landed on English shore. A great 
patt of the army was always with their illustrious leader; even 
the Tories in it wen' indignant at the injustice of the persecution 
which the Whig officers were made to undergo. The chiefs of 
these were in London, and at the head of them one of the most 
intrepid men in the would, the Scots Duke of Argyle, whose conduct 
on the second dav after that to which I have now brought down 
my history, ended, as such honesty and bravery deserved to end, 
by establishing the present Koval race on the English throne. 

Meanwhile there was no slight difference of opinion amongst 
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the councillors, surrounding the Prince, as to the plan his High¬ 
ness should pursue. IDs female minister at Court, fancying she 
saw some amelioration in the Queen, was for waiting a lew days, 
or hours it might he, until he could he brought to her bed s*le, and 
acknowledged as her heir. Mr. Esmond was for having him 
march thither, escorted by a couple of troops of Horse Guards, and 
openly presenting himself to the Council. Doling tin 1 whole of 
the night of the ‘Jbth-oOlh did}, the Colonel was engaged with 
gentlemen of the military profession, whom ’tis needless hen 1 to 
name; snlPec it to say tlfc.it several of them had exceeding high 
rank in the at my, and one of them in especial was a General, 
Avlu* w'lien he heard the Duke of Marlboiongh was coming on the 
other side, waved his eiutch over Ins head with a Imzzah, at the 
idea that lie should null eh out and engage him. Of the thiee 
Secret.11 ies of State, we knew that one was devoti d to us. The 
Governor of the Tower was ours: the two companies on duty 
et Kensington banaek were safe, and we had intelligence, very 
specify and accurate, of all that took place at the Palace within. 

At noon, on the dOth of duly, a message came to the Piince’s 
friends that the Committee of Council was sitting at Kensington 
Palace, their Graces of Ormonde and Shrewsbury, the Aichbishop 
of Ganlerhury and tin 1 tin re Seeietaries of State being then* 
asseniHed. hi an hour afterwards burned news was biought that 
the two giant Whig Dukes, Arg\le and Somerset, had bloke into 
tin* Council Chambei without a summons, and taken their seal at 
table. Alter holding a, debate .lu re the whole paity pioeccdcd tft 
the chamber of tin* Queen, who was h mg in great weakness, but 
still sensible, and the Lords recommended lu^ Giaee ot Shrew,sbiuv 
as the titles! p<w>n to take the vmant place of Lord Tu usurer ; 
her Majest} ga\e him the stall', as all know. ‘And now,’writ, 
my messengei from ('oiirl, ‘ itutr nr »< n r ts tin inut .' 

Now or ue\er was the time indeed. In spite of the Whig 
Dukes, our fide had still the majoiity in the Council, and Esmond, 
to whom the message had been brought, (the personage at Court 
not, being aware that the Prince bad quitted bis lodging ill 
Kensington Square), and Esmond's gallant, young oiiU-de-cam}>, 
Frank Castlewood, putting on sword and unifoim, took a biief 
leave of their dear huh, who embraced and blessed them both; 
and went to her chamber to piny for the issue of the gieat e\ent 
which was then pending. 

Castlewood sped to the barrack to give Avarning to the captain 
of the Guard there ; and then went to the King’s Anns taicrn at 
Kensington, where our fi lends were assembled, having come bv 
parties of twos and threes, riding or iu coaches, and were got 



388 


THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND 


together in the upper chambci, fifty-three of them ; their servants, 
who had been insti noted to bring arms like,wise, being below in 
the, garden of the tavern, where they were served with drink. 
Out o^this garden is a lit Lie door that leads into the road of the 
Palace, and through this it was arranged that masters and servants 
were to mareh ; «when that Signal was given, and That Personage 
appeared, for whom all were waiting. There was in our company 
the lamouK ottieer next in command to the Captain-Cencral of the 
Forces, his Crave the Duke of Ormonde, who was within at the 
Council. 'I'here were with him two mote lieutenant generals, nine 
major-generals and brigadiers, seven colonels, eleven peers of 
Parliament, and twenty-one members of the 11 mw of Commons. 
The (Juard was with ns within and without the Palace: the 
Ciieni was with us, the Council (save the two Whig Dukes, ths$, 
must have succumbed) ; the day was our own, and with a beating 
heart Esmond walked rapidly to the Mall at Kensington, where he 
had parted with the Prince on the night before. For three nights 
the Colonel had not, been to bed : the last had been passed 
summoning the Prince’s friends together, of whom the great 
majmity had no sort of inkling of the transaction pending until 
they were told that he was actually on the spot, and were 
summoned to strike the blow. The night- before, and after the 
altercation with the Prince, my gentleman, having suspicions of 
his Royal Highness, and fearing lest lie should he minded to give 
us the slip, and ilv oil’after his fugitive beauty, had spent, if the 
truth must he told, at the (Jrcvhound tavern, over against mv 
Duly Esmond’s house in Kensington Square, with an r\e on the 
door, lest the Piinoe should escape from it. The night before that 
he had passed in his hoots, at the Crown at Hounslow', where lit; 
must watch forsooth all night, in order to get one moment’s 
glimp^’ of lieatrix in the morning. And fate had decreed that 
he w r as to have a fourth night’s lido and wakefulness before his 
business was ended. 

He ran to the emate’s house in Kensington Mall, and asked 
for Mr. Pates, the name the Prince went by. The. curate’s w'ife 
said Mr. Pates had gone abroad very earlv in the morning in his 
hoots, saying he was uoing to the Pisliop of Rochester's house at 
Chelsey. Put the Pisliop had been at Kensington himself two 
hours ago to seek for Mi Pates, and had returned in his coach to 
his own house, when lie heard that the gentleman was gone thither 
to seek him. 

This absence was most unpvopitious, for an hour’s delay might 
cost a kingdom : EmuoiuI had nothing for it but to hasten to the 
king’s Arms, and tell the gentlemen there assembled, that Mr. 
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George (as we called the Prince there) was not at home, lmt that 
Esmond would go fetch him ; and taking a general’s coach that 
happened to he there, Esmond drove across the country to Chelsey 
to the Bishop's house there. # 

'Phe porter said two gentlemen were with his lordship, and 
Esmond ran past this scntiy up to the locked doi^r of the Bishop's 
study, fit which he rattled, and was admitted presently. Of the 
Bishop’s guests one was a brother predate, and tin 1 other the Abbe 

G-. 


‘ Whcie is Mr. George 0 ’ says Mr. Esmond. “now is the time.’ 
The Bishop looked seared ; ‘1 "Went to his lodging,’ he said, ‘and 
they told me he was come hither. I returned as quirk as coach 
would carry me ; and In* hath not been here.' 

The Colonel burst out with an oath ; that was all he eould say 
if) their reverences; lan down tin 1 stairs again, and bidding the 
coachman, an old friend and fellow-campaigner, diive as if lie was 
charging the French with his master at 'Wynondael, thev were hack 
at Ken-ington in half an houi. 


Again Esmond went to the curate’s house. Mr. George had 
not returned. The Colonel had to go with this blank eirand to 
the i'entlemen at the King’s Anns, that were grown lery impatient 
by this t.ime. 

Orrt of the window of the tavern, and looking over the garden 
wall, yon can see the green lie foie, Kensington Palace, the Palace 
gate (round which the Ministers’ < ouches weie standing), and the 
barrack building. As we w.iv looking out tiom this window 
in gloomy discourse, we heard piescntly trumpets blowing, and 
some of us ran to the window of the front room, looking into 
the High Street of Kensington, and saw' a regiment of Horse 
coming. 


1 It’s Ormonde’s Guards," says one, 

‘No, by (bid, it's Ai gyle's old regiment,’ says my General, 
clapping down his crutch. 

It was, indeed, Argyle’s regiment that was brought from West¬ 
minster, and that took the place of the regiment at Kensington on 
which we eould lely. 

‘Oh, Harry !’ >ays one of the generals there piesent, ‘you wane 
born under an unlucky star ; f begin to think that there's no Mr. 
George, nor Mr. Dragon either. Tis not the peerage l care for, 
for our name is so ancient and famous, that merely to be called 
Lord Lydiard would do me no good ; but tis the chance you 
promised me of lighting Marlborough.’ 

As we were talking, Castlewood entered the room with a 
disturbed air. 
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‘What news, Frank 1 ’ says the Colonel, ‘is Mr. George coming 
at last ? ’ 

‘Damn him, look here,’ says Oastle.wond, holding out a paper ; 
‘I foul#,l it in the book,—the what you call it, Kihtm Basilikum, 
—that villain Martin put it there,—lie said his young mistress 
bade him. It vji,s directed to me, hut it was meant for him I 
know, and I broke the seal and read it.’ # 

Tiie whole assembly of officers seemed to swim an ay before 
Esmond’s eyes as lie read the paper; ail that was written on it 
was :— c Beatrix Esmond is sent away <<> prison, to Onstlewood, 
when 1 she will pray for happier days.’ 

‘ Can you guess where he is ? says Castlewood. 

‘Yes,’ says Colonel Esmond. He knew full well, Frank knew 
full well our instinct told whither that traitor had fled. 

He had courage to turn to the company and say, ‘ Gentlemen, 
I fear very much that Mr. George will not be here to-day; some¬ 
thing hath happened- ■ and - and —1 very much fear some accident 
may befall him, which must keep him out of the way. Having 
had your noon’s draught, you had best pay the reckoning and go 
home ; there can be no game where there is no one to play it.’ 

Some of the gentlemen went away without a woid, others 
called to pay their duty to her Majesty and ask for her health. 
The little army disappeared into the. darkness out. of which it had 
been called ; there had been no writings, no paper to implicate 


anv man. Some few officers and Members of Parliament had been 


invited over-night to breakfast at the King’s Anns, at Kensington : 
and they had called for their bill and gone home. 


CHAPTER XIII 
vrorsT 1 st, 17M 

‘Dons my mistress know of this'?' Esmond asked of Frank, as 
they walked along. 

* My mother found the letter in the book, on the toilet-table. 
She had writ it ere she had left home,’ Frank said. ‘Mother met 
her on the stairs, with her hand upon the door, trying to enter, 
and never left her after that till she went away. He did not think 
of looking at it there, nor had Martin the chance of telling him. 
I believe the poor devil meant no harm, though I half killed him ; 
he thought ’twas to Beatrix’s brother he was bringing the letter.’ 
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Frank never Raid a word of reproach to me, for having brought 
the villain amongst ns. As we knocked at the door I said, 
‘When will the horses be ready*’ Frank pointed with his cane, 
they were turning the street that moment. , 

We Avent up and bade adieu to our mistress ; she was in a 
dreadful state of agitation by this time, and that, bishop was with 
her whose company she was so fond of. 

‘Pul you tell him, my lord,’says Esmond, ‘that Heatrix was 
at CastlewootlThe bishop blushed and stammered: * Well,' 


says he, ‘ 1 . . .’ 

‘You served the villaiy right,' broke out Mr. Esmond, ‘and he 
has lost a crown by what you told him.' 

My mistress turned quite white; ‘llenry, Ilenry,’ sins she, ‘do 
not kill him.’ 

‘It may not be too late,’ says Esmond ; ‘he may not have gone 
to Castle wood ; pray Cod, it is not too late.’ The bishop was 
breaking out with some Ixnn/lrs phrases about loyalty and the 
saeredness of the Sovereign’s per.-on ; but Esmond sternly bade 
him hold his tongue, burn all papers, and take cure of Lady 
Castlew(Mnl : and in five minules he and Frank were in the saddle, 
John Lockwood behind them, riding towards Castlewood at a 
rapid pare. 

W“ were just got to Alton, when who should meet us but old 
Lockwood, the porter from Castlewnod. John's father, walking by 
the side of the Hexham flying-eoaeh, who slept the night at Alton. 
Lockwood said his young mistress had arrived at home an 
Wednesday nmht, and this morning, Friday, had despatched him 
with a packet for my lady at. Kensington, saying the letter was of 
great impoitanee. 

We took the, freedom to break it, while Lockwood stared with 
wonder, and cried out his Lord bless mr’s, and Who’d a thought, 
it's, at the sight of his young luid w r hom he had not seen these 
seven years. 


The packet from beatnx contained no news of importance at 
all. It was written in a jocular strain, affecting to make light of 
her captivity. She asked whether she might have leave to visit 
Mrs. Tusher. or to walk beyond the court, and the garden wall. 
She gave news of the peacocks, and a fawn she had there. She 
bade her mother send her certain gowns and smocks bv old Look- 
■wood ; she sent, her duty to a certain lYrson, if certain other 
persons permitted her to take such a freedom ; how that as 
she was not able to play cards wdtli him, she. hoped he would 
read good books, such as Doctor Atterhury’s sermons and Ethan 
Jiatsi/ike: she w r us going to read good books: she thought her 
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pretty mamma would like to know she was not crying her 
eyes out. 

‘ Who is in the house besides you, Lqckwood ? ’ says the Colonel. 

‘Thafe be the laundry-maid, and the kitchen-maid, Madam 
Beatrix’s maid, the man from London, ami that be all: and he 
sleepeth in my lodge away from the maids,’ says old Lockwood. 

Esipoml scribbled a line with a pencil on the note, giving it to 
the old man, and bidding him go on to his lady. We knew why 
Beatrix had been so dutiful on a sudden, and why she spoke of 
Eikon Hum!ike. She writ this letter te‘put the Prince on the 
scent, and the porter out of the way. 

‘We have a fine moonlight night for riding on,’ says Esmond ; 
‘Frank, we may reach Castlewood in time yet.’ All the way along 
they made inquiries at the post-houses, when a tall young gentle- . 
man in a grey suit, with a light-brown perriwig, just the colour of 
my lord’s, had been seen to pass. He had set otf at six that 
* morning, and we at three in the afternoon. He rode almost as 
quickly as we had done ; he was seven hours ahead of us %till 
when wc reached the last stage. 

We rode over Castlewood Downs before the breaking of dawn. 
We passed the very spot where the car was upset fourteen years 
since, and Mohuu lay. The village was not up yet, nor the forge 
lighted, as we rode through it, passing hy the elms, where the«rooks 
were still roosting, and by tin 1 church, and over the bridge. We 
got off our horses at the bridge and walked up to the gate. 

* ‘If she is sqfo,’ says Frank, trembling, ami his honest eyes 
filling with tears, ‘a silver statue to Our Lady !’ He was going 
to rattle at the great iron knocker on the oak gate ; but Esmond 
stopped his kinsman’s hand. He had his own fears, his own hopes, 
his own despairs ami griefs, too : but be spoke not a word of these 
to his companion, or showed any signs of emotion. 

He went and tapped at the little window at the porter’s lodge, 
gently, but repeatedly, until the man came to the bars. 

‘Who’s there V says he, looking out; it was the servant from 
Kensington. 

‘ My Lord Castlewood and Colonel Esmond,’ we said, from 
below. ‘Open the gate and let us in without any noise.’ 

‘My Lord Castlewood?’ says the other; ‘my lord’s here, and 
in bed.’ 

‘ Open, d-n you,’ says Castlewood, with a curse. 

‘I shall open to no one,’ says the man, shutting the glass 
window as Fnink drew' a pistol. Ho would have fired at the 
porter, but Esmond again held his hand. 

* There are more ways than one,’ says he, ‘ of entering such a 
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great house as this.’—Frank grumbled that the west gate was half 
a mile round.— 4 But I know of a way that’s not a hundred yards 
ofF/ says Mr. Esmond; and leading his kinsman close along the 
wadi, and by the shrubs, which had now grown thick on •hat had 
been an old moat about the house, they came to the buttress, at 
the side of which the little window was, which*was Father Holt’s 
private door. Esmond climbed up to this easily, broke a pane 
that had been mended, and touched the spring inside, and the two 
gentlemen passed in that way, treading as lightly as they could; 
and so going through thT* passage into the court, over which the 
dawn was now reddening, and where the fountain plashed in the 
silence. 

They sped instantly to the porter’s lodge, where the fellow had 
not fastened his door that led into the court; and pistol in hand 
came upon the terrified wretch, and bade him be silent. Then 
they asked him (Esmond’s head reeled, and he almost fell as he 
spoke) when Lord Castlcwood had arrived ? He said on the 
previous evening, about eight of the. clock.— 4 And what then?’— 
His lordship supped with his sister.—‘ Did the man wait ? ’ Yes, 
he and my lady’s maid, both waited: the other servants made the 
supper; -and there was no wine, and they could give his lordship 
but milk, at which he grumbled ; and—and Madam Beatrix kept 
Miss*Lucy always in the room with her. And there being a bed 
across the court in the Chaplain’s room, she had arranged my lord 
was to sleep there. Madam Beatrix had come down stairs laughing 
with the maids, and had locked herself in, and my lord had stood 
for a while talking to her through the door, and she laughing 
at him. And then he paced the court a while, and she came 
again to the upper window •, and my lord implored her to eome 
down and walk in the room ; but she would not, and laughed at 
him again, and shut the window; and so nty lord uttering what 
seemed curses, but in a foreign language, went to the Chaplain's 
roopi to bed. 

‘Was this all?’- - ‘AH,’ the man swore upon his honour, ‘all as 
he hoped to be saved.— Stop, there was one, thing more. My lord, 
on arriving, and once or twice during supper, did kiss his sister as 
was natural, and she kissed him.’ At this Esmond ground his 
teeth with rage, and well-nigh throttled the amazed miscreant, 
who was speaking, whereas Castlewood, seizing hold of his cousin's 
hand, burst into a great fit of laughter. 

‘ If it amuses thee,’ says Esmond in French, * that your sister 
should be exchanging of kisses with a stranger, I fear poor Beatrix, 
.will give thee plenty of sport.’—Esmond darkly thought, how > 
Ashburnham, jiad before been masters of those roses 
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that the young Prince’s lips were now feeding on. He sickened at 
that notion. Her cheek was desecrated, her beauty tarnished; 
shame and honour stood between it and him. The love was dead 
within tem ; had she a crown to bring him with her love, he felt 
that both would degrade him. 

But this wrath«againBt Beatrix did not lessen the angry feelings 
of the Colonel against the man who had been the occasion ff not 
the cause of the evil. Frank sat down on a stone bench in the 
courtyard, and fairly fell asleep, while Esmond paced up and down 
the court, debating what should ensue. What mattered how much 
or how little had passed between the Prince and the poor faithless 
girl? They were arrived in time perhaps to rescue her person, but 
not her mind; had she not instigated the young Prince to come 
to her; suborned servants, dismissed otheis, so that she might* 
communicate with him? The treacherous heart vithin her had 
surrendered, though the place was safe; and it was to win this 
that he had given a life’s struggle and devotion ; tins, that ^she 
was ready to give away for the bribe of a coronet or a wink of the 
Prince’s eye. 

When he had thought his thoughts out he shook up poor Frank 
from his sleep, who rose yawning, and said he luul been dreaming 
of Clotilda:—‘You must back me,’ says Esmond, ‘in what I am 
going to do. I have been thinking that yonder scoundrel* may 
have been instructed to tell that story, and that the whole of *it 
may be a lie: if it be, we shall find it out from the gentleman 
who is asleep yonder. See if the door leading to my lady’s rooms ’ 
(so we called the rooms at the north-west angle of the house),—‘see 
if the door is barred as he saith.’ We tried ; it was indeed as the 
lacquey had said, elosed within. 

‘ It may have been open and shut afterwards,’ says poor 
Esmond, ‘ the foundress of our family let our ancestor in in that 
way.’ 

‘ What will you do, Harry, if—if what that fellow saith should 
turn out untrue ? ’ The young man looked scared and frightened 
into his kinsman’s face: I dare say it wore no very pleasant 
expression. 

‘ Let us first go sec whether the two stories agree,’ says Esmond : 
and went in at the passage and opened the door into what had 
been his own chamber now for well-nigh five-and-twenty years. 
A candle was still burning, and the Prince asleep dressed on the 
bed—Esmond did not care for making a noise. The Prince started 
up in liis bed, seeing two men in his chamber : ‘ Qui est la ? ’ says 
he, and took a pistol from under his pillow. 

‘ It is the Marquis of Esmond,’ sa^s the Colonel, ‘ come to 
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welcome hia Majesty to his house of Castlewood, and to report of 
what hath happened in London. Pursuant to the King’s orders, 
I passed the night before last, after leaving Ins Majesty, in waiting 
upon the friends of the King. It is a pity that his Majesty’s 
desire to see the country and to visit our poor house should have 
caused the King to quit London without notice yesterday, when 
the opportunity happened which in all human probability may not 
occur again ; and had the King not chosen to ride to Castlewood, 
the Prince of Wales migjit have slept at St. James’s. 5 

‘ ’S death ! gentlemen,’ says the Prince, starring off his bed, 
whereon he was lying in his clothes, ‘the Doctor was with me 
yesterday morning, and after watching by my sister all night, told 
me I might not hope to see the Queen.’ 

‘ It would have been otherwise,’ says Esmond with another 
bow; ‘as, by this time, the Queen may be dead in spite of the 
Doctor.—The Council was met, a new Treasurer was appointed, 
the,troops were devoted to the King’s cause ; and fifty loyal gentle¬ 
men of the greatest names of this kingdom were assembled to 
accompany the Prince of Wales, who might have been the acknow¬ 
ledged heir of the throne, or the possessor of it by this time, had 
your Majesty not chosen to take the air. We were ready; there 
was only one person that failed us, your Majesty’s gracious-’ 

‘Morbleu, Monsieur, you give me too much Majesty,' said the 
lAince ; who had now risen up and seemed to be looking to one of 
us to help him to his coat. But neither stirred. 

‘ We shall take care,’ says Esmond, ‘ not much oftenor to offend 
in that particular.’ 

‘What mean you, my lord?’ says the Prince, and muttered 
something about a </uet-a-p<ms, which Esmond caught up. 

‘The snare, sir,’ says he, ‘was not of our laying ; it is not we 
that invited you. Wc came to avenge, and not to compass, the 
dishonour erf our family.’ 

‘ Dishonour ! Morbleu, there has been no dishonour,’ says the 
Prince, turning scarlet, ‘only a little harmless playing.’ 

‘ That was meant to end seriously.’ 

‘ I swear,’ the Prince broke out impetuously, ‘ upon the honour 
of a gentleman, my lords-’ 

‘That we arrived in time. No wrong hath been done, Frank,’ 
says Colonel Esmond, turning round to young Castlewood, who 
Btood at the door as the talk was going on. ‘ See ! here is a paper 
whereon his Majesty hath deigned to commence some verses in 
honour, or dishonour, of Beatrix. Here is "Madame” and 
“ Flamme,” “ Cruelle ” and “ Rebelle,” and “ Amour ” and " Jour,” 
in the Royal writing aud*spelling. Had the Gracious lover been 
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happy, lie had not passed his time in sighing.’ In fact, and 
actually as he was speaking, Esmond cast his eyes down towards 
the table, and saw a paper on which irfy young Prince had been 
scrawling a madrigal, that was to finish his charmer on fhe 
morrow. 

‘Sir,’ says the •Prince, burning with rage (he hud assumed his 
Royal coat unassisted by this time), ‘ did 1 come here to receive 
insults ? ’ 

‘To confer them, may it please your Majesty,’ says the Colonel, 
with a very low bow, ‘ and the gentlemen of our family are come 
to thank you.’ 

‘Malediction ! ’ says the young man, tears starting into his eyes, 
with helpless rage and mortification. ‘ What will you with me, 
gentlemen'? * 

‘If your Majesty will please to enter the next apartment,’ says 
-Esmond, preserving his grave tone, ‘ I have some papers there 
which I would gladly submit to you, and by your permission I jvill 
lead the way;’ and taking the taper up, and backing bcfoie the 
Prince with very great ceremony, Mr. Esmond passed into the, 
little Chaplain’s room, through which we had just entered into the 
house.—‘Please to set a chair for his Majesty, Frank,’says the 
Colouel to his companion, who wondered almost as much at this 
scene, and was as much puzzled by it, as the other actor iVi it. 
Then going to the crypt over the mantel-piece, the Colonel opened 
it, and drew thence the papers which so long had lain there. 

“ Here, may it please your Majesty,’ says he, ‘ is the Patent of 
Marquis sent over by your Royal Father at St. Ccrmains to Viscount 
Oastlewood, my father: here is the witnessed certificate of my 
father’s marriage to my mother, and of ray birth and christening; 
I was christened of that religion of which your sainted sire gave 
all through life so shining example. These arc my titles, dear 
Frank, and this what I do with them: here go Baptism and Marriage, 
and here the Marquisate and the August Sign-Manual, with which 
your predecessor was pleased to honour our race.’ And as Esmond 
spoke he set the papers burning in the brazier. ‘You will please, 
Bir, to remember,’ he continued, ‘ that our family hath ruined itself 
by fidelity to yours : that my grandfather spent his estate, and 
gave his blood and his son to die for your service; that my dear 
lord’s grandfather (for lord you are now, Frank, by right and title 
too) died for the same cause; that my poor kinswoman, my 
father’s second wife, after giving away her honour to your wicked 
perjured race, sent all her wealth to the King: and got in return 
that precious title that lies in ashes, and this inestimable yard of 
blue ribband. I lay this at your feet an$ stamp upon it: I draw 
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this sword, and break it and deny you; and had you completed 
the wrong you designed us, by Heaven, I would have driven it 
through your heart, and*no more pardoned you than your father 
pardoned Monmouth. Frank will do the same, won’t yo% cousin ? ’ 

Frank, who had been looking on with a stupid air at the papers 
as they flamed in the old brazier, took out his #worrt and broke it, 
holing his head down :—‘ I go with my cousin,’ says he, giving 

Esmond a grasp of the hand. ‘ Marquis or not, by-, 1 stand 

by him any day. I beg your Majesty’s pardon for swearing ; that 
is- that is—I’m for the Elector of Hanover. It’s all your 
.Majesty’s own fault. The Queen’s dead most likely by this time. 
And you might have been King if you hadn’t come dangling 
after ’Trix.’ 

‘ Thus to lose a crown,’ says the young Prince, starting up, and 
speaking French in his eager way; ‘to lose the loveliest woman in 
tiie world ; to lose the loyalty of such hearts as yours, is not this, 
my lords, enough of humiliation 1 —Marquis, if I go on my knees, 
will you pardon me?--No, J can’t do that, but I can offer you 
reparation, that of honour, that of gentlemen. Favour me by 
crossing the sword with mine : yours is biolto—see, yonder in the 
armoire are two;’ ami the Prince took them out as eager as a 
boy, and held them towards Esmond :—‘ Ah ! you will 1 Mcrci, 
mdhsicur, merci! ’ 

• Extremely touched by this immense mark of condescension and 
repentance for wrong done, (Vtlonel Esmond bowed down so low, 
as almost to kiss the gracious young hand that conferred on«him 
such an lion our, and took his guard in silence. The swoids were 
no sooner met, than Castlewood knocked up Esmond’s with the 
blade of his own, which he had broke off short at the shell; and 
the Colonel falling back a step dropped his point with another 
very low bow, and declared himself perfectly satisfied. 

‘Eh bien, Yicomte!' says the young Prince, who was a boy, 
and a French boy, ‘il no nous reste qu’une chose it fairc;’ he 
placed his sword upon the table, and the fingers of his two hands 
upon his breast: - ‘We have one more tiling to do,’ says he, ‘you 
do not divine it'C He stretched out his arms:—‘ Embrassons 
nous 1 ’ 

The talk was scarce over when Beatrix entered the room:— 
What came she to seek there ? She started and turned pale at 
the sight of her brother and kinsman, drawn swords, broken sword" 
blades, and papers yet smouldering in the brazier. 

‘ Charming Beatrix,’ says the Prince, with a blush which became 
him very well, ‘ these lords have come a horse-back from London, 
where my sister lies in a despaired state 4 , and where her successor 
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makes himself desired. Pardon me for my escapade of last 
evening. I had been so long a prisoner, that I seized the occasion 
of a promenade on horse-back, and my* horses naturally bore me 
towards fou. I found you a Queen in your little Court, wliGrc 
you deigned to entertain me. Present my homages to your Maids 
of Honour. 1 sigfced as you slept, under the window of your 
chamber, and then retired to seek rest in my own. It was ihere 
that these gentlemen agreeably roused me. Yes, milords, for that 
is a happy day that makes a Prince acquainted, at whatever cost 
to his vanity, with such a noble heart as*thafc of the Marquis of 
Esmond. Mademoiselle, may we take your coach to town ? i 
saw it in the hangar, and this poor Marquis must be dropping 
with sleep.’ 

‘Will it please the King to breakfast before he goes/’ was^ll 
Beatrix could say. The roses had shuddered out of her cheeks ; 
her eyes were glaring; she looked quite old. She came up to 
Esmond and hissed out a word or two: ‘If 1 did not love 
before, cousin,’says she, ‘think how T love you now.’ If words 
could stab, no doubt she would have killed Esmond ; she looked 
at him as if she could. 

But her keen worths gave no wound to Mr. Esmond; his heart 
was too hard. As lie looked at her, he wondered that he could 
ever have loved her. II is love of ten years was over, it fell dflwn 
dead on the spot, at the Kensington Tavern, where Frank brought? 
him the uote out of Ell:on BaxiUkr. The Prince blushed and 
bowed low, as she gazed at him, and quitted the chamber. I Lave 
never seen her from that day. 

Horses were fetched and put to the chariot presently. My 
lord rode outside, and as for Esmond, he was so tired that he was 
no sooner in the carriage, than he fell asleep and never woke till 
night, as the coach came into Alton. 

As we drove to the Bell Inn comes a mitred coach with our old 
friend Lockwood beside the coachman. My Lady Castlewood and 
the Bishop were inside; she gave a little scream when she saw us. 
The two coaches entered the inn almost together; the landlord 
and people: coming out with lights to welcome the visitors. 

Wc in our coach sprang out of it, as soon ns ever wo saw the 
dear lady, and above all, the Doctor in his cassoek : What was the 
news? Was there yet time? Was the Queen alive? These 
questions were put hurriedly, as Boniface stood waiting before his 
noble guests to bow them up the stair. 

‘ Is she safe ? ’ was what Lady Castlewood whispered in a flutter 
to Esmond. 

‘ All’s well, thank God,’ says he, as the foml lady took his hand 
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and kissed it, and called him her preserver and her dear. She 
wasn’t thinking of Queens and crowns. 

The Bishop’s news was reassuring: at least all was not lost; 
tjie Queen yet breathed or was alive when they left LAidon, six 
hours since. (‘ It was Lady Castlewood who insisted on coming,’ 
the Doctor said.) Argyle had marched up regiments from Ports¬ 
mouth, and sent abroad for more ; the Whigs were on the alert, a 
pest on them (I am not sure but the Bishop swore as he spoke), 
and so too were our people. And all might be saved, if only the 
Prince could be at London in time. We called for horses, instantly 
to return to London. We never went up poor crest-fallen Boni¬ 
face’s stairs, but into our coaches again. The Prince and his Prime 
Minister in one, Esmond in the other with only his dear mistress 
as a companion. 

Castlewood galloped forwards on horseback to gather the 
Prince’s friends, and warn them of his coming. We travelled 
through the night. Esmond discoursing to his mistress of the 
events of the last twenty-four hours ; of Castlewood’s ride and his ; 
of the Prince’s generous behaviour and their reconciliation. The 
night seemed short enough; and the starlit hours passed away 
serenely in that fond company. 

80 we came along the road ; the Bishop’s coach heading 
ourS; and, with some delays in procuring horses, we got to 
Hammersmith about four o’clock on Sunday morning, the 1st 
of August, and half an hour after, it being then bright day, we 
rode by my Lady Warwick’s house, and so down the street of 
Kensington. 

Early as the hour was, there was a bustle in the street, and 
many people moving to and fro. Bound the gate leading to the 
Palace, where the guard is, there was especially a great crowd. 
And the coaeh ahead of us stopped, and the Bishop’s man got 
down to know what the concourse meant ? 

There presently came from out of the gate, Horse Guards with 
their trumpets, and a company of heralds, with their tabards. The 
trumpets blew, and the herald-at-arms came forward and proclaimed 
George, by the grace of God, of Great Britain, France and 
Ireland, King, Defendei of the Faith. And the people shouted 
God save the King. 

Among the crowd shouting and waving their hats, I caught 
sight of one sad face, which I had known all my life, and seen 
under many disguises. It was no other than poor Mr. Holt’s, who 
had slipped over to England to witness the triumph of the good 
cause ; and now beheld its enemies victorious, amidst the acclama¬ 
tions of the English people. The poor fellow had forgot to huzzay 



400 


THE HISTORY OF HENRY ESMOND 


or to tsike his hat off, until his neighbours in the crowd remarked 
his want of loyalty, and cursed him for a Jesuit in disguise, when 
he ruefully uncovered and began to cheef. Bure he was the most ' 
unlucky of men : he never played a game but he lost it; 
engaged in a conspiracy but ’twas certain to end in defeat. I 
saw him in Flandos after this, whence he went to Rome to the 
head-quarters of his Order; and actually reappeared among 
us in America, very old, and busy, and hopeful. I am not sure 
that he did not assume the hatchet and jnoccassins there; and, 
attired in a blanket and war-paint, skfilk about a Missionary 
amongst the Indians. He lies buried in our neighbouring pro¬ 
vince of Maryland now, with a cross over him, and a 'mound 
of earth above him ; under which that unquiet spirit is for ever 
at peace. *%■ 

With the sound of King George’s trumpets, all the vain hopes 
of the weak and foolish young Pretender were blown away ; ipid 
with that musick, too, I may say, the drama of my own life was 
ended. That happiness, which hath subsequently crowned it, 
cannot be written in words ; ’tis of its nature sacred and secret, 
and not to be spoken of, though the heart be ever so full of thank¬ 
fulness, save to Heaven and the One Ear alone—to one fond being, 
the truest and tciulcrest aud purest wife ever man was blessed 
with. As I think of the immense happiness which was in store 
for me, and of the depth and intensity of that love, which, for so 
many years, hath blessed me, I own to a transport of wonder and 
gratitude for such a boon—nay, am thankful to have been endowed 
with a heart capable of feeling and knowing the immense beauty 
and value of the gift which God hath bestowed upon me. Sure, 
love vine it amnia ; is immeasurably above all ambition, more 
precious than wealth, more noble than name. He knows not 
life who knows not that : he hath not felt the highest faculty 
of the soul who hath not enjoyed it. In the name of my wife 
I write the completion of hope, and the summit of happiness. 
To have such a love is the one blessing, in comparison of 
which all earthly joy is of no value; and to think of her, iB 
to praise God. 

It was at Bruxelles, whither we retreated after the failure of 
our plot—our Whig friends advising us to keep out of the way,— 
that the groat joy of my life w as bestowed upon me, and that my 
dear mistress became my wife. We had been so accustomed to an 
extreme intimacy and confidence, and had lived so long and 
tenderly together, that we might have gone on to the end without 
thinking of a closer tie ; but circumstances brought about that 
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event, which so prodigiously multiplied my happiness and hers 
(for which J humbly thank Heaven), although a calamity befell us, 
which, I blush to think*, hath occurred more than once in our 
iy5use. I know not what infatuation of ambition ftrged the 
beautiful and wayward woman, whose name hath occupied so 
many of these pages, and who was served by nte with ten years of 
sucl* a constant fidelity and passion; but ever after that day at 
Oastlewood, when we rescued her, she persisted in holding all her 
family as her enemies, # and left us, and escaped to France, to what 
a fate I disdain to tell.^ Nor was her son’s house a home for my 
dear mistress ; my poor Frank was weak as perhaps all our race 
hath been and led by women. Those around him went imperious, 
and in a terror of his mother’s influence over him, lest he. should 
recant, and deny the creed which ho had adopted by their per¬ 
suasion. The difference of their religion separated the son and the 
mother : my dearest mistress felt that she; was severed from her 
children and alone in the world —alone but for one constant 
servant on whose fidelity, praised be Heaven, she could count. 
Twas after a scene of ignoble quarrel on the part of Frank’s w r ife 
and mother (for the poor hid had been made to marry the whole of 
tliat (Herman family with whom he had connected himself), that I 
found my mistress one day in tears, and then besought her to 
confide herself to the care and devotion of one who, by God’s 
help, would never forsake her. And then the tender matron, as 
beautiful in her autumn, and as pure as virgins in their spring, 
witli blushes of love and ‘ eyes of meek surrender, 5 yielded to 
my respectful importunity, and consented to share my homo. 
Let the last words I write thank her, and bless her who hath 
blessed it. 

J>y the kindness of Mr. Addison, all danger of prosecution, and 
every obstacle against our return to England was removed ; and 
my son Frank’s gallantry in Scotland made his peace with the 
King’s government. Hut we two cared no longer to live in England ; 
and Frank formally and joyfully yielded over to us the possession 
of that estate, which we now occupy, far away from Europe and 
its troubles, on the beautiful banks of the I’otowinae, where we 
have built a new Oastlewood, and think with grateful hearts of 
our old home. In our transatlantiek country we have a season, 
the calmest and most delightful of the year, which we call the 
Indian summer : I often say the autumn of our life resembles that 
happy and serene weather: and am thankful for its rest and its 
sweet sunshine. Heaven hath blessed us with a child, which each 
parent loves for her resemblance to the other. Our diamonds are 
turned into ploughs and^axes for our plantations; and into negroes, 
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the happiest ami merriest, I think, in all this country : and the 
only jewel by which my wife sets any store, and from which she 
hath never parted, is that sold button shn took from my arm oil 
the day #ien she visited me in prison, and which she wore 
after, as she told me, on the tenderest heart in the world. 
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